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The sun shines brightly as I step off the bus. Summer vacation started barely a week ago and it was already beautiful out.
I begin walking the several blocks to my house, tired but upbeat after my first day of work. I found out that I had gotten my very first job the afternoon of my graduation. Mr. Gottlieb, who owned a small ice cream parlor across town, was looking for an assistant. My interview was only a few days prior to graduation and honestly, I thought I had screwed it up. I stammered my way through, barely able to meet old Mr. Gottlieb's scowling eyes. But he must have sensed my can-do attitude and believed me when I told him I had a good work ethic because he called during my graduation lunch to offer me the job.
Mr. Gottlieb was hard to impress, but I'm sure he noticed how much effort I put in on my first day, despite never ceasing to scowl.
I turned the corner onto my street, lost in happy thoughts of my impressive first day of work, and noticed a moving truck outside the house next door to mine. Old Mr. Reed has been trying to find a new tenant for a couple months. Guess he finally found someone to rent it to.
Walking up my driveway, I tried to get a glimpse into the house next door to see what the new neighbors were like. The houses in my neighborhood were long and skinny. They sat close together on narrow lots. Our driveway ran perpendicular to the driveway next door, separated only by a chain link fence.
Slowing down, I attempt to peer into the open front door when a voice calls out to me; one that makes me freeze with pure dread.
"Kyle Finnegan, the bitch himself!"
Turning toward the voice, I see Stanley Pachis striding toward me from around the back of the house. The sneer on his face brings back a flood of bad memories from my first three years of high school: constant mocking, being tripped in the halls, smacks to the back of the head, quick punches to the groin and stomach in P.E.; all delivered with the same sneer he wore now.
"The fuck are you doing here, fag?" He asks, approaching the fence.
"I- I live here," I stammer back, still not quite believing he's standing in front of me. Looking up at him, I remember how much he used to intimidate me just by his size alone. My 5'6 skinny frame is dwarfed by his 6'2 muscular one.
"No fucking way! Looks like we're neighbors now." His sneer slowly shifts into a sadistic grin.
My body begins to feel like it's shutting down. There's no way God could be so cruel as to allow the asshole that tormented me throughout most of high school to move in next door.
He snorts, looking at my clothes. "You haven't changed a bit, fairy. What the fuck are you wearing?"
My face reddens with embarrassment.
"It's my work uniform," I tell him and look away.
I had liked my striped polo shirt with its bright, cotton candy colors and matching paper hat when it had been given to me. It was a festive outfit. But now, with Stanley mocking me to my face, I feel self-conscious wearing it.
"Oh my bad, I thought you just decided to advertise how gay you are," he says and begins to laugh.
"I'm not fucking gay, asshole," I shout furiously. He holds his hands up in fake surrender, grinning at my denial.
"Whatever you have to tell yourself man."
I frown at him, about to cut the conversation off so I can escape inside when my mom's car pulls into the driveway. Our heads turn as she parks the car and exits. Sauntering toward us, I hear Stanley mutter, "Holy shit," under his breath in wonder.
I glance toward him as he takes in the sight of my mom, clearly impressed with what he sees, and a scowl crosses my face. I'm used to men checking out my mom. She's a very attractive woman, possessing a curvaceous figure and large breasts. I once overheard a couple of kids who live down the street refer to her as a MILF as they biked by our house. But seeing this jerk ogling her turns my stomach sour.
"Hello, sweetheart," mom greets me when she reaches us. She leans over to quickly peck my cheek, then tilts her head towards Stanley.
"Who's this now?"
Stanley interjects before I can answer. "An old friend of Kyle's and your new neighbor." He flashes her a charming, boyish smile. The same one he used to use on all the teachers when trying to get out of trouble.
"Well, it's very nice to meet you then. I'm Julie, Kyle's mom."
She sticks her hand out over the fence and he grasps it, delivering a quick shake. "Stanley Pachis, it's a pleasure meeting you."
"Pachis, hmm? That's an interesting last name."
"It's Greek," he tells her. "Means 'big' and 'thick'." His smile grows just a bit more.
"Clearly not very apt though," she laughs, gesturing toward his lean muscular body.
"Oh it is, but only where it counts."
A beat passes as what he said hangs in the air before he raises his arms and gives a mock show of flexing his muscles.
They start laughing, breaking the tension caused by his potentially lewd comment. Watching them causes anger and jealousy to well up inside me.
"So, you and Kyle know each other then?" she asks him, laughter still in her voice.
"Oh, Kyle and I go way back," he answers with fake enthusiasm. "We went to high school together. Good times, right bud?" He reaches over and thumps me a little too hard on the back. A surprised grunt slips from my mouth and I see him smirk at me.
"How nice! You didn't graduate this year, did you?"
"No, I graduated just last year."
"Oh," she says, taken aback. "Wouldn't have thought you were only 19."
"Actually, I'll be 21 at the end of the summer. I had so much fun in school that I decided to stick around a couple of extra years," he jokes.
In reality, he's just so fucking stupid that he got held back. Twice.
"That makes more sense. Didn't think you looked the right age to be that recent of a high school graduate."
"I could say the same about you," he replies, giving her a smile.
He places his hands on the fence, locking his elbows as he leans closer to her. "You look too young to be the mom of a recent high school graduate. I almost mistook you for his sister at first."
I snort and mom casts me a dirty look.
"I just turned 36 not too long ago. I was just about Kyle's age when I had him."
"Well, you're definitely the best looking mom I've seen." Again, he gives her that charming smile that makes me want to punch him in his smug face.
She smiles back bashfully, tucking a strand of blond hair behind her ear. "You're too much."
I roll my eyes before looking a bit closer at Stanley. Is he flexing his muscles? The snug, white tank top already shows off his toned arms and chest. Not to mention the color contrasts sharply with his olive skin tone, making them stand out even more. But of course he'd try and show off as much as possible. Douche bags are just like that.
As Stanley continues chatting with mom, an uneasy feeling settles into my stomach, watching how well they seem to get along.
Suddenly a voice rings out from inside the house. "Stanley, get in here and help me with the mattresses!"
"Shit, I should go help him. It was nice meeting you though. Hopefully I'll see you around?" He flashes her his smile one last time.
"Absolutely, it was nice meeting you too, Stanley," mom returns a warm smile of her own before heading toward our house.
I follow her to the back door, glancing behind me when I don't hear Stanley walking away and see him still standing by the fence. He has his hands in his pockets and his eyes roam over mom's body in admiration. We make eye contact and he gives me a smirk before flipping me off. Mom unlocks the back door and pushes her way inside. I quickly follow, but Stanley continues to stand there smirking, until I shut the door behind me.
------------
It's late in the morning a few days later when I climb out of bed and stretch. This was my first day off since beginning my new job and I'd chosen to sleep in, my own personal reward for all the hard work I was doing. But the noises my empty stomach is making finally forces me out of bed.
Opening the door, the smell of chocolate hits me immediately and I follow it down to the kitchen where I find mom washing dishes in the sink. A big plate of fudge brownies sit on the counter next to her. Mom's an excellent cook, but she's an even better baker. My mouth begins to water. They still look warm.
"Morning," I mumble, maneuvering toward the counter.
"Good morning, sweetheart."
I reach to pluck a brown off the plate when her voice stops me. "Uh-uh, those aren't for you!"
"Then who are they for?"
"Stanley and his family."
"What? Why?" I ask in disbelief. "They only just moved in."
"That's exactly why, Kyle. I thought we could bring them over as sort of a 'welcome to the neighborhood' gesture."
"You didn't make anything for the Dobson's when they moved in a couple years ago."
"That's because Annette Dobson is a cow. Stanley was very lovely when I met him the other day and I'm sure his parents are too."
It bothers me that she referred to Stanley as "lovely". That asshole is anything but lovely.
Mom notices my frown and lets out an exasperated sigh. "Don't be like this Kyle. Can you please just go get changed so we can bring these over to them soon?"
"Am I allowed to at least have something to eat first?"
"Fine, there's stuff for a sandwich in the fridge. Just don't take too long."
After eating and changing clothes, we leave out the back to head next door. Mom is dressed casually but I can see that she's done her hair and make-up. She didn't do all that just for the Pachis, did she?
In the yard, both of us could see the detached garage at the end of the Pachis' driveway was open. It had been turned into a workout room and Stanley was in there now, doing bench presses while music blared from a speaker. Walking down the driveway, I notice mom glancing back into the open garage. Her gaze lingers on the figure inside a little too long, which leaves me feeling anxious.
We approach the Pachis' front door and ring the bell. About a minute passes before we rang it again, but no one answers.
"Well, guess no one's home," I say, turning to go back to our house.
"Don't be silly, Kyle. We just saw Stanley in the garage. Maybe his parents are preoccupied with something."
"So, let's just come back another time. Or better yet, let's not come back at all and keep the brownies for us to enjoy."
"That's not very nice, sweetheart," she scolds. "Let's just pop around back and give these to Stanley. I don't want them going stale."
She climbs down the stairs and starts up their driveway. I reluctantly follow, grumbling to myself but she ignores me.
The music from inside the garage gets louder the closer we approach. Stanley has moved on from bench presses and now sits shirtless doing bicep curls. Concentrating on counting each rep, he doesn't notice us until we stop at the entrance.
He glances up and smiles wide.
"Well, look who it is!"
Placing the dumbbell down, he taps his phone, cutting off the music. My ears ring in the silence.
"Sorry about that, I like loud music when I'm working out," he says, standing up. A sheen of sweat coats his upper body and his dark shoulder length hair is tied back in a low knot.
"Oh, that's ok," mom replies. "You have good taste in music. I used to listen to Wu-Tang Clan all the time in high school."
"No shit?" Stanley raises his eyebrows in surprise.
"Oh yeah, I went to see them in concert my senior year. It was a wild night but a lot of fun."
"Damn, never would have pegged you as a fan of theirs."
"Well don't be so quick to make assumptions. People will surprise you."
"I wonder how else you'll surprise me." He gives her a cocky grin and she smiles back.
They hold eye contact for a moment before mom looks down at the brownies, as if suddenly remembering why we're over here.
"Anyway, I wanted to bring you these," she steps forward to hand him the plate. "Well, you and your family." I resent the use of the word "I", as if she were by herself.
"Thank you so much, Julie." Stanley reaches out to grab the plate, his hand brushing hers as he takes it. "These look amazing!"
"They're just a little welcome to the neighborhood present."
With the brownies handed off, I think we can finally leave when Stanley invites us inside.
"Would either of you like a drink while I put these away?"
"I'd love something to drink," mom answers before I can reject his offer.
We follow Stanley up the back porch and into his kitchen. There's still some boxes stacked around, and scattered utensils litter the table.
"Excuse the mess," he apologizes. "We haven't had a chance to completely unpack yet. I was more focused on setting up the equipment in the garage than anything else." He places the plate onto the counter. "Didn't want to miss out on the pump any longer than I had to."
I could only roll my eyes at how obnoxious he sounded.
"It's fine, and I can understand why someone so in shape as you wouldn't want to miss out on 'the pump'," she laughs, and he shoots her a grin as he moves to grab some glasses.
Out of the corner of my eye, I catch mom discreetly checking Stanley out as he pours them both some lemonade he snags from the fridge. Her eyes quickly traverse his muscular body before looking back up to his face when he turns toward her.
He hands mom her glass then holds up his own. "To new neighbors," he toasts.
"To new neighbors," she repeats, clinking his glass with hers before they both take a drink.
"So are your parents home?" Mom asks him. "I'd love to meet them."
"Actually it's just me and my dad, and he's at work right now."
"Wow, on a Sunday?"
"Yeah, he owns a butcher shop & deli. I've been working there with him since high school."
"That must be a gruesome job, all that blood."
"Eh, it's not that bad. You get used to it."
A sly grin crosses his face. "Besides, I got really good at handling tender meat."
I could have gagged. I wanted to. But mom offers him a mischievous smile before placing her thumb and index finger on her chin in phony consideration.
"Hm, I don't know," she says, faux doubt heavy in her voice. She quickly scans him up and down. "You just seem too big to adequately handle something delicate like that."
His smile grows, clearly pleased at her teasing nature.
"Oh you have no idea what I can do with these hands. They do excellent work and no one leaves unsatisfied with what I've given them."
Panic fills my chest as their conversation begins to cross into flirting and I interject before mom has a chance to respond.
"Hey, when is Tim supposed to be coming home again?"
Mom reluctantly turns toward me. "I told you, his flight gets in tomorrow night at 8."
I open my mouth to ask another question but she continues speaking. "And before you ask, he'll be home three days before he has to fly out to Phoenix."
"My fiancé," she offers in explanation, turning back to Stanley. "He travels often for work."
He begins taking the plastic wrap off the plate of brownies. "When's the big day?"
"It hasn't been set, we've been engaged for about a month but Tim travels so much we haven't had a chance to sit down and make any plans."
"You must get lonely with him being away so often."
"It can be frustrating sometimes but, honestly, I'm kind of used to it. I do administrative work from home, so I'm by myself most days."
"Really?" Stanley takes a bite of a brownie as he appears to consider this bit of information carefully, making my stomach clench in apprehension.
"Yeah, but Tim promises he won't be traveling as much when we're married."
"And he'll keep his promise," I add. "Because Tim's a really good guy."
"Yeah, I guess he is." Mom nods her head in agreement.
That was the truth too. Mom had a long history of dating shitty men, going back to my dad who took off the moment he found out she was pregnant. Tim was the first guy in a long time who I actually liked. The only reason I'm even going to college in the fall is because Tim offered to help pay for it.
"Well, I'm sure once you guys get hitched he'll make good on his promise," Stanley says as he finishes chewing. "Can't imagine he'd want to be away so often once he's got you locked down. I know I wouldn't." A slow smile spreads across his face.
What the hell is with him? How can he keep flirting with her? We're literally talking about her fiancé.
"Guess I'll find out," she smiles back. "You like the brownies?"
"They're perfect! Would you like one?"
"No thank you, I'm watching my figure. I'm glad you're enjoying them though."
"What do you mean you're watching your figure? You look pretty damn good to me."
"Stop," she says, blushing. "I'm not nearly as in shape as you are."
"You're telling me you don't work out at all?"
"I take a spin class, but that's it. I don't hit the gym intensely like you do."
"I could train you if you want?" he offers.
"Oh no," mom says, holding up her hands. "That'd be way too much for me. I could never keep up with you."
"Ok then, we'll just have to figure out another way to burn some calories together." He winks at her and anger floods through me. I've had it with this fucking guy.
"Mom, can we go already? You said you'd drive me to the mall." I meant to sound forceful but it comes out as more of a whine.
"Kyle, don't be rude. I said I'd take you today and I will."
"But they close soon!"
"If you had your license you could drive yourself, couldn't you?"
I make a face at her. She knows how scared of driving I am.
"It's cool, I should go finish my sets anyway. I have to be down at the shop in a few hours."
"Alright, well I hope you and your dad enjoy the brownies." She almost sounds disappointed. "And again, welcome to the neighborhood."
"Thanks, we're really happy to be here." He gives her a final smile as she walks out the door. As I'm following her, a sharp blow catches me in the side.
I falter, making a gruff noise as I try to balance myself. Mom looks back at me and I feel Stanley clamp a hand on my shoulder.
"Whoa, steady there pal."
"Careful sweety," she says, looking forward again.
Stanley squeezes my shoulder tightly, using as much pressure as his large arm will allow. For a brief second, my shoulder screams in intense agony before he releases me with a shove. I stumble forward in shock, my shoulder throbbing. The pain, while extreme, was so brief that I hadn't even had a chance to scream. I nervously look back and Stanley stands in the doorway, arms crossed against his sculpted chest as a dark scowl marres his face. I turn away and feel my still aching shoulder, a reminder of what he's capable of.
------------
Tim came home the following day and we all returned to our normal routine. Mom didn't even mention going over to Stanley's. I took that as a sign she didn't think of it as anything important until the day after Tim left for Phoenix on another work trip.
Mom and I were in the kitchen. She was watching a YouTube video, trying to learn how to replace the hinge on one of the cabinets. It had broken this morning, leaving the door hanging ajar. She stood at the counter, glancing between her phone and the supplies splayed out before her. I registered a knock at the front door but was too busy on my Switch to get up and answer it.
After a few seconds, I hear mom sigh. "Guess I'll get it."
She leaves the kitchen to go open the door. I'm so immersed in the game, it takes me a few seconds to process the animated voices at the front of the house. Setting down the Switch, I look up from my seat at the table as mom leads Stanley into the kitchen, a covered tray in his hands.
"This is really great, thank you," mom was saying.
"Of course, I had to return the gesture."
I scramble to move the Switch as he thunks the tray down in front of me. "What's all this?" I ask, peering at it.



"Stanley's brought us a sample platter from his dad's deli," mom answers.
"I didn't know what kind of meats you liked, so I brought an assortment," he tells her.
"That's ok, I like all kinds of meat"
"Good to know," he says with a smirk and leans back against the door frame with his arms crossed. God, he's such an insufferable douche. He even dresses like one. A navy tank top, mesh shorts and a pair of white slides along with a gold chain around his neck to top it all off. How cliche could he be.
Mom starts to unwrap the tray, looking over the assortment of meats and cheeses before selecting a large slice of salami to take a bite out of.
"Mmmm," she nods her head in approval. "That's pretty good. It's sliced thick, just the way I like it."
"Thick is the only way to enjoy it," he says, winking. Ew, he's so fucking gross.
It bothers me that he keeps flirting with her, especially knowing how much he got around in high school. He had a reputation as a playboy because he was with a different girl every other night. What's worse is that a lot of girls still went after him despite knowing this. I used to hear some of them whispering to each other that he had a huge dick.
Stanley furrows his brow, the cabinet and clutter of supplies catching his attention.
"What happened there?" He moves across the kitchen to better examine the busted door.
"Ugh, the hinge broke when I went to put away the dishes," mom says in annoyance. "I've been watching videos trying to teach myself how to replace it but I haven't quite figured it out yet."
"Your fiancé can't fix it?"
"No, Tim's out of town again."
As if he didn't know that.
"But," she continues, "even if he were here, he still wouldn't be able to. He's not exactly the handiest person."
"Psh," he dismisses in derision. "I can fix this for you, easy."
"No no, I couldn't let you do that."
"Nah, I got you. I'll have this shit done in 15 minutes, tops."
Sure enough, he had the hinge replaced and the door firmly fastened to the cabinet in no time at all.
"That's incredible," mom says in admiration. She moves the door back and forth, testing the new hinge.
"It's no big deal," he says, casually. "You ever need anything else done, just let me know. I can fix pretty much anything."
"Really?"
"Uh-huh, I helped my dad repair everything in our house growing up. Now that he and my mom are divorced, I take care of whatever she needs fixed over at her place."
"Awww, what a good son you are."
"I try." He shrugs with a smile of false modesty.
Please, he used to complain about his mom so much in high school because she was always nagging him to do things around the house.
"Have they been divorced long?"
"They split up at the end of my senior year." He bobs his head up and down, a sad puppy dog look on his face.
I want to roll my eyes but restrain myself. Who would fall for this bullshit?
Mom places her hand on his in sympathy. "That must have been so hard for you."
Oh Jesus.
"It really was, my parents had been together my whole life. I just didn't see it coming."
Stanley's phoniness and mom's naivety angers me. Without thinking, I blurt, "Didn't he cheat on her a bunch of times with Amy Boyd's mom?"
Both of them pause, processing what I'd just said before mom's head turns toward me, a look of horror on her face.
"Kyle," she chastises. "How could you say something like that?"
"That's just what I'd heard," I sheepishly respond.
"So that makes it ok? Besides, you have no idea if that's even true."
"No, it is," Stanley interrupts. "He did cheat on her. Their marriage wasn't perfect but he still took it pretty hard when they split. That's partly why I moved in with him, so he didn't lose his entire family at once."
"That's such a wonderful thing to do, being there for your dad like that."
She moves her hand to his shoulder. "You're a good man," she tells him with sincerity.
They smile at each other, holding eye contact that starts to make me uncomfortable before they both break away.
"Well," mom says with a small laugh. "Would you like to stay for lunch?"
She gestures toward the tray on the table. "I could make us all sandwiches?"
"I'd love that," he replies before taking a seat.
------------
Something changed between Stanley and my mom that day. I'd see them chatting across the fence often and he'd be over sometimes when I got home from work. Of course, none of this went on when Tim was home. Stanley was always conveniently absent when he wasn't away on a work trip.
I walked into the kitchen one morning to find mom giggling into her phone, a photo of Stanley's smirking face taking up the entire screen.
"Did you add him on Snapchat?" I ask incredulously.
"Stanley thought that if I ever needed him to fix anything else, I could just message him instead of having to go all the way over there to ask."
Which apparently occurred quite a lot. It seemed like everything that had cracked, broken, or just stopped working in our house was suddenly being attended to by Stanley. Not just small jobs like the cabinet hinge either. I came home one afternoon and he was on his back under the kitchen sink, replacing an old pipe.
Mom stood against the counter next to him while he worked. She was looking down, making light conversation, but I noticed her eyes kept shifting to the right for a few seconds before shifting back.
I followed her gaze and saw that Stanley's shirt had ridden up, revealing a dark happy trail that ended at a large bulge in his mesh shorts.
My cheeks turned red in embarrassment and I fled the room in alarm. Their growing closeness and her obvious attraction to him was making me worried. I didn't know what to do and Tim wasn't helping the situation by being out of town so much. The other night, he'd finally asked how everything kept getting fixed around the house.
"Oh, that nice boy from next door has been helping out a bit," mom answered nonchalantly, completely downplaying the situation. Stanley was not nice and he certainly wasn't a boy.
"Hm, it's good of you to give the kid a job," Tim replied, not even looking up from his plate.
He left on another trip a day later and was supposed to return tonight. But something must have happened because he had to stay in Portland a couple of extra days. I heard him and mom arguing about it on the phone this morning.
"But you promised you'd be back for the meeting with the wedding planner!"
I had crouched at the top of the stairs, eavesdropping as she paced the living room below.
"How are we supposed to even set a date if you're never here to help me make a decision?"
Her angry voice echoed throughout the living room.
"You know what, fine. I'll just cancel the fucking meeting then!"
I heard a soft thump as she presumably chucked her phone at the couch.
She was still angry when I left for work a bit later. But when I came home that evening, she seemed to be in a better mood.
We were eating dinner at the table and she held her phone in one hand while she ate with the other. She would periodically smile and I knew she was snapping Stanley. My grip on my fork tightened. She was always laughing or smiling when she snapchatted him, which seemed to be everyday now.
"Talking to Stanley again?" I asked her.
"Yeah, he's hysterical," she answers with a smile, her eyes never leaving the screen.
Shaking my head, I return to my dinner.
"Oh by the way, I invited him over for dinner tomorrow."
I stare at her in disbelief. "Why?"
"Just as a thank you for all the help he's given us around here. He's really fixed a lot. Besides, I bought the roast to make for Tim, but since he isn't going to be here, I thought I shouldn't let it go to waste."
Standing up, I take my plate and dump the contents into the trash, no longer hungry. Rinsing it in the sink, I watch the hot water slowly wash away bits of food. Is she actually going to cook a whole meal for that undeserving prick? Does she actually like him that much?
I turn my head and look at her. From my angle by the sink, I can see her phone screen. She just finishes sending a snap when she receives a new one. Excitedly, she opens it, and a video of Stanley doing pull ups in his garage begins to play. He's shirtless and the camera is close enough to catch the sweat that coats his skin. Mom watches in rapt attention, biting her lip as the sweaty, muscular 20 year-old grips the bar and swiftly raises himself up in repeating motions.
Dropping the plate with a clatter, I slam the water off and stalk out of the room.
------------
The next night, mom moves around the kitchen attending to the meal as it cooks. I watch her from my seat at the table; the black sundress she's wearing, while casual, has a slit that comes up mid thigh, and it's low cut enough to show a substantial amount of her ample cleavage. Her long blonde hair has been swept up in a loose bun while carefully applied make-up accents the features of her naturally beautiful face.
Sounds of lids clanking and glass clinking fill the room. I sit, sullen and dour, at one end of the table, wishing this night wasn't happening. I didn't even want to think about mom's outfit; what it looks like or why she chose to dress that way. All I wanted was for Stanley to not show up and to never come by again.
As if somehow summoning him, there's a knock at the back door. Mom crosses the kitchen, her sandals making scuffling noises on the linoleum floor. She opens the door wide, allowing our dinner guest to stride through.
In a change from his usual douchebag attire of slides, tank tops, and mesh shorts, Stanley's wearing a white button down shirt, black jeans, and a pair of dark combat boots. I loathe to admit it, but the bastard looks good. The shirt is tight against his body, showing all the muscle underneath. He's clean shaven and the sharp scent of cologne wafts over.
He greets mom with a kiss on the cheek before presenting her with a bouquet of flowers. "These are for you," he offers.
Mom practically lights up as she takes them from him, closing her eyes and inhaling. "They're beautiful. Thank you, Stanley."
"Just something beautiful for someone beautiful."
I scoff, and he scowls at me. "Sup man?"
"Hey," I mumble.
"Oh, I almost forgot," he says, turning back to her. "I brought some wine too."
He holds up a dark bottle. "Figured it was the least I could do, since you're making me dinner and all."
I grind my teeth at his declaration that she's making dinner just for him. It's not only for you shithead.
"That sounds perfect." She smiles at him and walks over with an opener.
I watch her fill two glasses before asking for one myself. If I have to sit through dinner with him, I should at least be afforded a drink.
Mom hesitates, and I could tell she wants to say no, but she glances at Stanley, who shrugs slightly, and she relents.
"Ok, but just one glass."
She hands me my drink before her and Stanley clink their glasses in a silent toast.
"Dinner should be ready soon," she says after taking a sip. "We're just waiting on the roast."
"That's cool, I'm down to just chill for a bit with some good company." He winks and they both sit down, Stanley opposite me in Tim's usual spot at the head of the table, and mom to his left.
I drink my wine as they talk and sip at theirs. The conversation flows easily between them, their mouths pulled back in big smiles as they playfully banter back and forth.
Mom gets up to fetch the roast when the timer goes off and Stanley takes a long look at her behind as she pulls it from the oven. He notices me watching him and offers his signature smirk before winking. I take another gulp of wine. It isn't often that I drink and I can feel the alcohol settling in my empty stomach, making my head swim.
"I hope I cooked it at the right temperature for you," mom says, bringing the roast over to Stanley.
She leans forward and begins carving it up, revealing the medium cooked center. "That's perfect, I love when it's pink." He shoots her a sly grin.
Mom carefully slices up the roast, her breasts jiggling a few inches from Stanley's face as he glances at them from the corner of his eye.
She finishes making his plate and looks him in the face as her hand grips his bicep. "I really hope you enjoy it," she tells him with sincerity, her thumb rubbing his arm.
"I'd enjoy whatever you gave me." Stanley smiles back at her, a playful look in his eyes.
Mom makes herself a plate and is just about to sit when she suddenly remembers me further down at the other end of the table.
"Oh, I'm sorry sweetheart, I almost forgot you down there."
Saying nothing as she spoons food onto my plate, I frown at the roast. I don't particularly care for meat that isn't cooked completely through, no matter how many people say it's better that way. Pushing my plate forward a bit, I take another sip of my drink.
Mom and Stanley talk and laugh as they enjoy their meal together, while I pick at some potatoes. I try several times to join in, but after politely responding, the conversation reverts back to being just between them, and I eventually give up. They polish off the bottle of wine as they eat, becoming more intimate and flirty as the alcohol sets in. By the end of the meal, they're both leaning close over the table, small smiles on each of their faces as they chat quietly.
Even though I'd only had the one glass, the wine seeped through my nearly empty stomach, leaving me with a strong buzz that closely borders on drunkenness. Mom and Stanley's behavior coupled with the alcohol causes a wave of nausea to hit me. Sitting back, I place my forehead on the edge of the table and close my eyes, taking several deep breaths. After about a minute, the nausea passes and my eyes flutter open. Slight movement at the other end catches my attention and I shift a bit to get a better look. The lower halves of mom and Stanley are angled toward one another in their seats. Mom's right leg is crossed over her left, the slit in her dress exposing her bare thigh, which Stanley's fingertips gently graze in a sensual manner.
My heart beats rapidly in my chest, the alcohol fueling a rage that begins burning deep inside me. How dare he fucking touch her like that? It's one thing to flirt with her, but this is crossing the line. I'm about to sit up when his large hand suddenly clasps her thigh, and he slowly starts stroking the length of it.
I bolt upward, out of my chair. "Can you just FUCK OFF already," I shout at him.
Startled, mom and Stanley stare at me before she opens her mouth to speak.
"Kyle, I don't understand where this is coming from or why you're acting like this but it's very rude."
"Oh come on," I continue loudly. "His behavior has been atrocious since he moved in!"
Her voice rises as an angry look crosses her face. "The only person with atrocious behavior is you, young man. You treat Stanley with such derision, I - "
"It's ok, Julie," Stanley interrupts. He stands up from his seat and addresses me. "Why don't we step outside and have a conversation, Kyle. Man to man."
I glower at him before stomping out the back door, Stanley on my heels. Walking a few feet into the yard, I spin to face him, ready to begin a barrage of insults when he punches me in the stomach.
The force knocks the wind out of me, causing my eyes to bulge as my mouth falls open in a silent scream. Stumbling back, I turn and brace myself against the side of the house. Nausea rolls in my stomach and I lean forward, trying to catch my breath and not vomit at the same time.
A hand clamps around the back of my neck, squeezing tightly as Stanley bends down next to me, his lips just inches from my ear.
"Listen to me, you little cunt," he whispers. "I've had enough of your bitch ass making snide comments and disrespecting me. You seem to have forgotten your place in the year I haven't been around to remind you. If you try something like that again, or do anything to interrupt me and your mom, I'll do a lot worse to you than just a sucker punch to the gut."
I hear the back door open and mom's voice as she calls to us. "Everything ok out here?"
"All good," Stanley responds, turning his head toward her. "I think he drank a little too much wine. Just needs a bit of fresh air."
"Ok, I'll be inside if either of you need me." The door shuts and Stanley leans in toward me again.
"Now, you're gonna stay out here for a bit, just to make sure your stomach has settled, while your mom and I have some alone time." His grip around the back of my neck tightens. "And if you ever mention to her what really happened out here, or somehow imply that I'm not the swell guy that I am, I'll beat the shit out of you. Got it?"
Without waiting for a response, he releases my neck and strolls back inside, the door slamming shut behind him. I lean against the side of the house and slowly slump to the ground, silent tears rolling down my cheeks. The interaction with Stanley sobered me up, and I cry into my hands. Minutes go by, the summer air filled with the sound of crickets and my quiet sobs. After a while, I feel like I've calmed down enough to head back in.
As I enter the kitchen, I spot mom and Stanley sitting close together on the couch in the living room, a second bottle of wine open and half empty on the coffee table. They both turn, looking at me as I stand in the doorway. One of Stanley's arms is draped across the back of the couch behind mom, and I can just see the top of his hand moving as he caresses her inner thigh with the other.
"Are you feeling better, sweety?" I can hear the concern in her voice, causing emotion to well up in my chest, making me want to hug her and confess everything. But a quick glance at the serious expression on Stanley's face makes my heart jump and I silently nod.
"Maybe you should help your mom out and clear the table, since she worked so hard making dinner tonight." His voice carries a distinct, commanding tone and he doesn't stop caressing her thigh as he stares at me, a cold, stern look in his eyes.
"You-you're right," I meekly force out, my hands reaching to grab the plates and silverware.
"Thank you, sweetheart." Mom returns to her conversation with Stanley.
Their low voices carry over to me as I wash dishes in silence, unable to discern their exact words over the running faucet. Occasionally, I hear mom giggle as Stanley presumably says, or does, something to elicit her girlish laughter. Both of them eventually get up, coming back into the kitchen.
"I'm just going to walk Stanley out to say goodnight." I don't look up from the dishes to give an answer and she doesn't wait for one. Through the window, I can see them walk partially down the driveway before coming to a stop. They speak for a few minutes, standing close together. It almost looks like they're going to kiss but mom initiates a hug which Stanley accepts. Their embrace is long, and I can see his hands move down to her lower back, just above her ass, as he grips her tightly. Eventually, they pull apart, and Stanley disappears into the dark, as mom continues to look off in his direction after he's gone.
------------
Based on their behavior at dinner, I fully expected mom and Stanley to grow even closer, and it seemed like it was going that way for the first couple of days afterward. They continued snapchatting each other frequently and I caught them flirting in the backyard one afternoon after Stanley had finished his workout. He was showing off his gains and she reached over the fence to feel his bicep before pulling back in a fit of giggles as a deep blush settled over her cheeks.
But Tim came home the next day, forcing them to almost cease interacting during the week that he was home. I only saw her snapchatting him a couple of times, and she offered nothing more than a polite smile when he was out in the yard after a workout. Once Tim left on another trip however, I assumed they would resume acting how they normally do when he isn't around. Surprisingly, that didn't happen. Mom would check her phone throughout the day, but she seldom had any notifications indicating Stanley had sent her a snap. Maybe he'd gotten bored waiting for Tim to leave or no longer thought it was worth the effort?



When I cautiously brought it up to her, she shrugged and told me that they just hadn't talked that much recently. Even though she had acted casual about it, I could sense her disappointment.
A couple days later, we were unloading groceries from the car and Stanley was on his back porch with some girl, laughing and flirting. He acknowledged mom with a wave and she waved back, but on the way into the house, I noticed a small look of jealousy cross her face. A tiny glimmer of hope began to blossom in my chest. Maybe she'll finally realize what a sleazy bastard he actually is, and if he managed to find some random slut to keep him occupied, then all the better.
That Friday, Stanley threw a huge party. His house was so packed with people that they spilled out onto the front yard. The music was loud, practically blaring into my room. Wide awake in bed, I glanced at my phone. It was a quarter to one, and I threw my blankets off in frustration. I had to be up early for work and there was no way I'd be falling asleep anytime soon. Stomping into the hallway, mom's door opens and she pokes her head out.
"What're you doing?"
"I'm going to tell them to shut the hell up," I answer.
"Hold on." She holds up her phone. "I'll just send Stanley a message and ask him to turn it down."
"This is ridiculous. I can't believe someone hasn't called the cops yet."
"I'm sure they have much better things to be doing at this hour, Kyle."
Minutes go by as I continue my rant before mom checks her phone and a look of anger crosses her face.
"What?" I ask.
"He opened it but didn't respond." Indignation colors her voice.
She refreshes the app again, then blurts, "What an asshole." A giddy feeling spreads through me. Yes mom, now you see what kind of person he really is.
She stands in her doorway and ponders what to do next, eventually coming to a decision. "Well he can't ignore me if we're face to face."
She disappears back into her room before coming out fully dressed.
"I'll go over there and turn it down myself if I have to," she says. I excitedly pump my fist in the air as she heads out the door with purposeful strides. You go get him mom.
Wide awake now, I flop back down in bed and wait. I can tell she's successful when the music volume finally lowers after a few minutes. I can still hear faint thumping, but it's now at a respectable level that won't keep me up.
I'm eager for mom to get back and tell me how she ripped Stanley a new one, but after fifteen minutes, she still hasn't returned yet. I wait another few minutes, then decide to text her, asking where she is. Fifteen more minutes go by and she still hasn't returned, nor has she answered my text. She's been gone over half an hour by this point and I begin to worry. When the clock hits two in the morning, I call her. It goes straight to voicemail.
Maybe her phone is dead? Or did she not even take it with her?
I lay in bed a few more minutes, trying to decide what to do, before getting dressed to head next door.
As I approach the Pachis' house, I can see that the front yard has cleared of people. I knock a few times on the front door, but eventually just walk in when no one answers. Inside, the music is loud and there's still a decent crowd of people that occupy the living room. I spot a lot of people I went to high school with, including all of Stanley's dipshit friends. Some of them notice me and appear to laugh, making my cheeks burn. I quickly scope the place out, looking for mom. I want to get out of here as soon as possible and avoid running into Stanley. She's not in the living room and I'm about to check the kitchen when I bump into Brock, one of Stanley's friends.
"Oh hey, Kyle," he greets me, a shit eating grin plastered on his face. His eyes are completely glazed over and I can tell that he's wasted. "Whatcha doin' over here?"
"I'm looking for my mom, she came over a little while ago to see about turning down the music."
"Ohhhh your mom, huh?" He laughs, unsteady on his feet. "Yeah, I think I saw her leave out the back door just a few minutes ago." He smiles at me like there's a joke that I'm somehow not in on.
"Uh, ok, well I guess I'll go look out there then." I move around him and toward the kitchen.
"Tell her Brock says hi," he calls after me, then descends into a fit of laughter again.
I push through the back door and step out onto the small porch. It's dark and quiet, the only source of light coming from the one attached to the back of my house next door. However, it only lights up the left side of the Pachis' backyard.
The door shuts behind me, reducing the music to just the muffled thud of the bass, and I climb down the stairs.
A cursory glance around tells me no one is here. Guess Brock was mistaken and she didn't come this way.
I turn and start to go back inside when a shuffling noise makes me pause. I listen carefully, the yard silent except for the soft thudding of the bass from inside the house.
Just then, I hear a low voice from somewhere behind me.
"Holy shit."
Turning around, my eyes carefully scan the darkened area in front me. I hesitantly step forward, moving deeper into the backyard, searching for the source of the voice.
Is mom out here?
More shuffling noises, this time I can pinpoint it coming from behind the garage.
I move to the left and slowly walk along the right side of the garage, disappearing into the portion of the yard untouched by the light from next door.
Stopping by the corner, I lean around and look into the space between the back of the garage and the fence belonging to the house behind the Pachis'.
At the opposite end, the light illuminates the odd silhouette of two figures pressed together in the shadows. I squint, trying to decipher what I'm looking at, as they're just out of direct light, making it hard to see. One of them appears to be kneeling on the ground while the other stands against the back of the garage. Slowly, my eyes begin adjusting to the dark, and I finally notice the person kneeling on the ground is a woman. Her head moves back and forth in a fluid rhythm while she makes soft, wet slurping noises.
With a jolt, I suddenly realize exactly what I'm seeing, and embarrassment immediately washes over me.
I'm about to back away when the man speaks.
"Jesus fucking Christ," he exclaims.
The woman moans in response as she continues sucking him.
Realization dawns on me and my heart skips a beat as I recognize who the voice belongs to.
"God damn Julie, you suck so good", Stanley says in a husky voice.
I feel my stomach drop as pure horror begins to replace the embarrassment that flows through me.
No, it can't be.
The woman pulls off Stanley's cock and looks up at him. "Your dick is so big!" mom whispers in amazement.
Oh God, no!
"You bet your fine ass it is!" I can practically hear the smirk in his voice.
Mom takes Stanley back into her mouth and resumes sucking him. He sighs and spreads his legs further apart, giving her better access to his cock.
The shock of finding my mom blowing Stanley roots me to the ground. I can only stare as my eyes fully adjust to the dark, allowing me to see all of what's transpiring.
Mom's head moves back and forth in quick, smooth motions. Her enthusiasm is evident as she works his cock with her plump lips, moaning along his shaft. Her left hand grips his hairy, muscular thigh while her right pushes up his shirt, feeling the taut abs underneath.
"Fuuuuuuck," he lets out in a low voice. "Been dying to get a crack at that mouth for a while."
His hips give a few thrusts, meeting her mouth as she bobs up and down his pole. "Those lips are perfect for my cock." She can only groan in response, her mouth full of his thick meat.
Tears well up in my eyes as a range of emotions whirl around inside me. Despair that mom is cheating on Tim, fury that it's with Stanley, and dred that what I've been fearing has come true.
But deep inside me, something else stirs amongst my emotions. Something unexpected, something that brings about immediate astonishment and confusion. Despite all the negative feelings, arousal blooms in my groin.
With a small gasp, I feel my cock begin to harden. My heart thuds in my chest as watching my mom blowing Stanley causes my cock to grow to full mast.
I can't believe this. How can I be hard right now?
In front of me, Stanley looks down at mom. "Lick my balls," he demands of her.
She immediately pulls off his cock and begins to nuzzle his large nutsack, using her tongue to lap at his low hanging nads.
"Fuck yeah," Stanley sighs and takes a swig from the beer bottle clutched in his left hand. Mom's tongue darts back and forth between each of his balls, licking all around.
"You like these salty nuts?" he prompts her.
Mom offers a muffled response as she bathes his sweaty balls with her tongue, drawing each one into her mouth to suck on.
"That's right, get 'em nice and wet"
My cock throbs in my shorts and I can feel it beginning to leak. I desperately want to run away but something inside me just can't seem to make my legs move. I can only stand in place, confused and erect, as I watch my mom pleasure my high school bully with her mouth and tongue.
Stanley reaches out and cups mom's chin, guiding her back up to his shaft. She inhales his cock again, sucking him with renewed vigor. Her head moves back and forth hurriedly, making wet suction noises as she slurps his cock eagerly. Her hands roam underneath his shirt, feeling up his large muscular chest. It's like she can't get enough of him.
Stanley watches her as she passionately makes love to his large tool with her mouth. "Does my sweaty dick taste good?"
"Mmhmmm," she answers around his cock, never breaking stride. My dick strains against my pants, aching from the lack of stimulation.
He chuckles quietly, then tilts his head back and continues enjoying the blowjob. Leaning lazily against the garage with his legs spread wide, he lets out sighs of satisfaction in between swigs of beer as mom worships his cock intensely. Minutes go by with only the sounds of sucking and exhales of pleasure filling the small space around them before Stanley addresses her again.
"This feels so good. You suck like a porn star."
She offers a low moan of pleasure in response before slowing down, taking his dick deeper into her mouth with each swallow, applying more suction.
Mom sucks him this way for a few minutes, eliciting low moans of gratification from Stanley, before she engulfs his entire shaft. With her nose pressed up against his stomach, she begins to emit the deep gurgling sounds of contracting throat muscles.
"Aw yeah, milk my cock," he murmurs. His eyes close and he pushes his hips out, trying to get as much dick down her throat as he can. The empty beer bottle makes a soft thud as it falls onto the dirt beside him and he grips the back of her head with both hands, holding her in place.
"Hold it. Hold it," he commands as she begins to choke and gag on his cock.
Finally after about thirty seconds, he releases her head and she pulls off his shaft with a sharp gasp for air.
"Fuck, I love your mouth," he tells her.
"I love your big cock," she replies through heavy breaths.
Leaning forward, she sticks out her tongue and begins to lick his shaft.
"I can tell." Cockiness oozes from his voice.
He watches as she takes long licks of his dick, running her entire tongue from base to tip then along each side before returning to the base in a repeating pattern that makes his dick pulse and causes him to exhale sharply.
Reaching up, she wraps one hand around his cock and places the tip of his head on the center of her tongue. She jerks his cock a few times, forcing a grunt from Stanley.
"Getting a sample of the main course?"
Mom bobs her head up and down as she withdraws her tongue back inside her mouth and swallows.
"It tastes really good, much better than other guys."
I realize then that they're referring to his pre-cum and shudder from a mix of disgust and arousal, my cock almost painfully hard in my shorts.
"You ready for the full meal?"
She nods her head quickly.
"Fuck yeah," he says, his voice low.
Stanley grips the base of her ponytail and brings her face back to his cock.
She captures it in her mouth and he immediately begins moving her up and down his shaft with a tight hold of her hair.
He slowly builds up a fast pace, his arm jerking quicker and quicker until he's rapidly moving her mouth along his cock. Wet sloshing noises fill the air as he roughly uses mom's mouth for his own gratification, grunting in pleasure each time he forces her down the entire length of his shaft.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Stanley shouts.
He pauses to push forward off the back wall, forcing mom out of the shadows and into the light as she sits back on her calves. The bright light cast from next door reveals her disheveled appearance; ponytail askew, eyes glazed over and teary.
Stanley steps toward her, and my eyes grow wide as his cock comes into full view. It's just as big as the girls at school whispered it was. Emerging from a thicket of dark pubic hair, his uncut cock points straight out. Long and fat, it shines from mom's saliva. He places his left hand on the wooden fence and leans over her. With his right, he takes a hold of the base of her ponytail and tilts her head upward. She opens her mouth and Stanley eases his monster cock inside.
He starts to move his hips back and forth while he holds her head in place. His thrusts quickly become rapid and she begins to make gagging noises as he skull fucks her.
"Yeah, choke on this dick," he spits out. Shutting his eyes, he rapidly feeds mom his shaft. Tears begin to stream down her face as she gags on his large cock, her hands tightly gripping his legs.
"Take it bitch," Stanley mutters under his breath, his hips speeding up even more. His ass rises and falls as he pumps her mouth with abandon, his sole focus on getting his nut.
"Oh fuck, you ready? Here it comes. Here it comes!"
Stanley slows down and gives mom's mouth several shallow pumps before he lets loose a series of deep grunts. He grips her hair tightly as his mouth drops open, a look of incomprehensible bliss on his face. When I see his large cock begin to throb, I know he's unloading in her mouth.
They stay like this for at least a minute, Stanley panting heavily as he floods mom's mouth with his cum. She lightly strokes his stomach as her lips gently pull at his pulsing shaft, coaxing as much of his seed out of him as she can. His hips start to slow as he finishes cumming, giving the occasional thrust to ensure no remnants of his load remain. With a soft plop, Stanley withdraws his half hard cock from her mouth. She swallows loudly, and Stanley gives her a small smile as he leans against the fence, trying to catch his breath.
"Holy fuck, that was the best blowjob I've ever had," he huffs between breathes. Mom giggles as she does her best to wipe off her face.
Standing upright, he stuffs his deflated cock back into shorts and looks her in the face. "You didn't waste a drop, did you?"
"Uh-uh," she replies, a small smile playing on her lips.
He laughs while reaching down to help her stand. "Good girl."
She staggers on the way up and only then do I realize she's been drinking.
"You came so much," she tells him.
"Yeah, I always dump a lot of cream."
"Really?"
"What else would these big balls be for other than holding all that baby batter?"
They both laugh before he pulls her in for a kiss. She sighs into his mouth, wrapping her arms around him. He lightly pushes her up against the fence, deepening the kiss.
Their lips remain locked together until he pulls away and smirks at her. "I love the taste of my cum in your mouth."
This sends my brain into overdrive and my cock gives a sharp jolt. I brace myself against the garage in surprise and lightly gasp as I feel my cock start to spurt inside my shorts.
Shame and pleasure surge through me, battling for dominance as I shut my eyes and wait for my cock to stop spasming. It throbs once, twice, three times before I start to feel a growing wetness around my crotch. It spreads throughout the entire front of my pants before my orgasm finally starts to subside. Mom's light giggling forces my eyes open in panic. But it's only Stanley nuzzling her neck that causes her to laugh. His lips and tongue move against her alabaster skin in sensual kisses as she giggles quietly, eyes shut and arms wrapped around his muscular chest.
I begin to slowly back away, trying not to make any noise as I retreat from the back corner of the garage. Once I'm out of earshot, I turn and begin to speed walk down the driveway, careful not to let my shoes slap too loudly against the pavement.
I hang right once I reach the sidewalk, cross in front of my house and run quickly up the steps to the door. Slipping inside, I practically race upstairs to my room before removing my shirt and peeling off pants. The wet stain on the front is nothing compared to the mess that is my underwear. Still sticky and gooey, I hold them up in astonishment. How did I cum so much? I don't think I've ever cum this much in my life!
With a shudder, I toss my underwear into the hamper along with the rest of my clothes. My mind returns to what I saw behind the Pachis' garage as I dress in clean underwear and pajamas.
How could she do this to Tim? And with that fucking asshole too? What the hell possessed her to act like such a slut, especially where anyone could catch them? These questions circle around inside my head until a new one surfaces. Why did it turn me on so much?
Tears fill my eyes and I begin to cry. Laying down on my bed, I let them flow freely along with the shame, confusion, and fear that I feel deep inside. Quiet sobs echo throughout my room for the next few minutes as I douse my pillow.
After minutes of heavy tear shedding, I finally begin to calm down. I'm only sniffling when the sounds of the front door opening and closing catch my attention. Moving quickly, I switch off the bedside lamp before turning to face the wall as soft thuds on the stairs indicate someone is climbing them.
I force myself to slow my breathing as I hear the doorknob turn quietly. The door creaks slightly as it opens behind me. Eyes shut, I take deep, slow breaths for what feels like an eternity until I hear the door click close. The floorboards in the hall emit low squeaks as mom moves toward her bedroom.
Rolling onto my back, my eyes open to stare at the ceiling. This whole night has been strange and awful. I don't know how to make any sense of it and fear grips my heart as I ponder what the repercussions will be.
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The bell chimes behind me, indicating a customer has come through the door. It's late afternoon and the ice cream shop hasn't been particularly busy in the last few hours. I stare absentmindedly at the table I'm wiping down, unaware that I've been cleaning the same spot for the last few minutes.
Since Stanley's party over a week ago, it's as if a fog has settled over my brain. I can't stop thinking about what I saw that night, or my reaction to it. It was what I was thinking about when I fell asleep afterward and what I thought about when I woke up the next morning. To my chagrin, it was also what I thought about when I jerked off a few minutes later, and what I thought about every time I've jerked off since.
It's been impossible to reconcile the shame and humiliation I feel with my arousal regarding mom and Stanley's oral encounter, or even understand why it arouses me at all. All I know is that it turns me on immensely and that I hate myself for jerking off while thinking about it, which is what's led to my current existential crisis.
Unable to focus on anything else, I constantly stew in a mixture of shame and self-loathing over my newly discovered kink. It's starting to affect my job. Mr. Gottlieb has been quite angry with me, shouting whenever I drop a scoop of ice cream or ring up an order incorrectly. I know I have to get my shit together, especially since I haven't been working here very long, but I just can't seem to snap out of it.
I think part of what's made it so awful is mom's behavior since it happened. She hasn't been acting any different at all, even when we went to pick up Tim at the airport the day after the party. She had greeted him like always, as if nothing was any different, as if she hadn't been blowing the twenty year old neighbor behind his garage the night before. Honestly, that's what's baffled me the most, and also contributed to how awful I felt, the fact that she didn't appear to feel any guilt about what happened.
Part of me hoped that it was because it was just a one time thing. That she drank too much, had a brief slip, and now that she's gotten it out of her system, she's back to her usual self. I haven't noticed her snapping Stanley, or seen them talking across the fence, which is a good sign. But that could simply be because Tim's been back home for all I knew. My head hurt turning all this over again and again. Another reason why I've been so distracted lately; trying to gauge where mom stands with Stanley.
Speaking of Stanley, he was just as insufferable as ever. I passed him and his friends the other day as I was getting home from work. They were drinking beer and laughing on his back porch when I walked up my empty driveway, mom and Tim having finally gone to meet with a wedding planner.
"Hey, there he is," one of them whispered, and they all snickered.
"Yo, Kyle," Brock called out to me. I stopped on the back steps and turned my head toward them.
"How'd your mom like Pachis' party last weekend?"
They all laughed as I stood there, anger and humiliation reddening my cheeks.
"I heard she had a great time," Hudson sniggered.
I began to fish through my pockets to look for my keys and tried to ignore my cock, which was beginning to stiffen at their insinuations of what happened at the party.
"Real wild one, your mom."
"Very neighborly though."
They continued to laugh and make jokes at me as I finally pulled my key out and unlocked the door.
"Heard she gave Pachis a belated welcome to the neighborhood present."
They all roared with laughter.
I whipped my head around to tell them to fuck off but stopped when I made eye contact with Stanley, who grinned wickedly.
"Yeah, she finally got to learn the origin of my last name," he said and grabbed his crotch suggestively through his mesh shorts.
Tears welled up in my eyes as his friends all laughed and made "ohhhhh" noises.
"Look, the little bitch is crying," one of them said, and I pushed through the door into the kitchen before slamming it shut behind me. Leaning back, tears started to run down my cheeks.
Stanley and his friends continued laughing loudly outside, no doubt at my expense. My cheeks burned in rage and humiliation, but my cock also throbbed underneath my clothes.
I quickly unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, pulling them roughly down to my thighs along with my underwear. My erection sprang out and I gripped it tightly. Furiously, I began to stroke my cock, closing my eyes and conjuring up the images of my mom blowing Stanley in the dim light behind his garage.
Flashes of that night came quickly as I jerked myself faster and faster: finding mom on her knees in front of Stanley, the slurping sounds she made as she sucked him vigorously, his fist gripping her blonde ponytail tightly as he moved her mouth up and down his big cock, and finally, his grunts of pleasure when he unloaded in her mouth.
These memories played over and over in my mind as I brought myself closer and closer to cumming, just as they had every time I jerked off since making them.
With a gasp, I shot blast after blast of cum all over the floor. My powerful orgasm had come to an end, just as all the others had, with shame and the prickling of tears.
Remembering this encounter inadvertently causes my cock to harden, snapping me out of my reverie. My eyes grow wide as my erection pushes outward from inside my pants. I hunch over the table a bit more, glad the shop isn't crammed full of people, one of whom might notice. I abruptly turn, intent on hurrying into the bathroom, and slam into the back of the woman who had just come in. I take a step back, alarmed. My bulge had accidentally pressed into her lower back when I ran into her, causing the older, heavy set woman to jump.
She turns around and glances down at the erection jutting out the front of my pants, a horrified look on her. I start frantically trying to apologize but she cuts me off.
"Oh my god," she exclaims loudly. "You just sexually assaulted me!"
"No, no," I respond, holding my hands up to proclaim my innocence. "I just -"
"You just rubbed your genitalia up against me is what you did!"
The little girl that's with her points up at my crotch. "Grandma, why are his pants like that?"
"Because he's a deviant, that's why," the woman angrily tells her granddaughter.
Mr. Gottlieb comes pushing through the door from the back room, a deep scowl on his face, his voice booming when he speaks. "What's going on out here?"
"You're little perverted employee just humped my backside with his erection," she tells him.
His eyes practically bulge out of his head and he turns to me. "Kyle, what's the meaning of this?"
"I - It was an accident - I didn't mean -"
"Uh-uh, I felt him brush it up against me," the woman interrupts me. "I should call the police is what I should do!"
"That won't be necessary ma'am, I'll take care of this immediately. Kyle, get the hell out of here."
"But, I still have two hours left on my shift," I explain, exasperated.
"Not anymore," Mr. Gottlieb says firmly, crossing his arms. "You're fired!"
"Fired?" I murmur. "No, please, Mr. Gottlieb, let me explain!"
He marches over to me and grips my wrist hard. "I'm not interested in your 'explanations' you sniveling creep!" There's venom in his voice, and he drags me to the front of the shop.
"I should have listened to my instincts and never let your mother talk me into hiring you!"
Opening the door, he lets go of my wrist and grabs me by the shirt, shoving me outside. I stumble, falling flat on my ass as he stands over me and shouts, "If I ever catch you around here again, I'll call the cops!"
The door slams shut and I sit there in disbelief, staring up at the faded logo on the front of the shop. No, this can't be happening, not now. Not when everything else in my life is complete shit.
Breathing heavily, I slowly stand, pausing to look around before I begin wandering down the street to the bus stop. Dark clouds hang overhead, and it begins to drizzle as I stand, despondent, waiting for the next bus. After a few minutes, I suddenly recall what Mr. Gottlieb had said right before he threw me out, about letting mom convince him to hire me, and I feel my heart sink even more. God, I'm such a loser. Not only did my mommy have to get my first job for me but I'd been fired from it in disgrace after only a month of working there.
The bus finally arrives and I climb aboard, sitting down in the first seat by the window. As I stare out at the rain falling gently, I can't help but think how awful things have been since Stanley's reemergence in my life not so long ago.
------------
I slip in through the back door and turn right into the laundry room. It was pouring now, and I had been soaked walking the several blocks from the bust stop to my house. Stripping down to just my underwear, I dump my wet work clothes angrily into the trash. I won't be needing them anymore.
Finally, the tears that had been building up since getting fired earlier start to fall as I begin sobbing quietly. The sound of the rain crashing loudly against the house drowned out my cries.
After a few minutes, my tears start to dwindle, and I think I hear a faint sound over the noise of the rain. Quieting myself, I strain to listen and wonder if I just imagined it. A few seconds later I hear it again, a soft thump.
As I exit the laundry room and step into the kitchen, I can hear several more thumping noises. They become louder and start to form a steady rhythm as I move through the living room. When I'm a few feet from the foot of the staircase, I freeze. The sounds of moaning and grunting float down from upstairs, mixing with the loud, steady thumps, as I stare at a familiar pair of white slides casually strewn by the front door.
My brain whirls as I try to process and make sense of everything I'm hearing and seeing, finally putting it all together once I remember Tim had left on another work trip earlier this afternoon. I can feel my heart start to bang against my chest, and my eyes widen in understanding as my head turns slowly towards the top of the stairs. An erection starts to sprout in my underwear as I listen to the sounds of sex coming from the second floor.
Breathing heavily, I tentatively take a step forward. The fear in my chest screams not to, but my throbbing erection overrides it, driving my feet forward. Carefully, I climb the staircase, trying to make as little sound as possible. The noises grow louder the closer I get to the top, and my erection strains against my underwear, simultaneously afraid and excited of what I'll see.
At the top of the stairs, I spot a pair of panties on the ground. Pink and frilly, they have a large wet stain on the front. I gulp and slowly ease my head around the corner, noticing more clothes scattered in the hallway outside mom's partially open bedroom door. I incline my head forward to peak inside and see mom lying on the bed with Stanley pinned on top of her.
She has both of her legs drawn up on either side of him as he drives his large cock into her with quick, steady thrusts. Her left hand grips the small of his back while her right holds onto one of his large arms, and she desperately moves her hips to meet his cock as it pistons in and out of her. His face is buried in her neck and her eyes are shut, face scrunched up in intense pleasure as the headboard bangs against the wall over and over.
"God damn, you're so fucking wet," he grunts in astonishment. "You like my big cock?"
"Ugh, yes! I fucking love it," she responds enthusiastically.
"Say it again!"
"I love your big cock, Stanley!"
"Fuck yeah, bitch, I knew you would."
The rough way he speaks to her makes my cock throb and I reach a hand into my underwear to stroke it.
Lifting his head up, he sticks his tongue out and she touches it with her own, each of them flicking their tongue against the other's before he crushes his mouth to hers. She eagerly responds, both of their mouths sealing together tightly. Their lust filled moans, while loud, can't cover the wet noises their tongues make as they clash together. Mom clutches his broad shoulders as she wraps her legs around his waist, writhing underneath him in response to both his cock and tongue inside her.
They break off their kiss and Stanley looks down at her, hunger gleaming in his eyes.
"Glad to finally have my dick inside you?"
"God yes! I've wanted it for so long!"
"Squeeze it for me!"
His smirk a few seconds later indicates she's gripping him tightly.
"That's right, keep it up, princess. Fuck, your pussy is so hot!"
His next few thrusts are faster before he abruptly pauses his penetration.
"I need to get in there deeper," he tells her, withdrawing his large, bare cock from her pussy. He sits up and grins at the juices coating his long, thick shaft, all the way down to his dark, bushy pubic hair.
"That's what I like to see, you got me nice and slick."
He spreads his knees far apart, leaning over her and grabbing ahold of the headboard. Mom hooks her heels onto the back of Stanley's muscular thighs, opening herself up wide for him. He grabs his dick with his right hand and aligns it with her entrance.
"Ugh," she grunts as he pushes himself back inside her.
They quickly return to their previous rhythm as he takes her with fast strokes of his large cock, both of them grunting and groaning as they passionately fuck each other.
"Does my donkey dick feel good inside you?"
"It feels amazing! I'm so full," she groans.
"Damn right you are!"
He smirks again and begins to thrust harder, squinting as he concentrates on feeding her his dick, hitting a spot deep inside her that elicits loud grunts from mom.
"UGH, UGH, UGH," she repeats over and over as Stanley's body smacks against hers.
"Yeah bitch, take this fucking dick!"
He grips mom's swaying breasts, pulling and squeezing them hard. She lets out a deep moan and thrusts her chest into his touch.
"These tits are fucking incredible," he spits out.
Leaning in, he rakes his tongue across her left breast, making her squeal. Encouraged, his mouth closes around her erect nipple.
"Mmmmmm," he moans as he begins to suckle at it, reaching out to play with the other one. Mom begins to emit loud pitched wails, her nails digging into his back as she's pushed over the edge by the electric feeling of Stanley mauling her tits while swiftly driving his shaft into her repeatedly.
I rapidly jerk my cock, completely aroused by their fervent fucking. Weeks of pent up sexual desire spills out of them as they surrender to their carnal lust for one another, urgently mating on the bed in front of me.
About two mintes later, their fucking starts to reach its peak. Mom calls out while Stanley continues to greedily suck on her large breast.
"Oh God, oh God! Stanley, I'm about to cum!" she yells, grabbing onto his hairy ass.
Stanley removes his mouth from her nipple, leaving it shining from his saliva.
"That's right, cum on my cock, bitch," he says, a shit eating grin on his face.
Mom shuts her eyes tight as her mouth opens in a silent scream. She grips his ass tightly, holding him deep inside her while she cums hard on his dick.
Her contracting pussy muscles are evidently too much for Stanley.
"Fuck, you're gonna make me bust," he says in a strained voice.
With a series of loud grunts, Stanley cums deep inside my mom, her hands pulling at his flexing ass as he floods her pussy with his seed.
My cock throbs in my hand and I orgasm in quiet huffs. Cum spills into my underwear as I grip the banister, trying to hold myself steady through the powerful orgasm that rips through me.
"Fuck yeah, baby," Stanley pants while smirking down at her.
He leans in and their lips meet as they begin to kiss. Mom moans into his mouth as she runs her hands through his hair.
Breathing heavily, I look down at the mess I made in my underwear and then back up at the couple, still interlocked on the bed.
With my arousal satiated, panic seizes me as what I've just done sets in. I can't be caught like this.
I debate creeping back downstairs, but the rain has stopped and I don't want to risk them hearing me, especially since they're not as distracted as they were when I came up.
The closet door across from the stairs is open slightly and I dart inside after hesitating for a moment, hoping neither of them spot me.
Once inside, I crouch down on the floor and wait. I can hear the sounds of Stanley and mom still rolling around in bed, kissing. Minutes go by as they giggle in between smacking their lips together.
"That was so hot, you were amazing," mom eventually says.
"I know," Stanley replies cockily. "You were on fire too. I've never fucked a MILF before."
My mom giggles and I hear them kiss again.
"Shit, it's about time we finally fucked. I've been thinking about you nonstop since you had your lips wrapped around my cock at the party."
"Me too, I've honestly been attracted to you for a while now, the night of the party finally just lit the fuse. I had to have your dick inside me after tasting it that night."
He laughs. "Well give me a few more minutes and you can have it inside you again."
"I don't know, I want to but I'm not sure if we'll have enough time before Kyle comes home from work."
"Doesn't he have, like, an hour left on his shift?"
"He does, but I want to shower and change the sheets before he gets home. We'll be cutting it kinda close and I'm nervous enough about getting caught as it is."
"Aww come on, he won't notice. You've been craving my dick for so long, don't you wanna enjoy it some more?"
"Of course," she says, laughing. "But I'd rather enjoy it when I have more time to."
"So when will that be?"
"Well, he's off work tomorrow, but he has a full shift the day after, so you can come over as soon as he leaves and spend the entire time buried inside me."
"Oh fuck yeah, you're gonna be aching by the time he gets back!"
Mom giggles before I hear them kiss again.
The bed squeaks as their bodies shift around, and a loud thud echoes off the floor as one of them, presumably Stanley, stands up.
Floorboards groan under his weight as he lumbers into the hallway, his large feet coming into view just outside the closet door. I peer out at him as he crouches to collect his clothes off the floor. Sweat covers his naked body, and his cock, still pretty large even in its flaccid state, hangs heavy and low in front of him. I'm close enough that I can see that it's covered in their dried juices. He scoops up all his things, hesitating briefly before snatching mom's panties and pressing them to his face while inhaling deeply.
I gasp, and despite having cum not that long ago, I feel my dick give a sharp jerk before I shrink back deeper into the closet, fearful of being discovered.
"I'm gonna go ahead and keep these," he tells her, standing back up.
"Why?"
"I like the smell, reminds me of how wet you are for me."
She giggles and he quickly dresses as she emerges from the bedroom. He pulls her against him, squeezing her ass as they kiss.
"I'm looking forward to Saturday," she tells him.
"Same here, baby."
They kiss once more before he stomps down the stairs.
"Snap me later," he calls from the front door.
"I will"
The door opens and slams shut as mom picks her clothes up off the floor, moving into the bathroom down the hall.
I hear the shower start up, and after a few minutes I ease my way out of the closet.
Poking my head into her room, I see the bed is still unmade and the scent of their raunchy, illicit sex lingers in the air. The smell makes my dick jump again and I move closer to the bed, taking notice of a large, wet spot in the center. Leaning in, I tentatively take a whiff of the combined fluids of my mom and my bully.



My dick reaches full mast as I stand there, misty eyed, ashamed and erect once more. I quickly make my way to my bedroom down the hall and shut the door before pulling off my underwear. The cum has partially dried from when I jerked off earlier and I stuff it deep into my hamper before sitting down on my bed with my head in my hands, my erection slowly fading.
I can't believe it. Now she's fucked that douchebag in addition to blowing him. The whole thing was made even worse, not just by how much she enjoyed it, but how much I did too.
My cheeks burn in shame and contempt for myself.
"What the hell is wrong with me?" I whisper, a silent tear rolling down the side of my cheek.
I could try and ration away what had happened at the party, that I grew erect not knowing who they initially were, or that I came involuntarily in my pants after becoming disoriented over their encounter. But this? There was no brushing off that I intentionally crept upstairs to furiously jerk off while watching Stanley Pachis, the man who made the last few years of my existence miserable, fuck and cum inside the woman who created me.
Sitting there, I breathe heavily, quietly sniffling until the sound of the water shutting off forces me to wipe my eyes and get dressed.
Not long after, I hear a knock on my door.
"Come in."
Mom opens the door and steps forward, a towel wrapped around her.
"Hey Kyle, you just get home?"
I avoid eye contact with her, too ashamed of the both of us to look her in the face.
"What's wrong, sweetheart?" I can hear the concern in her voice and I know she can tell that I have just finished crying.
I don't respond and she crosses the room toward me. She places her hands on my face and tilts my head so that I'm looking at her.
There's concern and sadness in her eyes, and maybe just a bit of fear too. Is she worried that I saw her and Stanley?
"I got fired today," I eventually tell her.
"Oh sweetheart, I'm so sorry."
She gives me a hug and I began to cry into her shoulder. Even though her voice was filled with sympathy, I saw a flash of relief in her eyes before she hugged me.
Her secret is still safe and so is mine.
------------
The next few days pass by in blur, with the weight of getting fired and catching Stanley fucking mom almost crushing me. I spent most of the time laying in bed, alternating between playing video games and masturbating furiously while thinking about what'd I'd come home to discover that rainy afternoon.
Whenever I see mom, I try not to think about her and Stanley, although it was hard not too, so I don't end up saying too much when she tries to make conversation. I can tell she's concerned, but I think she's just chalked my behavior up to getting fired, which it partially is, but most of it's due to catching them in bed and the shame of enjoying it.
Even though I'm not working anymore, my body keeps waking me up early in the mornings, still used to my old sleep schedule. Most of the time I'm easily able to fall back to sleep, but on the fourth day since losing my job, hushed voices from mom's bedroom catch my attention.
My interest piqued, I slip out of bed and sneak down the hall to listen at her door.
"You look cute with bed head," mom was saying.
"And you look sexy in that nightie." I recognize Stanley's voice. They must be video chatting.
"You think so?"
"Absolutely," he says. "Makes me wish I was there so I could tear it right off."
She giggles lightly. "Stop, you're so bad."
"I'm serious, I got the biggest hard on right now. You have no idea how much I've been dying to fuck you again."
I hear her sigh. "I know, I've been thinking a lot about it too, but Kyle's home all the time now since he lost his job."
"Yeah, and with my little brothers visiting, there's no way we'd get any privacy over here. I just wish we could hammer one more out before your fiancé gets home tomorrow."
"Well, I kind of had an idea that I wanted to run past you."
"What is it?"
"So, there's an old couch of ours down in the basement. We moved it there after getting a new one a couple of years ago, just temporarily, until I could donate it but I never got around to contacting Goodwill."
"Is it a pull out couch?"
"No, but it's still pretty big. Definitely big enough to fit both of us comfortably. I was thinking you could come by late tonight, after Kyle has fallen asleep, and we could sneak down there."
"Fuck yeah, I'm down. Would we have to be quiet?"
"There'd be two floors between us and him, plus the brick walls act as good insulation, so I don't think we'd have to be too quiet, just not overtly loud."
"Sounds good to me, I'm just excited to get some more of that sweet pussy."
She giggles again. "You're such a horn dog."
"You know it, gorgeous. How bout you give me a preview of tonight and show me those perfect tits."
I hear the rustling of fabric before Stanley speaks again.
"Damn, look at those nips. So pink and perky. I can't wait to suck on 'em. What time were you thinking?"
"Late, twelve thirty or one. I'll check on him before I snap you, just to be sure."
"Perfect!"
I slowly inch my way back into my room and quietly shut the door. Back in bed, I hear mom go downstairs not too long later.
Their planned clandestine meeting is all I can think about the entire day, along with a disturbing idea that had crept up on me while I was eavesdropping on them. It lurked at the back of my mind, constantly prodding me to follow through with it. I kept it at bay, nearly the entire day, determined to ignore it completely.
But early in the evening, mom went out after she had finished work. When she came back about an hour later, I was watching tv, but I noticed the pink Victoria's Secret bag she clutched tightly to her side as she passed by on her way upstairs. I heard the shower start up not long after. Initially, I ignored the urge to go and see what she bought, but eventually, I gave in, my curiosity having gotten the better of me.
Upstairs, I found the bag in her closet. Reaching in, I gingerly grasped the soft fabric and pulled it out. What I held up was a light pink, satin nightie. It was small. Very small in fact, and trimmed in delicate lace along the bust and hem. I shuddered with the knowledge that it was for her tryst with Stanley, and right then, I knew. As much as I didn't want to admit it to myself, I knew I would follow through with the idea that had been haunting me all day long.
Dropping the nightie back into the bag, I quietly shut the closet door and left her room. The rest of the evening seemed to pass slowly. We ate dinner like usual, with me glancing at her occasionally to gauge her mood. She seemed normal, if a little distracted, but then again, so was I.
When night came, I retired to my room, laying in bed for the next few hours until it was time. I changed into my pajamas and arranged some of my pillows under the covers to look like a person fast asleep. Shutting off the lights, I crack open the door and glance out. It's dark, but I can see light coming from under mom's bedroom door at the opposite end of the hall.
I silently make my way downstairs, stopping only when I stand in the kitchen facing the door to the basement. Pulling out my phone, I switch on the flashlight and open the door. The light illuminates the steps leading down, and I take a deep breath before I slowly start down the stairs, shutting the door quietly behind me.
Once at the bottom, I shine the light around the small space. Boxes and bins claim most of the basement, but to the right, our old couch is pushed up against the wall, a white sheet covering it. Setting my phone down, I angle it so that the light shines on the bins and boxes stacked opposite the couch, which I then begin moving around. After a few minutes of careful maneuvering, I've created a little nook for myself to hide in. Standing back, I examine the boxes to be sure that they're stacked well enough that I won't be seen peeking through the tiny pockets of space between them.
I carefully step around and settle in, sitting on a plastic bin before switching off my light to wait. I'm not sure how long I wait in the dark, I'm too scared of the backlight of my phone screen to check the time. It feels like a while, but I know it's just the apprehension and arousal making it seem that way.
Eventually, I hear the soft sound of the door opening before the switch is flicked on, radiating a soft glow of light from the singular bulb hanging in the center of the room.
"It's just down here," I hear mom say.
"Excellent," Stanley replies.
The stairs creek in protest as two sets of feet descend them. They both come into view as they reach the bottom. Mom's wearing the nightie she bought earlier.
"Sorry it's so small and dusty," mom apologizes.
"Psh, I don't give a shit. All I can think about right now is being balls deep in your pussy."
"Well, in a few minutes you're going to be," she says with a laugh. She removes the sheet covering the couch, shaking the dust out before setting it aside.
"So Kyle was knocked out when you checked on him?"
"Definitely, he was completely immobile."
Guess my little trick worked.
"Good, we can have our fun without worrying about any interruptions."
She slowly saunters forward as his eyes fixate on her body.
"God, I love this little nightie you bought for me. I got so hard watching all those snaps you sent me, trying on different ones."
Approaching him, she reaches up to put her arms around his neck as he takes hold of her waist.
"Well you did say you liked it the best."
"Oh it's definitely my favorite."
"And I didn't wear any panties underneath like you asked," she told him, a playful smile on her face.
"Aw, fuck yeah!"
He presses his mouth to hers and they begin kissing, starting out slow before quickly building in passion. Their hands roam each other's bodies as they sigh into each other's mouths. Stanley takes hold of her ass underneath her nightie, kneading it while she feels all the muscles underneath his tank top, eventually just pulling it off to give herself better access.
I start to feel my cock come alive in my pajama bottoms, and I begin massaging it through the thin fabric.
Mom and Stanley's kissing becomes more intense, flashes of tongue appearing as they make out, their hands gripping and pulling each as close as possible. He takes his right hand off her ass and moves it between her legs. He starts rubbing gently and the friction causes her to moan into his mouth as she clutches at him tightly. His hand moves back and forth underneath the front of her nightie, eliciting groans of excitement from mom. Stanley pauses, and I can see him press his hand upward, inserting one of his long fingers inside her.
Mom fiercely grips Stanley's arm, gently rocking against his hand as he thrusts into her.
"Oh Jesus, Stanley," she cries, widening her stance. "Put another in."
He obliges and deftly finger fucks her as she leans into his neck, panting heavily while pushing back to meet his fingers.
Stanley slowly withdraws his hand, holding his index and middle fingers up to her. They glisten in the light and she takes them into her mouth, sucking them clean.
I breathe deeply, pulling out my fully erect cock and slowly start stroking myself, trying not to be overly eager. I don't want to blow my load too soon
"Fuck, that's so hot," he tell hers, then brings her mouth back to his.
They resume kissing for a bit before taking careful steps backward towards the couch. Mom's hand grips Stanley's hard cock through his mesh shorts, making him groan into her mouth. She slowly rubs his protruding shaft, feeling along the length of it as it strains against the fabric. Eventually, she breaks off, kissing his chest several times before licking the crevice between his pecs. As she slowly sinks to her knees, she slides her tongue down his abdomen, tasting the beads of sweat that cling there. When she comes face to face with his large bulge, she nuzzles against it and inhales.
My heart skips a beat, she can't actually enjoy sniffing his crotch like that, can she?
Stanley watches in amusement as she breathes in the strong odor emanating from his cloth covered shaft.
"Smell where that cock has been all day?"
"Mmhmm," mom answers.
"You like the musky scent of my dick?"
"It's intoxicating," she says, leaning her head back to look at him. "So masculine and sweaty."
"You should get a whiff after I finish a workout. Shit'll drive you crazy." He rubs his bulge against her face a few times.
My cock throbs in my hand as I imagine mom on her knees, face planted into Stanley's groin after a heavy pump session in his garage.
"Why don't you go ahead and ease him on out."
Mom pulls down the front of his shorts, freeing his large cock as she tucks the waistband under his low hanging balls. Her face is a mix of awe and desire as his dick throbs in front of her.
"So big," she mumbles, trance-like.
"Show him the respect he deserves and greet him properly, with a kiss."
Leaning in, mom plants a long kiss on the top of his cockhead, which peaks out from his foreskin, smearing precum all over her lips. She lifts her head and they make eye contact, a submissive look in her eyes and a domineering one in his. Her tongue runs across her lips, tasting his salty fluid, before she starts sensually licking his knob. Stanley's breathing becomes heavy as he watches her tongue his cockhead, occasionally pressing her thick lips against it in a kiss.
She eventually closes her mouth around it, pausing for a moment before she begins sucking him with slow, deep swallows.
Stanley exhales loudly before closing his eyes and tilting his head back slightly.
Mom builds her speed up, slurping Stanley's cock as her plump lips pull tightly at his shaft.
"Fucking hell," he says in disbelief. "It's like God made your lips just for sucking my dick." She moans deeply and continues slobbering on his cock without inhibition.
"Hold on a second." His hand reaches out to take a hold of her head, slowing her down before gently pulling her off his cock.
He sits down in the center of the couch and mom moves between his legs. She starts tugging his shorts off and he helps her remove them, leaving him naked except for the white slides on his feet. He scoots forward, stretching out his long legs and spreading them wide, allowing her plenty of room to pleasure him.
Mom inclines her head and resumes blowing Stanley, who clasps his hands behind his head and leans back with his eyes shut. With her back to me, I can only see her head bobbing up and down in swift movements as she repeatedly swallows his pole. He lets out a long sigh of approval, satisfied her mouth is doing a suitable job attending to his cock. As she sucks him, her hands continuously roam his body, fondling and caressing wherever she can reach; his thighs, pecs, abdomen, shoulders, anywhere that there's muscle. She clearly has an affinity for his sculpted body, worshiping him like her own personal Adonis. Down on her knees with his large member in her mouth, her desire to please him however she can is unmistakable, and from the look on Stanley's face it seems he's realized this as well.
Mom bends over a bit, her head dipping down to deep throat him, and her nightie rides up, showing off a peek of her glistening pussy craving to be filled.
Stanley groans, moving his hands to her head to hold her in place as she starts choking on his cock. After she pulls off, he sits forward, pulling her up and removing her nightie. Standing naked before him, he grabs her waist and lifts her onto his lap so her knees are on each side of his thighs.
He kisses her several times before moving his mouth to her chest. She sighs, pushing her breasts into his face as he begins kissing and sucking them.
Mom briefly sits up and leans forward as she reaches to maneuver Stanley's dick behind her. Settling down in his lap again, his long, thick cock now presses stiffly up against her ass cheeks. Gripping his shoulders, she begins moving her lower body, gyrating her ass against his cock as he sucks on her nipples. His big hands grip each of her cheeks, squeezing and pushing them around his shaft as she grinds into it. Low moans of pleasure escape her mouth as his head rocks back and forth, his lips tugging firmly on her nipples which create suction noises. Occasionally, his tongue darts out, eagerly lapping at her tits before his mouth encircles one of her nipples again to continue suckling it.
Stanley alternates between sucking on each of her tits as his hands roughly sandwich his stiff cock between her cheeks. I can see pre-cum leaking down the side of his shaft, smearing against the soft curves of her ass.
Eventually, he decides he's ready to fuck, sitting up and laying mom down on the couch in one swift movement. Placing his right knee into the cushion beside her and bracing his left foot against the floor, Stanley throws her long legs over his shoulders, crouching low enough so that they're face to face.
Mom lets out a gasp of surprise as she's shifted into this new position. With her knees nearly tucked up by her head, her pussy is exposed to Stanley, and he starts rubbing his cock along her slit, smearing her juices along the underside of his shaft.
They make eye contact, a determined look on Stanley's face as he slides against her folds, making her pant deeply, desire twinkling in her eyes.
"Tell me what you want," he says to her.
"I want it," she pants.
"You want what?"
"I want your cock," she says, louder.
"What?"
"I want you big cock, Stanley," she yells. "I want your cock so badly!"
"Beg for it," he demands of her.
"Fuck me with your huge dick! I need it inside me, please!
Stanley smirks down at her and begins to press his cock against her opening. Mom's mouth forms an O as he slowly pushes inside her.
"Oh God," she gasps, groaning as he stuffs her full of his cock, only stopping once his bushy pubes are pressed up against her pussy lips.
"Hold your hands out to me," he demands.
She complies, and he grasps both of her wrists in his right hand before stretching her arms out above her head, forcing her chest forward.
"Christ, Stanley!"
He shifts his hips around, getting a feel for the warm, tightness surrounding his rod.
"This is gonna be a good fuck," he says, more to himself than her.
Carefully withdrawing his cock to the tip, he slowly pushes all the way back into her, repeating these movements over and over, forcing moans of pleasure from her mouth. Unlike the last time they had sex, frenzied and desperate, Stanley seems content to fuck her at this unhurried pace, taking pleasure in watching her reaction as he crams her full of his thick meat. The lower half of his body moves leisurely back and forth, penetrating her with deep, purposeful strokes. A look of euphoria washes over her face as she experiences the intensity of being filled completely by his firm, powerful tool.
"Can you feel every inch of this dick?"
"Ugh, yes, it's so big. So big..." she trails off, closing her eyes.
"Yeah, you love it, don't you?"
"Oh God, I do, I love your big dick! It feels so good inside me!"
She yelps as he grasps her nipple in his left hand, pinching and rolling it between his fingers. He starts to fuck her a bit harder, attempting to stimulate her body as much as possible, causing her to passionately call out his name between moans of pleasure.
"Am I bigger than your fiancé?" He asks her gruffly.
"Ohhh, so much bigger!"
"Who fucks you better?"
"You do..." she pants.
"Louder!"
"You do! You fuck me better than he does Stanley, like a real man!"
Her words excite him and he speeds up, taking her with powerful thrusts at a moderate pace. His large, hairy balls smack against her snow white ass with every buck of his hips.



"Ugh, Stanley, yes! Don't stop! Fuck, ugh! You're gonna make me cum!"
He accelerates even faster, slamming his cock into her wet cunt. A dark look crosses his face as he stares down at her. When he opens his mouth to speak, there's an edge in voice.
"Are you my little slut?" he asks her.
Mom doesn't respond. Her face is scrunched up in exhilaration, and her mouth hangs half open as she pants heavily, her orgasm just beginning to approach. Suddenly, he slows down, almost coming to a complete stop which draws whines of objection from mom.
"Stanley, I'm so close," she breathes deeply.
"I asked you a question," he replies sternly. He drags his heavy cock back and forth inside her, practically at a crawl, just enough to intentionally keep her from cumming while still building her anticipation for it.
This time when he asks her, he speaks more forcefully, emphasizing each word. "Are you my little slut?"
"Stanley..." Mom murmurs in desperation. She pushes back on his nearly still cock, attempting to bring herself to orgasm.
"ANSWER ME!" He brings his left hand down hard on her asscheek in a loud smack. Mom lets out a sharp cry of pain and pleasure as her eyes fly open.
"Yes! I'm your slut, your dirty, little slut!" Her neck strains as she declares herself his, and he sinisterly grins down at her, pleased to have made the neighborhood MILF his own personal whore.
"Who's pussy is this?" He thrusts sharply for emphasis and she involuntarily grunts.
"Yours, my pussy belongs to you!" She bites her lip, a pleading look on her face.
Stanley lets go of her wrists and withdraws his cock, his hard shaft glistening from her wetness.
"Up and on your knees," he tells her, patting her on the ass. Mom eagerly sits up, and he turns her around so that she's in the doggy position, her legs shaking with anticipation. She braces her hands against the arm of the couch, and he pushes down on her lower back, arching her body. Grabbing his dick, he rubs his head along her folds, causing her to moan. As he enters her from behind, his right hand collects her long, blond hair and wraps it around his fist.
Clasping her shoulder with his left hand, he tugs her head back, and starts to thrust into her.
"Oh fuck," she moans as he quickly picks up speed.
Stanley gives it to her fast and rough, pounding her pussy mercilessly as he lets out deep, carnal grunts. She pushes back to meet the dick being crammed into her, his hips rapidly slapping against her voluptuous, round ass, causing her cheeks to jiggle each time, and creating loud, clapping noises as their bodies clash repeatedly.
"Who's pussy is this?" Stanley confidently asks her again.
"It's yours, my pussy is yours, Stanley," she proclaims without hesitation.
"And who do you belong to?"
"You! I'm your fucking whore! Your filthy, slut to use whenever you want!"
"You're God damn right you are, bitch, and don't you ever fucking forget it either!"
He slaps her ass hard to drive his point home, and mom wails, her excitement elevated.
They continue this call and response as they fuck; with Stanley's prompting, mom responds with declarations of his ownership of her before receiving stinging whacks to the ass as rewards.
Their filthy and degrading verbal exchange parallels their rough sex; Stanley's domineering use of her body and mom's subsiervient embracement of his behavior reveals a new facet of their budding relationship as they form a deep and intense sexual bond.
Despite starting at a more sensual and slower pace, their sex currently borders on being animalistic, far surpassing just simple attraction. Stanley's aggressive sexual domination of my mother creates a formula of distress, humiliation, and disgrace within me, generating extreme arousal that almost makes my cock numb.
After edging myself throughout their sexual escapade, I'm unable to continue holding back, finally pushed over the edge by the vulgar words uttered while they fornicate erotically. With a final jerk of my hand, I ejaculate against the box in front of me. Rope after rope of cum hits the cardboard before sliding down, pooling on the floor.
My post nut clarity kicks in as my dick deflates, dribbling the remains of my load all over my hand. Disgust rolls through me along with the self-loathing I always feel after masturbating to thoughts of Stanley and mom, who begin to climax in front of me.
"Holy shit, you're gonna make me cum! Keep fucking me, Stanley. Keep fucking me, please!
"Go head and cream my dick, you fucking whore!"
Mom's whines hit a crescendo as a shudder runs through her body, and her eyes close.
"Fuck yeah, I can feel your pussy milking my cock right now!"
Stanley lets go of her hair and grips both of her ass cheeks tightly, mashing them into his groin as he bucks into her with sharp thrusts.
"Shit, get ready to take my load, slut!"
His movements become erratic as a powerful orgasm sweeps over him. Hunching over, he makes obscene grunting noises while pumping her full of copious amounts of his sperm. Mom lets out small whimpers of satisfaction as he finishes cumming inside her.
Both of them hold still, panting heavily as they recover from their powerful orgasms. Eventually, Stanley slides himself out of mom, dragging fluid out with him that runs down her leg.
He sits on the couch, stretching out, and she plants herself alongside him, resting her head against his shoulder. Neither of them say anything as they sit curled up in their post-orgasm haze; they just sit quietly, Stanley with his arm looped around mom who gently caresses his chest.
Their comfort and intimacy unsettles me, partially because of how easily they appeared to transition from obscene fornicators to serene lovers. I'm not sure how long they stayed this way, their bodies casually interlocked on the couch; fifteen, twenty minutes, maybe longer.
At some point, mom finally speaks. "It's getting late, I should be going to bed soon."
"I thought we were gonna go a second round?"
"I know, but I've got an early start tomorrow. Tim's flight gets in at eight thirty in the morning and I have to pick him up."
She sits up and stands, stretching her muscles.
"We'll make it a quick one then."
"I really doubt that," she says, laughing. "We both know once we get going it won't be quick."
Bending down, she grabs her nightie, slipping it over her head as Stanley stands up with a sigh.
"Fine, but when you're horny tomorrow, remember you could have gone for another ride on this." He shakes his flaccid cock at her, grinning like an idiot while it swings around in front of him.
She laughs, then leans in to kiss him. "Ok, pony boy, time to put that thing away."
"I resent that, I'm definitely more horse than pony." He winks at her before pulling his clothes on. "How long is he gonna be back for?"
"Over a week," she tells him.
"Damn, that's a long ass time."
"I know, but I think he'll be gone for another week afterward so we'll have a decent amount of time together then."
"I fucking hope so, you've got me addicted to cumming in that hot, little pussy of yours."
"Stanley," she laughs, hugging him.
"What? It's true."
They climb the stairs together, shutting the light as they leave. I stare into the darkness, unsure of how long I should wait before heading upstairs, petrified mom will check on me again and discover my ruse. After twenty minutes, I feel safe enough to wiggle out from behind the boxes and quietly make my way back to my room.
------------
Mom looked tired the next morning. She had woken me up to go with her to pick Tim up at the airport, and when I protested, she sharply reminded me that I hadn't left the house in days.
"You can't wallow in your room forever, Kyle." I couldn't tell if it was the lack of sleep or the fact that she was finally starting to lose patience with me.
I sighed but got up and changed. She had made herself a large thermos of coffee when I came down to the kitchen, and I noticed she winced a bit when she crouched down to grab her keys after she dropped them on the floor, her legs no doubt sore from the previous evening.
We walked out to the car and Stanley was pulling up his garage door for a workout. His head turned when he heard our back door shut and he smirked.
"Morning, Julie."
She greeted him back, her expression unreadable behind the large sunglasses that adorned her face.
"You doing ok? Looks like you're walking a little funny." His smirk grew a bit wider.
"I'm fine," she told him. "Just... pulled a muscle is all." She unlocked the car and opened the door.
"That sucks, maybe you could use a massage, you know? Smooth out that strained muscle." He winked at her from across the fence.
"Uh, yeah, I'll look into that. Anyway, it was nice seeing you."
"You too."
We got in the car, and as mom backed out of the driveway, her head turned to look out at the street, I watched as Stanley stood by his garage, a self-satisfied grin on his face, staring at our car as we drove off to the airport.
Tim was home for almost two weeks this time. Like usual, mom and Stanley pretty much stopped interacting, at least openly. She would occasionally sneak away to Snapchat him when the opportunity presented itself, no longer as nervous about doing it with Tim in the house. They'd even chat over the fence in the morning on days when Tim was sleeping in. Their body language never became inappropriate, but I could only guess what they were talking about.
The day Tim was supposed to leave, I noticed something was up with mom. She was antsy all day, checking the clock frequently, and unable to sit still. Whenever she sat down, she would fidget for a few minutes before getting up to find something to occupy herself with. I had a hunch she had made plans to meet up with Stanley later that night. Twelve days had elapsed since she last had sex with him and the anticipation seemed to be getting to her.
My mind returned to that night and I felt myself becoming aroused remembering their lust filled encounter on our old couch. Shame and apprehension burned within me as the thought of watching them again crept up on me. I shook my head, trying to rid myself of those awful thoughts and desires, telling myself that last time was the only time I'd ever do something like that. But deep down, underneath the confusion and fear surrounding my arousal, I knew I'd go back, I always would.
By evening, it was time to take Tim to the airport. When she came back, we had a late dinner. I carefully watched her as we ate. She checked her phone more than normal, occasionally picking at her food. My nerves unsettled me as I waited until some time had passed after we finished eating to announce that I didn't feel well and was going to bed early. Her eyes widened in surprise before a look of consideration crossed her face, so brief that I would've missed it if I had blinked, and I knew immediately that she was thinking of meeting Stanley earlier than planned.
"What's wrong?" She asked after a brief pause. "You're not getting sick, are you?"
"It's just a headache, I had a bad night's sleep last night so I'm probably just really tired."
"You sure you want to go to sleep this early? It's only nine."
She masked her eagerness behind concern quite well, but I knew what her real motives for this inquiry were.
"Yeah, I'll probably take some melatonin to help knock me out."
"Ok, well feel better sweetheart."
I shut myself in my room and changed into my pajamas while I waited. When the shower started up, I arranged my pillows under my covers like last time before creeping downstairs. I had no idea if they'd come back to the basement to have sex again. For all I knew, she was gonna sneak next door to his place tonight. But my semi-erect cock quashed any logic just like it did any misgivings about what I was about to do.
Once I was safely ensconced within my alcove of cardboard boxes and bins, I wait to see if they would show up. Part of me hopes that I'm wrong, that she's going to be next door tonight. But another, stronger part of me, the one that brought me down here, hopes they will be arriving soon. Time ticks by, and eventually, I start to believe that they're not coming. I'm pondering how much longer to wait, and what the risk would be if I'm caught coming back up from the basement, when the door opens, voices carrying down to me.
"Fuck, talk about lucking out," Stanley was saying.
The light snapped on as they began descending the stairs.
"I know, I just feel so bad about how excited I got when he told me he was sick and going to bed early."
"It's just a headache, he'll be fine," he dismisses. "In a few minutes, the only thing you'll be feeling is my dick inside you. God, I swear I got hard just seeing that you'd snapped me. I practically raced over here from my mom's place."
Mom leads Stanley by the hand over to the couch, turning to face him.
"I'm so glad you were able to come earlier, I've been going stir crazy all day just thinking about you."
"Oh yeah? Missed me that much, huh?" He grabs her waist, leaning in close.
"You have no idea."
Their lips meet and they waste no time before laying down on the couch to make out. They moan into each other's mouths, letting out the desire for one another that had built up over the last twelve days. Both of them quickly undress each other, hurriedly pulling off items of clothing to get naked as fast as possible.
I have my dick in my hand and slowly jerk it as I observe Stanley on top of my mom, licking and sucking her tits while rubbing his erection along her slit, when I hear a vibrating noise. Reluctantly breaking away from the sight in front of me, I spot mom's phone lighting up as it vibrates on the one of the bins where she placed it earlier.
"Shit," she says. "That's Tim. I forgot I told him to call me once he landed."
Stanley removes his mouth from her nipple. "So? Call him back later."
"I can't, we always talk before bed whenever he's out of town. It helps him sleep and he'll think it's strange if I don't pick up."
"Sounds pretty needy if you ask me."
"Stanley, can you just let me up!" She pushes against his shoulder and he relents.
"Are you fucking serious, Julie? My dicks so hard, it could cut glass right now."
"Would you shush already," she says with irritation, picking up the phone.
"Hello?" She answers just before it goes to voicemail.
Stanley clucks his tongue in annoyance and sits back. He strokes himself for a few minutes in an effort to keep his cock hard, but eventually gives up once he realizes she isn't going to rush him off the phone. Losing his erection, he picks his own phone up and begins scrolling through it, visibly ticked off.
I begin to lose my erection too watching both of them on their phones. Mom's conversation with Tim carries on for a good fifteen minutes before she's eventually able to say goodnight to him and hang up.
"Fucking finally," Stanley says, tossing his phone to the side. "I've got God damn blue balls over here."
"Alright, already," mom snaps at him. "I told you I forgot he would call. I was in a rush after Kyle went to bed and it slipped my mind."
He sighs in frustration. "Well, if he was out of the picture, then we wouldn't have to worry about bullshit like this."
"Stanley, don't," she warns.
"What? Look, all I'm saying is that if you weren't with him anymore, then we wouldn't have to sneak around or wait days on end to have sex. Think about it, one quick phone call and we could spend the next twelve hours in your bed."
"He's my fiancé, Stanley. We're going to be married soon. I can't believe you would suggest something so crass and in such a casual manner, as if I'm canceling a dentist appointment or something."
"Ok, so what's this going to be like then, between you and me? We fuck around until you marry him, and then what? We just stop and go back to being neighborly?"
"Ugh, I don't know, I don't know." Mom closes her eyes, pinching the bridge of her nose in frustration. "I haven't exactly thought all of this through, ok? It's a complicated situation to figure out and I'm not going to just arbitrarily end my engagement over it, not for something trivial like a good lay."
"Wow!" Stanley raises his eyebrows in surprise. "Good to know that's what I am then, huh? Just a dick for you to sit on until you get married."
"No, I didn't mean it like that," she replies.
"So how did you mean it then? Because, I like you. We have a lot in common, get along well, and I thought you like me too, but..."
He trails off and shrugs. Call me crazy, but I thought I could detect just a bit of hurt in his voice at the end.
The angry look on mom's face softens and she moves closer to him on the couch. "Stanley, that came out all wrong. I do like you, a lot actually. It's just that..."
She trails off, attempting to choose her next words carefully.
"You like him more?" Stanley finishes.
"No," she answers slowly. "That's not quite it." Her eyebrows knit together as she struggles to answer him properly.
"Then what?"
"He's just... different from you," she finally says. "So is my relationship with him."
"How?"
"Well he's affectionate and reliable. It's amicable being together, simple and straightforward. I can tell how devoted he is."
She smiles, placing her hand on his arm. "You, on the other hand, are strong and brash. Full of confidence and swagger. That's why I'm so attracted to you."
Her smile grows a bit mischievous. "And why the sex is hot, too."
"Oh I already knew that I was better than him at that." He smirks back at her and winks. "With how much you enjoyed it, I figured he wasn't piping you up well."
"Stanley," she chastises, but there's a playfulness in her voice.
"Oh come on," he teases her. "Don't try and act like you weren't screaming that I fucked you better than he did the last time we had sex." He grinned as a blush crept over her cheeks.
"Ok, ok, it is better with you than it is with him. But not because sex with him is bad or anything, it's just -"
"Different?" He interjects with a smirk. She jokingly slaps him before returning her hand to his arm, lightly stroking it.
"Ha ha, very funny," she says sarcastically. "But it's true, sex with him is different, it's sweet."
"Sweet?" He says skeptically.
"Yes, sweet. It's gentle and intimate, soft. More like love making. With you, it's the complete opposite, fiery and lust filled, passionate and rough."
"But that's how you prefer it, right?"
"Most of the time, yeah. However, sometimes, I like when it's more amorous, when I'm being held closely and lovingly."
"And you can't get that from me?"
"No, I didn't say that."
"You kinda didn't have to, it was sort of implied."
"I mean, nothing against you Stanley, you just don't strike me as the type of guy who has sex like that. Your personality is very dynamic, and I can tell that it translates to how you are in bed."
Stanley looks away, appearing to consider this for a few moments, his hand gently rubbing her thigh, before finally turning back towards her.
"So, you think I can't fuck you like that, huh? That I can't fuck you like he does, gentle and loving?"
"Well, I didn't say that you couldn't..."
He starts to bend his head toward her and begins kissing her neck sensually, his lips pushing against her skin.
"Stanley," she laughs softly.
He speaks into her neck, "You think I can't make you cum in other, softer ways?"
He slowly licks along the side of her neck and her breathing starts to deepen while her eyes flutter shut. His teeth grips her earlobe and begins lightly grazing it. A small gasp escapes from her lips and she tilts her head slightly to give him better access.
Letting go of her earlobe, he speaks into her ear, "Let me show you what a real tender fucking is like."



His mouth moves toward her face and his lips find hers. They kiss deeply, his hands cupping the sides of her face as he molds his lips to hers. He carefully guides her toward him as he lays down, pulling her body on top of his. As they continue to kiss, his large hands lightly trace along her skin, touching her so gracefully that she frequently sighs into his mouth.
When he enters her, it's slow and subtle. He holds her against his chest with his big arms as they have sex, although this time it's more like making love. His delicate handling of her body's most sensitive areas causes her to practically vibrate as their hips move together in unison. Instead of shouting filthy insults, he whispers affectionately how beautiful she is, a warm look in his eyes every time he says it. His lips meet her cheeks, lips, and neck in tender kisses, heightening everything else he's making her feel, physically and emotionally.
They climax with their bodies pressed close together, looking into each other's eyes. Mom's breaths are shallow and she rests her head down on his chest as her eyelids close.
"Oh, Stanley," she sighs, contently. "That was perfect, I never imagined sex could be like this with you."
I study her as a quiet, happiness settles over her face. Shifting my eyes up, I watch Stanley stare at the ceiling as his hand slowly brushes over mom's long, blonde hair, a cold, calculating look in his eyes and a small, malevolent smile fixed on his face.
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It's late morning and I lay in bed as Stanley and mom's laughter floats up from downstairs, the sounds of their gleeful amusement with one another making my heart tug in apprehension. This makes it several days in a row that he's been over at our house since they first made love on the couch in the basement. After observing the insidious expression on his face that night, his frequent visits have only served to alarm me further than I already was. I had been so distraught watching their tender lovemaking and how fulfilled mom appeared to be afterward that I didn't even jerk off, I just sat there disturbed as they cuddled for the next twenty minutes.
I spent most of that night tossing and turning, worrying about Stanley. I didn't trust him at all, so I couldn't stop imagining what he was up to, if he was planning anything and if so, what it involved. Whatever it was, an instinct deep inside told me it wasn't good.
Evidently, I didn't need to wait long to find out. The evening after their sensual coupling, mom was just finishing up work when there was a knock at the back door. I looked up from the couch as she opened it, revealing Stanley holding several buckets of paint.
"What's this?" she asks as he sauntered in.
"Finally gonna paint those cabinets," he says, gesturing toward them with his head while he sets the cans down. "You mentioned when I was fixing the hinge that you always wanted a kitchen that was warm and inviting, just like your grandma's. The paint is pretty worn as it is so I figured that's the best place to start."
"Yeah it is, but I haven't even seen so much as a sample of - "
She paused as he popped open one of the tops with his key, revealing the robin's egg blue paint inside.
"Oh my god," she said. "What a beautiful color!"
"I thought it'd look good in here." He turns his face, assessing the kitchen briefly. "It's definitely better than the white, that's for sure, but I didn't know if the shade was close enough to how you described it."
Mom bent down to get a closer look. "No, it's perfect," she told him. "I can't believe you were able to match it so closely."
"I'm just good like that," he said, winking at her. "Anyway, I can get started on it tomorrow if you want."
"I can't let you paint the cabinets, Stanley, not by yourself."
"So join me," he tells her, standing back up. "Come on, it'll be fun and we'll get it done quicker."
And that's what they did. The next morning, he came over and they began their joint project. At first, he guided her through the process, taking her right hand in his and spreading the paint against the cabinet with steady, even strokes while he stood behind her. Mom relaxed into his body, a slight blush on her cheeks as his big hand encased hers, moving the brush back and forth.
"There we go, you're a natural," he said into her ear, her blush deepening.
"I think you're just a good teacher."
"Well maybe, but what's a good teacher without a good student?"
She beamed at him as he let go of her hand and stepped back. "I can't thank you enough for this."
"It's no big deal," he says, picking up his own brush. "Just a new paint job."
"But it is though, I have such great memories of my grandma in her kitchen, so painting these cabinets to match hers will remind me a bit more of those happy times."
"She was really important to you, huh?"
"Absolutely, she taught me everything I know about cooking and baking." She smiled softly, a far away look in her eye. "She was from France and there was this saying she had, la bonne nourriture fait la belle figure."
"What's it mean?"
"Good food makes a beautiful figure."
"Well she certainly was right about that," he said, winking at her.
She smiles back at him. "Whenever I was feeling self-conscious about my weight, she'd grip my shoulders and gesture around the kitchen while repeating it."
"Made you feel better, huh?"
"Always, she was great at that."
"Well if painting the cabinets helps remind you of her, then I'm glad we're doing this."
"Me too, I'm also hoping it'll help evoke the same sense of comfort that I associate with her kitchen."
"I think that had more to do with her than the cabinets though," he laughed.
"You know what I mean." She smiled back at him.
"Well, I think you do a good job of that yourself already."
"Aww, thank you, Stanley!"
She smiles warmly at him and they hold eye contact for a long moment.
"Shit, I'm dripping the paint everywhere," Stanley says, noticing the splotches on the countertops.
They painted the cabinets over the next couple of days. It took longer than it should have because of how often they joked around or got caught up in conversation together. On top of that, he'd stay for dinner each night, drinking beer while laughing and flirting with her. I could tell mom really enjoyed herself when she was with him, which didn't sit well with me.
They were nearly done with the cabinets and I hoped once they finished today then he might not be around for a while. But I had a bad feeling that wasn't the case, that he'd find some other project to start up in order to hang around until Tim came home next week.
Sighing, I got out of bed, pausing at the door and steeling myself to venture downstairs into their little cocoon of intimacy. Stepping into the living room, I see them standing in the kitchen, evaluating their work, apparently having already finished.
Both their heads turn when they hear me walk up.
"What do you think, sweetheart?"
"It looks good, mom," I tell her.
"Stanley picked the perfect color, didn't he?"
"...yeah, he did."
Stanley shoots me a shit eating grin as I grind my teeth, loathing to agree with any compliment she gives him.
"Oh, by the way Julie, I've got something to help put the finishing touches on everything."
Stanley walks over to the back door, opening it and reaching out to grab a brown box he left just outside. He comes over and hands it to her.
Mom gently lifts the lid, peeking inside before she lets out a gasp. Reaching in, she holds up a wooden plaque, painted white. On the front, scrawled in neat black lettering, is the french phrase her grandmother used to use.
"I - how - did you make this?" she asks him in amazement.
"It wasn't too hard. The plank was easy to sand down and paint, the real bitch of it was the spelling. I'm still not sure I got it right."
"No, it's perfect, I can't believe it!" She holds up the plaque, admiration in her eyes.
"So, you like it then?"
Mom looks up at him. "Of course, it's one of the best presents I've ever gotten!"
She throws her arms around him in a hug, squeezing him tightly while he returns the gesture. They stay locked in a close embrace before mom pulls back slightly, their faces close together. Her eyes drop down to his lips with an intense, desiring gaze, and I can tell she wants so badly to kiss him, my presence in the room the only thing holding her back. Stanley smirks back at her, relishing in her yearning for him.
After a couple of seconds, he opens his mouth to speak, "How about I grab my hammer and hang that up for ya?"
Mom only nods her head in agreement, biting her lip while she slides her arms back, letting him go. Stanley exists to head next door while she sits down, fawning over his gift.
He returns a few minutes later, using our step stool to nail the plaque above the back door. Mom stood off to the side, marveling at him as if she were seeing him in a whole new light, causing my stomach to tie up in knots.
-----------
That night, I snuck down into the basement for the first time in days. Their last encounter left me so freaked out that I hadn't returned since. But I couldn't stop thinking about the intensely passionate look on mom's face when she had hugged Stanley earlier and my cock was semi-erect the entire day, imagining the passionate sex she'd initiate with him.
My intuition proved right. After she led him down the stairs, I watched from my dark cubby hole as she slowly stripped in front of him. He sat naked on the couch, his eyes greedily taking in her curvaceous figure as she revealed more and more of it to him and his large cock began to harden. Once he was fully erect, she got down on her knees, proceeding to slobber all over his shaft. He grunted as she ran her tongue along his throbbing pole, one of her dainty hands gripping its base. Eventually, her mouth closed around it and she began to suck him earnestly. It wasn't very long before she was taking his entire length down her throat in large swallows, wet gulping noises filling the room as her head bobbed up and down.
"Holy shit, your sucking the fucking life out of me," he said in a strained voice.
She only moaned in response, not breaking stride as she zealously inhaled his large dick.
After a few more minutes of deep throating him, she pulls off and looks up.
"Lay down on your back," she tells him. Stanley quickly does so, placing his left foot on the floor so he can spread his long legs. Mom stands up and mounts him, slowly sliding down his shaft as he lets out a long groan.
Once he's fully inside her, she begins to ride him with expert skill. Her lower body rolls swiftly back and forth in rapid rocking motions as she braces her hands against his well defined chest. Stanley shuts his eyes tight, mouth half-open in a look of awe as mom swivels her pelvis on top of him.
"Fucking hell," he spits out.
Her enthusiasm excites me and I jerk my cock slowly, watching in rapt attention.
Mom stares down at him, a determined look on her face as she uses her pussy muscles to milk his cock while deftly rotating her hips around, her ass making slapping noises against his hairy, muscular thighs. She pants heavily, relentlessly twisting her lower body in a tenacious attempt to bring him to an intense orgasm.
Under her onslaught, Stanley doesn't last very long, announcing his intent to cum inside her with a series of deep groans interspersed with quickly uttered curse words.
"God damn, here it comes!"
He grips her ass tightly as she gives several sharp thrusts forward, squeezing and yanking his cock as it spasms inside her. Stanley pulls her tightly onto his dick, his head snapping back and obscene grunts streaming from his mouth as he coats her inner walls with his sperm.
Once his orgasm subsides, he breathes deeply attempting to catch his breath while his grip on her loosens.
"Jesus, what a ride," he pants. Mom lays down on top of him, kissing his chest several times before moving to his neck.
"Fuck, I would've made that sign a lot sooner if I knew this was how I'd be thanked," he laughs.
Mom stops kissing his neck and lifts her head up before sticking her tongue in his mouth. Surprised, he eagerly responds, feeding her his own tongue as they passionately kiss. The loud noises of tongues wrangling together combines with moans of pleasure to fill the small basement.
She breaks off after a minute, an adoring look on her face as she tells him, "That was the most thoughtful gift I've received in a long time."
"Shit, baby, it's no big deal. I just figured you deserved something nice is all." He grins at her and she inclines her head to continue kissing him.
Their ardent tonguing resumes as their hands grip and pull at each other's bodies, which slowly begin to grind against one another. Eventually, their make out session and heavy petting causes Stanley to grow hard inside her again, and he flips them both over so that she's on her back with him on top.
He fucks her hard and fast in the missionary position, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist as he pounds into her pussy. Their mouths stay interlocked the entire time, tongues wrapped together except for when her muffled squeals indicate that she's cumming all over his large cock. He follows up shortly, practically growling into her mouth as he lets loose inside her, giving short, erratic jerks as cum spills out of him.
I lean forward, lightly placing my hand against the box in front of me as I shoot my load all over it. I hadn't jerked off in a couple of days and a lot came streaming out. I'm honestly surprised I lasted as long as I did, even jerking as slowly.
After squeezing out the last few drops, my eyes return to Stanley and mom, who kiss softly in the afterglow of their second round of coupling. I can see sweat coating both of their bodies and mom's cheeks are tinted red from exertion.
They cuddled for a while, Stanley holding mom in his big arms as they talk and flirted, before having sex again. This time it was slow and sensual, with both of them on their sides facing me as Stanley slid himself in and out of her while kissing her neck and playing with her breasts. Mom passionately called out his name as she came on his cock for the second time that night.
To my horror, they fell asleep together, a content look on her face as she lay against Stanley's muscular chest, his big arms wrapped around her.
I didn't dare attempt to sneak back up the stairs, the fear of waking them up and being caught was too great. So I was forced to sit there, watching them sleep peacefully together for hours until mom groggily opened her eyes.
Panicked, she jostled Stanley awake.
"Shit, Stanley, we fell asleep."
"Wah," he mumbled, reluctantly opening his eyes.
"You have to go, it's past four on the morning!"
Mom stood up, quickly dressing while Stanley moved like a zombie, barely able to process what she was saying. He was slow to dress and ambled up the stairs after mom, blanketing me in darkness as the switch was flipped on their way out.
After waiting a few minutes, I creep back up to my room, too tired to wait any longer. When I wake up late the following morning, I can hear mom and Stanley's muffled voices coming from downstairs, compounding the anxiety that's been steadily growing in conjunction with the development of their relationship.
-----------
Stanley came over every day for the rest of the week, dropping any pretense of working on a project or fixing something. His presence was a clear indication that he no longer needed one, confident enough in his relationship with mom that he could take advantage of Tim's absence to talk and openly flirt with her in our house.
What's worse is how much she welcomed his attention, perfectly willing, almost eager, to playfully engage with him, even when he showed up while she was working.
He'd always end up staying for dinner too. The first couple of times he made a show of false modesty by excusing himself whenever she began to cook, prompting her to invite him to stay, which he graciously accepted with a smirk thrown in for good measure. Eventually, he decided it was an open invitation, no longer bothering to try coaxing her into asking him to stay, even bringing beer or wine over and needling mom to drink with him.
She always did, too, becoming more flirty as the alcohol loosened her up, finding reasons to touch his arm or sit close to him on the couch. Her behavior, usually cautious and tentative, has started to blur the line between innocent and inappropriate.
One night, after consuming a generous amount of wine, she had him remove his shirt so she could give him a massage after he complained of an ache in his shoulder, sitting behind him on the couch while her hands firmly pressed into his upper back over and over. I watched carefully from the kitchen table, as I'd had every night he'd been at our house, too afraid of what would transpire between them if I shut myself away in my room. So I sat there in disgust, watching her take pleasure in kneading and stroking his back and shoulders, her hands lingering on the muscles there.
Stanley evidently had enjoyed it as well, his semi-erect cock visible beneath his mesh shorts when he stood up. He seemed unconcerned with hiding it as he took his time slipping his tank top back on and I could see mom glancing at it from the corner of her eye.
Not too long after, when she went to walk Stanley out, I crept up to the kitchen window, discreetly observing them talking while pressed close together in the shadows on the side of the house, flirtatious smiles on both their faces as her hand massaged the large bulge in his shorts. Despite the pit of dread that sat in my gut, I got hard watching her rile him up for another night of fervent fucking on the couch in the basement, something I was even more conflicted over than normal.
Their sex was hotter and occurred more frequently than before, the passion and intensity of it seeming to flourish in concurrence with their personal relationship, which greatly alarmed me in spite of how much more arousal I derided from playing voyeur to their enriched sexual escapades.
On the last day before Tim was set to return home, however, I was exhausted from many late nights of pleasuring myself while watching them and so overly fraught by their growing affinity for one another that I asked mom if we could order pizza and have a movie night, just me and her.
To my slight surprise, she agreed, declaring that it had been too long since we had done something just the two of us. The relief of not having Stanley in our house flirting inappropriately with her was so overwhelming that I nearly cried.
With that weight temporarily lifted off my shoulders, I was actually able to enjoy my day, playing video games and even dozing on the couch just before mom went to go pick up the pizza.
However, what peace of mind I had managed to gather over the course of twelve hours dissipated the moment she got home. The sounds of mom coming through the back door pulled me from my half-awake stupor and I turned my head to greet her, only to see Stanley in the doorway, a smug grin plastered on his face as we made eye contact.
The sight of him disgruntled me and I frowned, unable to keep from questioning his presence.
"Why are you here?" I ask bluntly, my voice tinged with bitterness.
His eyes narrow slightly as mom's head snaps toward me, a reproachful look on her face.
"Kyle, don't be rude," she says somewhat forcefully as she sets the pizza down on the kitchen table.
I glance at her briefly before looking back at Stanley, who smirks again, clearly pleased with her reprimanding me.
"I blew a tire out on the way home from picking up the pizza, and Stanley was kind enough to come all the way from his mother's house to change it."
"It wasn't that far, besides, you know I'd do anything to help you out, right Julie?" He grinned at her and she smiled warmly back.
"Why didn't you call me?" I asked her.
"I thought you didn't drive?" Stanley said as he turned toward me, one eyebrow raised in challenge.
"Still though," I continued, not answering him. "I could've taken a cab or something."
"And what would you have done exactly, Kyle?" Mom asked me. "It's not like you know how to change a tire."
She was right of course but it stung nonetheless. Noticing my mopey expression, she rolled her eyes.
"You know, you could show Stanley a little appreciation for helping your mother out. Otherwise, I'd still be stuck on the side of the road in the dark."
"It's ok, Julie, your grateful smile is thanks enough," he told her with a wink.
I rolled my eyes as she grinned back at him.
"Well, why don't you stay for some pizza? If you haven't eaten already, that is."
Outraged, my mouth dropped open, Stanley speaking before I could protest.
"Are you sure there's enough?"
"Of course there is," she reassured him. "It's the least I could do after you came to my rescue."
"Alright then, I'm not one to turn down free pizza." He smirked at me from the kitchen.
"I think there's still some beer left in the fridge if you'd like one?"
"That'd be perfect Julie, thank you."
I piped up as she rooted around in the fridge.
"Mom, I thought we were gonna watch a movie soon?"



"We still can. Stanley, you're more than welcome to join us."
She handed him his beer and he smiled at her invitation.
I practically deflated on the couch, hurt that she would allow him to intrude on our night together and angry with myself for inducing it.
"I'm always up for a movie night," he replied, popping the cap off and taking a swig.
My heart sank as the two of them came into the living room with the pizza and beer. They sat together on the other couch, only a few inches of space between them, before we decided on what to watch. I voted for a Marvel film but got outvoted in favor of some banal Adam Sandler comedy.
I huffed to myself, laying back down as mom switched off the lights and Stanley hit the play button. The movie was ok, both Stanley and my mom enjoying it much more than me. I tried to keep an eye on them as they sat close together, but eventually the darkness of the room along with my lack of sleep caused me to drift off.
I awoke sometime later, unsure of how long I was asleep for. The movie had ended, several empty beer bottles littered the table along with the pizza box, and the room was unoccupied except for me.
Dim light shone from the kitchen where hushed voices also spoke. Straining to listen, I could just make out the conversation transpiring.
"I just don't know what to do with him," mom was saying. "All he does is sleep in late and play video games all day."
"And he hasn't been looking for another job since he got fired from that ice cream place?"
With a jolt, I realized they were discussing me.
Mom sighed. "Nope, not at all. Whenever I ask about it, he just gets upset. I know it was rough for him to lose his job like that, but it's been several weeks and the only interest he's shown in absolutely anything involves his Switch."
"What does Tim say about it?"
"Just to let him be, he'll come around eventually," she says in a frustrated voice.
Stanley only hmphed in response.
"What?" She asked him.
"Nothing."
"No, you look like you want to say something."
"Yeah, but I don't want to cause another fight like last time, so..."
"Go ahead, Stanley. I won't get mad, I promise."
"Ok, fine. If I'm being honest, I think the reason he's so mopey and passive all the damn time is because there's no strong, male role model around here."
"That's not true, Tim - "
"Is never home," Stanley interrupts her. "Christ Julie, you claim he's so dedicated and reliable but who was the one that was changing your tire on the side of the road tonight? Because it certainly wasn't him, that's for sure, just like it hasn't been him who's fixed and revamped shit around this house."
When mom didn't say anything, he continued. "His job seems to be the only thing he's dedicated to because he's never here to provide a good example for absolutely anything. So of course Kyle behaves the way he does, there's no man to teach him otherwise."
I wait for mom to jump in and defend Tim, but she doesn't say anything to counter Stanley's slanderous remarks against him, and my stomach drops out from underneath me.
"There, I've said my piece and we can talk about something else, cause I can see by the look on your face that you're really wrestling with this."
"It's just a lot to consider," she tells him.
"I know it is, baby, it can be hard to digest the truth. Come here."
The sounds of soft kisses reach my ears along with a sigh of contentment from mom. Their kissing slowly grows in passion and frequency, and soon muffled moans join the lip smacking noises of them making out.
I hear them break off before mom says, "Stanley, we can't, Kyle's asleep right there."
"So, he won't wake up. Come on, we can slip into the laundry room and make it a quick one. Feel how hard I am for you."
Their vigorous kissing resumes for another minute and then mom speaks again.
"Ok, but we have to be real quiet."
"Fuck yeah, I'm gonna tear that pussy up."
I hear the pocket door to the laundry room gently slide open and closed. Laying on the couch with a hard on, I wait a few minutes before sitting up and creeping toward the door. As I approach, I can just make out the muted sounds of them in the throes of enthusiastic sex.
Kneeling, I carefully slide the door open a couple of inches, creating a small gap to peek through. Inside, both of them are facing away from me. Mom stands naked with her legs spread, bracing herself against the washing machine as she bends forward while Stanley takes her from behind. Naked except for the white slides on his feet, I have a clear shot of his hairy ass and heavy, low hanging balls swinging back and forth as he grips her waist tightly in order to rapidly thrust into her.
The small room echoes with wet, slapping noises from his hips repeatedly making contact with her luscious ass cheeks as he drives his thick cock into her dripping cunt over and over. However, it's not loud enough to cover their low pants and grunts of pleasure.
Turning around, I reach to grab several napkins off the kitchen table before looking back through the cracked door at their vivid boning. I unzip my shorts, easing my pulsing erection out before I promptly begin jerking off.
Mom pushes back to meet the stiff cock invading her, desperate to get as much of his thick meat inside her as she can and Stanley's more than happy to oblige, sliding himself past her folds into the tight tunnel of her warm, wet cunt.
"Such a soaked little pussy, and so eager to take my cock," Stanley whispers. "You like getting railed while your son's asleep in the next room?"
"Fuck yes, it's so raunchy and wrong."
"What a naughty little slut you are. Look how much you enjoy being unfaithful."
"Ugh, I love it, I love it so much."
"Of course you do, you fucking whore. You love sneaking off to take your twenty year old neighbor's dick. It gets you hot cheating on your fiancé with me, doesn't it?"
"Oh God, yes! You're such a goddamn stud. He can't compare to you, not at all. Ohhhh!"
She starts to squeal as Stanley excitedly begins pounding her pussy. He reaches to cover her mouth with his right hand, muffling her wails of pleasure, while his left moves to the front of her groin, nimbly stimulating her clit with his long fingers.
"Ugh, take my cock like the slutty bitch you are! I own this cunt, you nasty fucking whore!"
Mom can only squeal delightedly into his palm as his fingers and cock assault her pussy while he hurls vulgar insults at her. She writhes underneath his touch, grinding her ass back into his groin in a determined effort to hasten their impending orgasms.
I furiously jerk my cock, completely engrossed in what I'm watching. The sexual magnetism between them is so profound and the way they fuck can only be described as raw and instinctual. Their bodies meet in perfect unison, both of them reduced to their base, animal desire to mate with one another.
Despite wherever they might stand in their personal relationship, it's clear that mom and Stanley were physically made for each other, and the intense sexual intercourse they have is simply a natural outcome of when two people's perfectly fitted body chemistry brings them together to engage in their primitive urges.
The realization that my mom was biologically destined to be the sexual mate of the man who made my existence throughout most of high school hellish sends a jolt of intense arousal and revulsion through me. It's so obvious to me now that there was nothing that either I or they could have done to stop it, that nature always intended to unite them purely through the powerful sexual energy that they shared with each other.
Cum boils in my balls, hastened by this newfound revelation. In front of me, Stanley brings mom to the culmination of their nasty, torrid rutting. Her head lolls forward, eyes practically glazed over, and a shudder rips through her body as she cums hard on his massive dick.
"Fuck, I'm about fill you with my seed. Ugh, ugh, uuuuugh!"
Stanley's eyes squeeze shut, grunting like an ape through clenched teeth as he roughly jabs his shaft into her half a dozen times, depositing load after load of semen deep inside the tight hole clenching him repeatedly.
Trying to keep my breathing from becoming too loud, I shoot into the napkins I grabbed from the table, soaking them with my cum.
As he finishes ejaculating into my mom, Stanley grabs her shoulders and pulls her up so her back is against his chest. Turning her head to the side, he shoves his tongue into her mouth, which she eagerly accepts. They moan heavily into each other's mouths as they kiss deeply, pushing their tongues firmly together. Both of his hands grip and manipulate her large breasts as he gives shallow pumps of his cock, ensuring every last little bit of his baby makers dribble into her warm, snug pussy.
After I've finished squeezing out the last drops, I quietly shut the door on the embracing couple before zipping up and tossing the napkins into the trash. Hurrying back to the couch, I lay down and shut my eyes, slowing my breathing down to give the appearance of sleep.
A few minutes later, I hear the pocket door open slightly.
"He's still passed out on the couch," I hear mom whisper.
"I told you," Stanley whispers back.
The back door quietly opens and shuts as he leaves to go home and mom shuts the lights in the kitchen before creeping upstairs.
Rolling onto my back, I open my eyes to stare into the darkness. Mom and Stanley's conversation disturbed me and I can't stop thinking about what he said about Tim or how she hadn't tried very hard to defend him. She hadn't outright agreed with Stanley either, which provided some measure of comfort, but he'd definitely planted seeds of doubt in her mind. The fact that he had managed to do so though spoke of how skillfully Stanley had ingrained himself with her, at least enough so that she was considering what he had said.
I think that was what unsettled me the most, especially since I hadn't noticed. Their affair was beginning to go beyond just sex now, slowly bleeding into their personal relationship with one another as well her relationship with Tim. I felt myself begin to cry, unsure of what this would mean going forward or what I should do, but something told me that if I didn't figure it out soon, then the consequences would be dire.
-----------
The following day we went to pick Tim up from the airport. Mom was quieter than she normally was, both on the way there and back. We pulled into the driveway and I noticed Stanley working on his truck next door, the hood popped as he poked around underneath it. As we all got out of the car, Tim took notice of the spare tire.
"What happened? You get a flat?"
"Yeah, last night."
"Were you able to get it changed alright?"
"I managed, though it would have been nice if you were there."
"Don't know how much help I would've been, I can't change a tire."
Mom frowned at the back of his head as he lugged his suitcase toward the back door. She turned to look at Stanley who stood with his grease smeared hands braced on either side of the front of his truck, a smirk on his face as if to say, "I told you so." When they made eye contact, he winked.
She swallowed before following Tim inside. Stanley stared after her before finally noticing me watching him. His smirk turned into a sneer and he gave me the middle finger.
"Fuck off, bitch boy," he said in a low voice then resumed working on his truck.
I looked at him a few more seconds before heading in the back door.
The week that Tim is home passes by slowly. Every now and again I'd catch mom watching him carefully, almost as if she were evaluating him. They had a huge fight on his fifth night back. Their last meeting with the wedding planner had led to a tentative date in March of next year for the wedding. But Tim had recently been told by his boss that he would need to be available to attend an annual conference that was held in Memphis.
"I don't understand why you just can't tell him no!" Mom angrily shouted at him.
It was almost midnight and I was laying in bed listening as they argued in her room down the hall.
"Julie, he's my boss. I can't just refuse when he asks this of me."
"Why not? Is it really so hard to say 'I'm sorry, but I'll be unavailable during those dates?'"
"It's an important conference and they really need me there, I can't risk telling him no like that."
"My God, when did you become such a feeble little man?"
"What the hell is that supposed to mean?"
"You know exactly what it means. Do you ever think the reason that they always ask you to do all this shit is because they know you'll never refuse?"
"That's not true!"
"Oh, isn't it?"
"No, it's not and I can't believe that you'd say otherwise, especially about something as crucial as this."
"It's just a fucking job, Tim! This is our wedding we're talking about! You're ALWAYS flying out where they need you and I thought that just this once you'd be able to insist on having some time for your family but I guess not."
"It's not even a definitive date for Christ's sake!"
"Well it certainly isn't now, huh? God, I knew this would happen!"
"Oh stop being so overdramatic!"
"Excuse me? I'm not the one treating a fucking conference in Memphis like it's a delegation at the UN!"
"You know what, I'm done talking about this. It is what it is, so you're just going to have to pick another date."
"If only you had enough of a backbone to stand up to your boss the way you do to me, then we wouldn't have to pick another date, now would we?"
"Jesus, I'm starting to get really tired of how you're talking to me, Julie."
"And I'm starting to get tired of having a fiancé who never keeps his word. Are you actually going to stop taking all these work trips once we're married or is that another promise that you'll go back on?"
"Go to Hell!"
I hear the door open then slam shut as Tim storms downstairs. Worry clutches at my heart. They'd had arguments before of course, but never one as big as this. Mom seemed really angry, her voice full of vitriol. It was hours before I was able to fall asleep, and even then, it was a restless slumber.
Tim was sleeping on the couch when I went down to the kitchen early the next morning, having given up on going back to sleep after having woken up half an hour earlier. I quietly made myself cereal and was nearly finished when mom came downstairs, barely glancing in Tim's direction as she ambled past.
They didn't say anything to each other when he finally woke up. Just shuffled into the kitchen to grab some coffee while mom sipped at hers, eyes studiously fixed on her phone. That's how it was for most of the day, the house full of their deadened silence.
By dinner that evening though, I think they had tentatively made up, speaking a little at dinner and sleeping in the same bed that night. All seemed to be well over the next couple of days as they slowly returned to their normal conduct, though I don't think they actually resolved any of the issues that they had fought over.
The day before Tim was supposed to leave on another work trip, mom found a mouse in one of the bottom cabinets in the kitchen. Both Tim and I jumped in our seats at the table when she yelled, and he looked alarmed when she told him there was a mouse after he'd asked what was wrong.
"Quick, quick, kill it," she yelled frantically.
"I'm not killing that thing," Tim said in defiance. "Blood would splatter everywhere. Besides, mice are vermin."
"I know that," she replied, annoyance coloring her voice. "That's why I don't want it roaming the kitchen and getting into our food!"
"So, we'll call an exterminator, they'd do a much better job catching that damn thing than I will."
He shuddered at the thought of attempting to trap the mouse himself.
Mom huffed in contempt and stalked out of the room. Tim finished up his lunch, saying "Better go look up some exterminators," as he went into the living room.
The house was quiet for the rest of the day, and an hour after we got back from taking Tim to the airport the following morning, Stanley came striding through our back door carrying mouse traps.
"Alright, let's catch this fucker," he said, grinning.
Mom smiled affectionately back at him. "There's my big, strong exterminator."
He winked at her. "At your service, ma'am."
I wish I could say I was surprised to see him, but I truly wasn't. In fact, by this point, I had almost expected him to show up, which only made me want to cry.
Stanley set multiple no kill traps throughout the kitchen.
"Don't want to hurt the little guy," he explained to mom, "just get him to where he belongs."
"You're so compassionate, Stanley. I can't tell you how grateful I am for your help."
"Anything for you, gorgeous." He smirked at her and she held his gaze while smiling back.
Stanley was over for pretty much the entire day, "to keep an eye on the traps," he said. Although most of the time his eyes were focused on mom, her face, thighs, breasts. They laughed and flirted on the couch all day, her mood a complete change from the day before.
Late in the afternoon, the mouse made an appearance and got itself snagged in one of the traps. Stanley held it up as he peered inside.
"Got you, you wrigly bastard. Can probably set him loose in the park a couple blocks away. Shouldn't take me very long."
"Perfect, I'll get started on dinner while you're gone. I bought some steaks to grill up as a thank you."
"Your beautiful smile is all the thanks I need." He winked at her as he passed on his way out and she giggled.
Mom started preparing the meal and when Stanley came back about half an hour later, he was carrying beer with him.
I ate dinner quietly, sulking as I watched them at the other end of the table. Mom seemed to be a completely different person than the one she had been the entire week Tim had been home. It's like she came alive when Stanley was over, which disturbed me to no end. Like a snake in a garden, he was quickly slithering his way deeper into her life, much quicker than I had anticipated and I felt helpless to stop it.
After dinner was over, they said their goodbyes, although I knew it was only for a few hours. Despite all my misgivings, I still planned on watching them have sex. Their time apart always made them especially horny for each other, so the first night they had sex was always the hottest.
With shame, apprehension, and arousal, I snuck down to the basement for my nightly viewing of my mom being railed by my bully when the time came. They showed up not too long later, both of them eager for what they had missed out on the past week. I already had my cock out, lightly stroking it as they began their ritual.
Mom wore a new nightie for Stanley. It was black satin, backless with a low cut v-neck and thin sheer lace straps that barely hid the nipples on her breasts, which practically spilled out, although I think that was the point because Stanley couldn't take his eyes off them.
His large hands groped her tits while they kneeled close together on the couch, his eyes full of mischievous wonder as he squeezed and pulled at them. Mom had removed his tank top pretty much the second they had reached the landing and so her hands roamed his muscular chest, admiring the firm muscles underneath her touch. Eventually, she made her way down to the tent in his mesh shorts and he grunted in approval as her right hand encased his cloth covered pole.
Stanley slid the straps of her nightie to the sides, exposing mom's pink, erect nipples. Even from my viewpoint through the gap in the boxes, I could see how prominently they stuck out, completely hard from how turned on she was by him. Her hand lightly tugged at his shaft through his shorts as he leaned in and took the nipple of her left breast into his mouth.



She gasped, letting go of his shaft so she could arch her back and push her chest into his face. He sucked vigorously at her tit, making a dull, wet, smacking noise every time his lips battered the skin around the nipple he was inhaling.
He raised his right hand to cup her pussy underneath her nightie and she spread her knees further apart to give him better access to her aching mound. She let out a low moan as he repeatedly slid his fingers along her slit, teasing her for several minutes before slowly inserting one of his long fingers inside her.
"Oh my god," she gasped, clutching his shoulders as he pushed past her folds, only stopping once he reached the knuckle on his hand. He smiled around her nipple as she quivered from his intrusion, then lightly bit down on it, forcing a quick yelp out of her before he resumed his suckling, although a bit more forcefully than before.
She dug her nails into him as he began to finger fuck her, his thumb stimulating her clit as he slid his index finger in and out of her opening. He used his left hand to tweak the nipple on her right breast while he sucked on the other, making use of his nimble fingers and mouth to heighten her arousal.
Eventually, his middle finger joined his index finger inside her, causing her to go from panting deeply to groaning as the width of what had been filling her doubled. Stanley's lips pulled back as he captured her erect nipple between his teeth, grazing it as he slowly moved them side to side. His left hand snaked its way from her breast down to her ass, clasping her cheek roughly before winding his open palm up and bringing down in a harsh smack.
Mom cries out, her head tilted back, eyes shut tight, barely able to stand the triple onslaught of his mouth on her nipple, his fingers deep inside her, and his hand delivering powerful whacks to her ass.
"Ugh, Stanley, yes," she calls out excitedly.
He brings his hand down in another slap, this time much harder and she practically screams.
Stanley pulls off her nipple, a malicious smile on his face and a harsh tone in his voice when he tells her, "What a vile little slut you are, and you know what happens to vile little sluts? They get punished."
A shiver of exhilaration wracks her body as she gasps at his words.
"Yes, I'm a depraved whore, a shameless nympho for your big dick, and I need you to punish me!"
He smacks her ass again and she lets out another wail of pain and pleasure.
"Fucking slut, you love this obscene behavior, running around your fiancés back to take my dick. Gets you so goddamn wet."
He thrusts his fingers into her faster, as if to prove his point, and she lets out a series of quick, successive moans.
"Oh God, I do! I love being your whore, Stanley. My body belongs to you, forever!"
He slaps her ass harshly several times in a row, his large hand making her plump ass cheek jiggle repeatedly, the creamy, pale skin turning bright red from his many smacks.
"Don't. You. Ever. Forget. It." Each word slips out from his clenched teeth with every smack he gives her. She cries out with each blow, a look of unimaginable bliss on her face.
As he withdraws his fingers, he says to her, "Turn around, brace position."
He sticks both his fingers into his mouth, sucking her juices off before quickly shucking his shorts and underwear in one move. His cock throbs in front of him, thick veins snaking up toward the head that partially sticks out of his foreskin.
Mom promptly places her hands against the armrest as she gets into position, arching her back forward as she presents her ass and pussy to Stanley for his use. I can see how wet she is, her silky folds glossy from arousal, her left ass cheek bright red from his paddling.
Stanley takes both her ass cheeks in his hands, kneading them roughly before spreading them apart. Leaning in, he buries his face in her pussy, hungrily eating her out. She gasps, her eyes shutting tight as she desperately pushes back to meet his invading tongue.
Stanley lets out a series of low moans and I can see his thick tongue lapping at her cunt, driving her crazy. He spends the next few minutes sloppily eating her wet pussy as she emits high pitched moans. Eventually, he pulls back, his mouth and the area around it glistening from her juices.
Sitting up, he grips his hard cock and guides it between her folds, pressing the head against her opening. She lets out a long whine as he slides himself slowly inside her, filling her up with his long, girthy dick. Stanley lets out a satisfactory sigh once he's burrowed his way in, his bushy pubes scraping against her pussy lips.
"Ugh, I missed your cunt so much," he says, gratified.
"I missed your cock, my pussy was aching for it all week."
"Don't worry, baby, you're gonna get your fill of it tonight, and tomorrow, and the night after." He trails off, rotating his hips as he roots around inside her. Mom squeals softly in delight, whether from his promise of several nights of ardent fucking or him shifting his large tool in circles as if testing the tightness of her tunnel, I couldn't tell, perhaps a mix of both.
Stanley starts off with long, slow strokes, withdrawing his cock almost all the way before carefully pushing back in, each time forcing a groan from mom, who hung her head, eyes squeezed shut, and arms quivering as she relished in being stuffed full by Stanley's donkey dick over and over.
He leans over her, laying his chest against her back, fitting into the curve off her body. Bracing his right foot on the floor, he begins pumping into her, bottoming out before partially withdrawing his cock only to push all the way back in.
"Oh fuck, you're going so deep," mom said, elation and disbelief in her voice.
"Jesus, you're so tight and warm. And I love this ass, so thick and curvy." He holds himself all the way inside her for several seconds, reveling in her round ass cheeks as they press tightly against his hips and groin.
"Ugh, I could stay buried inside you all night," he tells her as he resumes fucking.
"Please, I need it, I need you inside me," she pleads.
My excitement becomes elevated watching them fuck like this. Stanley's hips closing in around her luscious ass as he humps her repeatedly while crouching over her bent body heightens my arousal. I absolutely love the sight of it, this massive, swarthy beast mounting the delicate, alabaster creature, his large cock violating and corrupting her, transforming her into his submissive concubine.
I nearly cum watching them, managing to hold my orgasm off at the last second. Once I regain control, I grip the base of my cock, occasionally stroking it to keep myself hard while I renew my attention to their coupling.
Stanley grunts while he stuffs mom full of his cock and she squeals each time he pushes deep inside her. His left hand grips her shoulder and with his right, he turns her head to the side so he can shove his tongue into her mouth.
She eagerly accepts it, kissing him back passionately, both of them moaning into each other's mouths as their tongues lock together. Stanley's hairy ass continues to rise and fall as he fucks her, picking up speed slightly to pummel her wet cunt. The squishing sounds her pussy makes as he enters her repeatedly makes my cock throb. She's so hot for him that she's practically soaking his cock.
Mom starts to squeal into his mouth. Stanley's hand holds her head in place as her squeals become more frequent and louder, his tongue shoved deep into her mouth as she approaches her orgasm. Her fingers dig into the armrest and her body constricts, then ripples and I know she's cumming all over his shaft.
She sighs deeply into Stanley's mouth as she comes down from her peak, refocusing on meeting his tongue with hers as they resume their long, sensual kissing.
After about a minute, Stanley breaks their kiss and sits up, slowly withdrawing his cock from inside her. Mom moans as she's emptied of his thick meat. Having not cum, his cock is still rock hard. It sticks out in front of him, throbbing and covered in her juices.
"Clean it up," he orders, sitting back on his calves and spreading his knees apart.
Mom turns around, coming face to face with his enormous erection. She takes his gleaming rod into her mouth without hesitation and begins sucking him in earnest. He grunts, tilting his head back and shutting his eyes.
"Aw yeah, that's right, get it all," he tells her. "You like tasting your pussy on my big cock?"
"Mmmmm," she moans enthusiastically and starts slurping his dick faster.
My cock pulses in my hand and it feels like the wind is knocked out of me as my heart skips a beat. I start jerking faster, my arousal intensified by the lewdness of mom cleaning her own cream off Stanley's shaft and enjoying it.
"Fuck, what a dirty girl you are," he says in husky voice. "Keep going, I'm gonna bust soon."
He starts to pump his hips, meeting her mouth as she begins to swallow his cock in large, wet gulps.
"Jesus Christ, your mouth is astounding. Don't swallow when I cum."
Their bodies worked in tandem, her head bobbing forward to meet his dick as he thrust his groin forward, getting as much of it down her throat as possible so she could milk his babies from him.
Stanley's mouth slowly falls open as more and more of his dick disappears into mom. Her plump lips stretch tightly around the base of his cock and she uses them to grip his shaft as she drags her mouth back and forth, making guttural suctioning noises as she does so.
"Oh shit, motherfucker, here it comes," he says in a strained voice.
He hunches over, his body shuddering as he shoots into her mouth.
"Ugh, ugh, ugh," he grunts repeatedly as he fills her mouth with generous amounts of his thick sperm. Mom's lips gently tug at his shaft, coaxing as much of his load out of him as she can.
Stanley's grunts turn into heavy breaths as he finishes cumming. He cups the side of her face with his right hand, her cheeks puffing out slightly from holding so much of his jizz in her mouth. Pulling her off his shaft, he guides her head up to his before leaning in and pressing his lips to hers. Their kiss quickly deepens, their mouths opening wide as she begins to share his cum with him.
Inhaling sharply, my cock lurches as it starts to spew all over the box in front of me while I watch mom and Stanley use their tongues to pass his sperm back and forth in a series of persistent, erotic kisses.
I attempt to gain control of my breathing as I finish shooting, watching the last of my cum dripping out of the tip of my head and onto the floor.
Hearing soft moans, I look back up to see them kissing normally again, one or both of them having swallowed his load while I was preoccupied with emptying mine.
Stanley carefully eases them both backwards from their kneeling positions on the couch so that he's on his back with mom on top of him, her head turned towards me as she lays pressed against his muscular chest. She shut her eyes and sighs happily, a blissful look on her face. Stanley rubs her back with his right hand while his left cups her right ass cheek, giving it the occasional squeeze.
Minutes pass in silence, both of them content to cuddle on the couch before mom lifts her head up to kiss his chest several times.
"Thank you for helping out with the mouse today," she tells him.
He smiles then inclines his head to kiss her.
"No problem baby. It's nice having someone to take care of you, huh?"
Mom lays her head back down on his chest and shuts her eyes again.
"Mhm, it really is," she replies, snuggling into him tighter.
"I wish I could've been there for you after that argument a few days ago."
Shock hits me as I register that he's referring to that awful fight she had with Tim. I hadn't heard her mention it any of the times he was over so I don't know when she would have told him. She must've done so while messaging him on Snapchat.
"Me too," she answers, "but you're here now and that's all that matters."
His large arms encircle her, holding her tightly against him.
"You make everything better," she whispers.
Hearing this, Stanley smirks to himself, a gleam in his eye. I sit there watching them, wanting to cry over her attitude and behavior. This asshole has his hooks into her and I'm scared of what that means.
Eventually, their cuddling turns into heavy petting and kissing. My self-loathing burns strong as I feel my cock harden while they engage in foreplay, marking the start of their second round.
They fuck two more times that night. During the first, mom rides him while he lays down, pinching and groping her tits, as they jostle from her bouncing on his dick. The second time, he takes her missionary style, on her back with her legs wrapped tightly around his waist as he pounds her hard and fast, forcing deep grunts out of her mouth.
I cum two more times, one for each of their fucks. By the end, I'm just as spent as they are. Sleep comes quickly once I'm in bed, and I fall into it completely unaware of what the next day holds in store for me.
-----------
Stanley didn't show up at our house until the afternoon the following day. I was up in my room playing video games, waiting for mom to finish work. She said she would drive me to a Mortal Kombat tournament across town and I had been practicing all day.
I paused my game upon hearing the sounds of conversation from the first floor and I could just make out Stanley's obnoxious laughter. Frowning, I checked the time on my phone before resuming my game. I tried my best to ignore them, focusing on the screen in front of me, hoping she would get rid of him as it got closer and closer to when she was supposed to take me.
Finally, I shut the game off in frustration. It was five minutes past when we had to leave so I could make it there in time to get set up and scope out the competition. Huffing to myself, I walk downstairs to confront her. Both of them are sitting at the kitchen table, Stanley in Tim's seat of course, and mom to his left.
I approach the table, interrupting their animated conversation.
"Mom, it's time to take me to the tournament."
They both turn to me, mom letting out a frustrated sigh as Stanley narrows his eyes.
"Kyle, it's rude to interrupt our conversation like that," she scolds.
"But you promised and we're already late!"
"It doesn't start for another forty five minutes and it only takes twenty to get there."
I frown and cross my arms, about to argue back but Stanley speaks before I have a chance to.
"Kyle, don't you ever get tired of relying on your mom to drive you everywhere?"
I shrug. "Not really."
"Ok, do you ever think she might be tired of having to drive you everywhere? You are eighteen after all."
"So?"
"So, don't you think it's time you got your license?"
When I don't respond after a few seconds, mom answers for me.
"He's afraid of driving," she tells Stanley.
"So what're you gonna do to get around when you're in college in the fall?"
I shrug again, starting to feel unnerved from being the focus of his intense gaze.
"I dunno, take the bus I guess."
"And you're gonna do that all four years of college? When you need to go grocery shopping or see a doctor, you're just going to take the bus?"
Mom looks back and forth between us, carefully observing our interaction as it plays out.
"I'll learn how to drive eventually," I tell him. I want to look away but I feel trapped by his stare.
"No one's ever taught you before?"
"Tim tried last year but it didn't go very well," mom explains.
Stanley scoffs in derision. "Of course," he mutters.
"Well," he continues as he stands up, "if you want something done right, you gotta do it yourself."
"What do you mean?" I ask wearily.
He steps forward, towering over me.
"It means there's no time like the present to learn how to do something."
He reaches out and clamps a large hand on my shoulder, guiding me toward the back door. We pass mom, who has a surprised but impressed look on her face.
"You sure you're up for this?"
I turned to answer her, only to see she was talking to Stanley, not me.
"I got this," he answers her firmly. "We'll be back."
He pushes me through the door before I can say anything. Panic seizes me as Stanley leads me to his pickup next door, a black mid-2000s Dodge. Opening the passenger door, he shoves me inside.
"Buckle up, bitch." He grins sadistically before shutting the door and coming around to the driver's side. Starting the car, he backs out of the driveway and peels off.
He pulls out his cell phone and makes a call.
"Yo," he says once the person on the other end answers. "I need a favor."
I watch out of the corner of my eye as he speaks into the phone.
"Nah, driving lessons."
The person on the other end says something I can't make out.
"Yeah, right now," Stanley tells him. Silence as the other person responds.
"Bet, I'll pull up in a few." He hangs up, tossing his phone into one of the cup holders.
It's quiet for the next few minutes as Stanley drives. I'm too anxious to speak but I wouldn't even know what to say if I wasn't.
"Listen," he eventually says and I turn to look at him. He stares out the windshield with a steely look in his eye, long legs casually splayed out in front of him. His right hand rests casually on top of the steering wheel while he props his left arm up on the inside of the car door.
"There's gonna be some changes going on soon."
"Wha-what kind of changes?" I stammer. My heart slams in my chest.
"Your mom needs a real man around the house. Someone to take charge, satisfy her. And keep you in line."
"But she already has Tim," I say, alarmed.
"That loser isn't capable of taking care of her or her needs. He's too much of a beta, and your moms the type of woman that belongs with a strong, alpha male. She's built for it, it's in her nature."
"So what are you saying?"
"That I got plans for your mom and me, big plans, plans I want to go off without a hitch."
Glancing down, my eyes widen as I see his half-hard cock tenting out of his mesh shorts. The horrifying realization that he's getting off on asserting his dominance over my mom hits me heavily, leaving a bitter aftertaste in my mouth.
"So, I just want to ensure that you're not going to be a problem, but you're not going to be, are you?"
We stop at a red light, and he turns his head toward me when I don't answer right away. There's a cold look in his eyes that feels like it could pierce my soul.
"You're not going to be, are you?" He repeats, his voice more forceful this time, undercut by a subtle, threatening tone.
"No, sir," I force out in fear.
"Good," he responds, pleased at my submission. "From now on, whenever I make a suggestion or ask you to do something, you're gonna happily comply, understood?"
The authoritarian tone in his voice suggests this isn't a request so much as a command.
I nod my head hurriedly.
"Answer me when I speak to you," he says, angrily.
"Yes, sir," I tell him.
"That's better." He turns his head forward again as the light turns green, driving off. "I don't need to remind you of what'll happen if you disobey me, right?"
"No, sir," I reply meekly, my cheeks burning at the memory of him threatening me after the sucker punch to my gut in the backyard all those weeks ago.
"Glad we're on the same page then. You're such a good son, so devoted to your mom's happiness. It's quite touching." He smirks as he mocks me, adjusting the hard on in his shorts.
I sit silently for the rest of the drive, a storm of humiliation, resentment, and despair crashing inside me. Not too long later, we pull into the driveway of an unfamiliar house. As we get out, a man approaches us from the garage.
He's just as tall as Stanley and shares his same naturally tanned complexion. The resemblance ends there though; where Stanley is muscular and strong, this guy is heavyset, with tattoo sleeves on each arm, and several years older.



"What's up, bro?" Stanley greets the large man by dapping him up.
"Not much, cuz. Just chillin, you know how it be."
"I hear that."
"This him?" The man nods his head toward me.
"Sure is." Stanley loops his arm around neck, roughly pulling me against him.
"My cousin Steve here is your driving instructor for the day," he tells me.
I stare at the smirk on Steve's face, the same one I usually see on Stanley's, before I turn to look up at him, incredulously.
"What?" He asks me, sneering. "You didn't think I'd waste my time on you, did ya?"
He laughs cruelly before shoving me away. I stumble forward toward Steve.
"Don't worry, I'm an excellent teacher," he says to me. "And I bet you're an excellent student." He reaches out, sliding his thumb down my lips, making me shiver.
They both laugh at my reaction.
"You have a good time with him, man," Stanley says, a smirk on his face as he backs up toward his truck.
"You don't wanna stick around?" Steve calls after him.
"Nah, I just hit up this girl, Tara. Gonna spend a few hours buried inside her. I'll check in eventually."
"Alright brotha, have fun."
Stanley pulls out of the driveway and takes off, leaving me alone with Steve.
I look up at him, swallowing nervously as he grins back at me.
"Ready to get started?"
He leads me to his car, an old Cadillac, before taking us to an empty parking lot a few miles away where, for the next few hours, he has me practice driving. I was petrified getting behind the wheel, and Steve made the entire experience even worse. Always calling me a good boy, placing his hand over mine to help me guide the steering wheel, and grasping my lower thigh when giving out compliments for doing something right. I could see him constantly looking at me from the corner of my eye too.
I was so uncomfortable being around him that I pushed past my fear of driving and actually made an effort to learn, wanting our first driving lesson together to be our last.
By the time Stanley pulled into the parking lot a few hours later, I felt like I had the hang of it and Steve deemed me competent enough to pass a driving test.
"Well at least that's something," Stanley said. "Hope he wasn't too much of a pain in the ass."
"Nah, we had a great time, didn't we, Kyle?" He smiles at me as he strokes my lower back. I shudder and they both laughed.
"Alright, well thanks man. I owe you one," Stanley says, dapping him up.
"You bet your ass you fucking do," Steve replies with a grin. "I'll see you later, cuz. Bye, Kyle." He wags his fingers at me as I walk toward the truck and Stanley smirks as we get in.
We start on our way back home, sitting in dead silence the entire time. Mom sits up from the couch as we come in through the back door.
"So?" She asks tentatively.
"I'm not gonna lie, it was more of a challenge than I originally anticipated, but I was able to get him to pick it up."
"Really?" She turns toward me, a hopeful expression on her face.
"Yeah," I tell her, then notice Stanley raise his eyebrows expectantly at me. "Stanley's a great teacher," I add. "I couldn't have learned without him."
"That's wonderful!" Mom was ecstatic. She turns toward Stanley, a fake bashful smile plastered across his face.
"Aw, well what's a good teacher without a good student, huh Kyle?"
His stupid grin makes me want to cry. It pained me lying to mom like that, especially because it made this asshole look even better in her eyes.
"So, you think he could pass his driving test then?"
"Definitely, in fact, he told me he wanted to take it this weekend. Isn't that right?"
They both turn toward me, an expectant look on Stanley's face and an anticipatory one on mom's.
"Uh-huh," I croak.
"That's great, sweetheart! Stanley, I don't know how to thank you!"
Mom throws her arms around him and he reciprocates, his left hand pressing against her lower back while his right arm encircles her shoulders, pulling her body against his.
"Oh, I'm sure we can think of something."
He smiles sadistically at me over mom's shoulder while I stand there, despondent, as they press their bodies securely together in a tight embrace.
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I shift around on the bin underneath me, trying to find a more comfortable position. Checking the clock on my phone, it tells me it's been almost two hours since I had climbed down to the basement. Waiting so long for mom and Stanley to show up had left my butt sore from sitting on the hard plastic of the bin.
It was the first time I'd snuck down to watch them since my driving lesson with Stanley's cousin two days ago. I had been too ashamed and angry with myself over my small part in Stanley's blatant assertion and manipulation of my mom to consider it the previous couple of nights.
In bed, I had tossed and turned replaying the conversation I had with Stanley earlier in his truck, apprehension gripping my chest. He'd already managed to coerce me into making mom think he'd successfully taught me how to drive, so I could only imagine how many other ways he'd exert his growing influence in our home.
I spent most of the next day in my room, playing video games to distract myself from the anxiety that had made my sleep restless. But eventually, hunger got the best of me, and I was forced to venture downstairs for something to eat. I knew Stanley was probably over, so I decided to get in and out of the kitchen as fast as possible.
He and my mom were sitting at the kitchen table as I quietly padded into the room, trying not to disturb their conversation and draw attention to myself.
"Hello, sweetheart, where've you been all day?" Mom turned toward me as I approached the refrigerator.
"Oh, just up in my room," I replied, fishing material for a sandwich out of the fridge.
"Working hard studying for the written portion of the driving test I hope?"
I moved toward the counter, arms full, unsure of how to respond. She definitely wouldn't be happy to hear I've done nothing but play video games all day.
"Your mother asked you a question," Stanley addressed me, making my heart leap.
I slowly turned to face him as I set everything down on the counter in a heap.
"You been studying for the written portion of the test?" We made eye contact as he repeated mom's unanswered question.
"I, uhhh...," I break away from his intense gaze, looking down at the counter before continuing, "I haven't quite gotten to it yet."
"So what have you been doing the whole morning then?"
"Playing video games," I say quietly, still not looking up.
"Are you sure that's the best use of your time?"
I shake my head, briefly forgetting to answer verbally before uttering a quickly, "No."
"Then maybe that's not what you should be doing. Why not get it done now?"
I looked up again, meeting his leveled gaze, the look in eyes a reminder of our discussion.
"Better to get it out of the way, isn't it," he prompted again.
"You're right," I finally told him and a self-satisfied smirk appeared on his face. "I'll go start on it now."
Mom had quietly watched the interaction between us unfold, taking notice of how firmly Stanley handled the situation. This was the first test of what he'd said to me in the car yesterday and both of us had evidently passed; me by complying with Stanley's "suggestion" and him by effectively getting me to comply, earning a look of admiration and approval from mom.
"Well," he said, a bit more friendly now, "you don't have to get started right away. I think there's some time for you to eat your lunch. Need that brain food to study, right?"
He gave a stupid smirk and mom smiled at his banal joke.
"You'll have the rest of the afternoon to study," he continued. "Then you can tell us all about what you covered during dinner tonight."
I stared back at him, his expectations of me crystal clear. For a brief second, anger surged through me and I wanted to tell him to fuck off. But Stanley must've seen the glint of aggravation behind my glare, because his eyes narrowed slightly and his gaze hardened, almost daring me to confront him and find out the consequences of doing so.
Just as quickly as my fury rose, it faltered, and my whole body deflated from his intimidating stare. No matter how much I wanted or tried to stand up to him, part of me knew I'd never be able to, years of his bullying cowing me into being docile. Stanley evidently knew this as well, his lips pulling back in a triumphant, knowing smile before looking toward my mom.
"Speaking of dinner, what's on the menu for tonight, gorgeous?"
I turned back to the counter, quickly assembling my lunch.
"Roast chicken and garlic mashed potatoes," mom told him.
"Excellent. Now about tomorrow night, how about I bring some lamb chops from the shop and you cook it up for us? Sound good?"
"Absolutely, I can do that!"
"Perfect."
I brought my lunch up to my room, wanting to be in Stanley's presence as little as possible. Sure enough, at dinner, he made sure to inquire about how my studying had gone and I answered hoping to have read enough to satisfy him.
He seemed appeased, which relieved me until he said, "We'll see how far you've gotten by dinner tomorrow," making it clear that he not only expected regular updates on my progress but that he'd be around to ask for it.
I ate in silence, thinking that I could quietly escape back to my room once I was done, but Stanley made another show of his authority as I thanked mom for dinner and prepared to leave the table.
"How often do you do the dishes, Kyle?"
I paused, looking from my phone up to him. He raised his eyebrows in a questioning manner as he stared at me.
"Um, sometimes," I answered, looking away.
"Really? Because I don't think I've seen you clean up the table more than once in all the time I've had dinner over here."
I shrugged my shoulders, tentatively looking at him.
"Don't you think your mom deserves some help? After all, she does so much for you, doesn't she?"
"She does," I agreed.
"Good, it's nice of you to finally help her out then," he said as he stood up.
He led mom into the living room, leaving me to clean up the table and the cookware.
"Thank you, sweetheart," she called me to, a cheerful expression on her face.
I saw her squeeze his bicep in appreciation as she leaned into him. He smirked back at her, pleased with himself.
My cheeks burned red in humiliation as I gathered up plates and utensils from the table. I hated how guilty he made me feel for not helping mom to clean up more often and how he coerced me into doing so, especially because of how obvious of a move it was to establish control. Yet mom ate it up.
I ground my teeth as I rinsed and washed at the sink, sulking up to my room when I was finished and ignoring Stanley's mockingly cheerful call of "Goodnight, bud," as I passed him and mom on the couch. She had her hand on his arm, lightly stroking along his bicep.
The next night at dinner was the same. I gave a recount of my study session while we ate, explaining what I had read about that morning. Satisfied, Stanley took a swig from his wine glass before tearing back into the lamb.
When he was finished, he let out a belch and clasped his hands behind his head, spreading his long legs out wide as he relaxed back in Tim's chair.
"Fuck yeah," he said. "What a great dinner. You outdid yourself, gorgeous."
Mom smiled back at him. "I'm glad you liked it. The meat turned out so tender."
"Wait until you taste the duck I'm bringing for you to cook tomorrow. Best you'll ever taste."
I frowned at the way he had declared for us what we were having for dinner tomorrow instead of asking like he had yesterday. Mom saw no problem in it apparently.
"That sounds wonderful," she enthused. "I haven't had duck in so long. Tim's not much of an adventurous eater."
"Color me surprised," Stanley deadpanned, rolling his eyes. "You like exotic meat though, right, gorgeous?"
He smirked at her and she blushed, bashfully smiling up at him.
"I do, and lucky for me that my neighbor has the best kind," she told him confidently.
His smirk grew wider. "The best kind for sure. You can get your fill anytime, we're always happy to provide."
I squirmed in my chair as I felt my dick begin to harden at their veiled comments about her taking his dick, a swift reminder of the several days that had elapsed since I last watched them fuck.
Mom finished off her wine, briefly breaking her intense eye contact with Stanley to swallow what was left at the bottom of her glass.
"Why don't we move to the couch and crack open another bottle," Stanley suggested as he stood up.
"That sounds great," mom agreed.
"Take care of the dishes for your mom, all right, bud," he said to me as he moved toward his left. He didn't even wait for a response this time. Snatching another bottle off the wine rack and the opener from the counter, he guides mom out of the kitchen.
"Oh, and there's still some laundry that needs finishing up too, when you're done with that."
"Thank you so much, sweetheart," mom told me, a light glaze over her eyes as she clutches the glasses in one hand while Stanley leads her by the other.
While washing the dishes, my mind couldn't help but wander to what they'd be doing later on tonight. Despite my misgivings about Stanley's newfound authority around our house, I felt myself become aroused as I imagined the new ways he'd probably managed to sexually dominate my mother since announcing his intention to claim her a few days ago.
I turned my head slightly, watching them out of the corner of my eye. They sat facing each other on the couch in the living room. Mom leaned toward him, a sly smile on her face as her right arm extended down and out in front of her, blocked from the elbow down by the back of the couch. Based on the look on Stanley's face, it wasn't hard to guess where her hand was or what it was doing there.
A shudder ripped through me and my dick pulsed in my pants as I faced the sink again, eyes widening. I couldn't believe how brazen she was being, touching him like that with me right in the next room. The wine had clearly emboldened her, which excited me and enflamed my fantasies of what they would get up to when they were alone tonight, while at the same time making me feel ashamed of her trampy behavior.
When I passed by them on the couch while carrying the folded laundry upstairs, her hand had been removed from his crotch, but I could still see a hard lump in Stanley's mesh shorts, residual evidence of where it had been minutes before. It was then that I had decided on a nightly viewing of their carnal exploits, my pent up arousal once again overriding the shame and humiliation I felt from watching them as well as agitation over Stanley's growing dominion within our house.
Which is what led me here, seated in my usual spot in the basement waiting in vain for them to show up. So much time had elapsed that I finally gave up. Rising from the bin, I maneuver my way out from behind the stacked boxes, a strange mix of relief and disappointment rolling around inside me.
I wondered what had kept them from meeting up as I climbed the stairs to the kitchen. Maybe he couldn't make it tonight? Or had she gone over to his house this time?
Passing quietly through the first floor, I was so lost in thought over all the possible reasons they hadn't come down to the basement that I almost missed the actual reason they hadn't. As I reached the landing at the top of the stairs to the second floor, I paused, finally noticing a small, squeaking noises coming from behind mom's closed bedroom door just to my left.
I stepped toward her room, leaning in close to listen carefully, and recognized the squeaking as coming from her box spring just as I was able to discern the heavy, low pants accompanying it.
Realization startled me. They're having sex in her room! That's why they hadn't come down to the basement, she brought him upstairs to fuck in her bed.
My dick began to inflate like a balloon as I tried to process this bold new step they had taken. Was she so confident that they wouldn't be heard that she decided to risk it or was this Stanley's way of asserting more dominance and control over her?
The thought that Stanley might have impelled her into fucking in her room and that she had relented excited me unexpectedly, causing my dick to throb against the fabric constraining.
Just then, I heard a small, quiet moan come from within the room.
"Fuck yeah, here's that meat you enjoy so much, slut," Stanley whispered quietly.
"Oh, yes. Stuff me with it, fill me up with your thick meat, Stanley," mom responded in kind.
I yank down the top of my pajama bottoms, freeing my stiff cock. Quickly, I began to jerk it, closing my eyes and using the sounds of Stanley and mom fucking to illustrate in my mind what I desperately wished to see in person.
The soft, wet slapping noises of their bodies colliding repeatedly joined the sounds of low grunts and pants uttered with carnal pleasure and the small squeals of a bed put to good use as they gave in to the deep sexual desire for one another that they had built between them over the course of the day.
I imagined their bodies writhing furiously on the bed as they fucked each other's brains out, their attempts to keep their sex quiet thrilling them only in the way that depraved fornication can.
"God damn, bitch, your pussy is so hot. I'm about to fill you with my seed," whispered Stanley.
I heard them begin to kiss, muffling mom's squeals as the thwapping of their bodies clashing against one another became heavier.
Jerking my cock rapidly, I orgasms to the soft sounds of my mom being fucked by my bully. My cum shoots onto the hardwood floor of the hallway as I release a two day pent up load.
The squeaking of the box spring becomes temporarily erratic and a few low, guttural grunts indicate Stanley is releasing deep inside my mother.
Taking off my shirt, I use it to wipe my cum off the floor as the soft sounds of kissing can be heard from inside mom's room. Quietly creeping down the hall, I leave them to bask in their post-coitus afterglow, silently shutting my bedroom door behind me.
I toss my sticky shirt into the hamper before pulling on a fresh one. Climbing into bed, I ponder my new discovery as I slowly begin to drift off.
Have they been fucking in her room these past two nights? I don't recall hearing anything. But then again, her room is down the hall and they did make an effort to be quiet.
Shutting my eyes, I recalled how aroused I had became with the idea that Stanley had managed to get mom to let him into her bed at night to fuck her. He was beginning to assert himself over her in other ways now, and the idea of him taking control over my mom like that aroused and frightened me. They're quickly moving beyond just a sexual relationship, Stanley making good on his promise to claim her.
I fell asleep as these thoughts settled into my mind. Several hours later, I awoke with a start. Confused, I noticed the sun was just beginning to rise as I tried to discern if the small noise that had woken me up was real or had been dreamt.
Laying still, I heard the slight creak of the steps as someone climbed them, realization it was most likely Stanley creeping out and back over to his place. A minute later I heard the front door open and shut lightly, confirming it was him.
-----------
The next day had played out just as the other ones preceding it had. Mom gave no indication that Stanley had spent the night and neither did he. No smirk or veiled references.
He had brought a duck for her to cook for dinner, just like he said he would and I was asked about what I had studied that day before being tasked with cleaning up.
That night, I laid awake in bed listening for sounds that indicated Stanley was back for another night of fervent fucking in mom's bed. Finally, I heard the slight creak of mom's door opening before she quietly descended the stairs. I had expected her to at least check to see if I was asleep, and I had been prepared to quickly close my eyes if I heard my door beginning to open, but to my surprise, she hadn't bothered.
A few minutes later, I heard the squeaking of heavy feet on the stairs. I knew it was Stanley, his large frame making more noise than mom's smaller one had.
They quickly and quietly shut themselves in her room and I waited until I was sure that they were in the throes of sex so they wouldn't hear me creep down the hallway to listen.
While not as stimulating as watching them, I beat my meat to the sounds of their hushed, lustful mating, cumming all over the floor outside her bedroom just as I had the night before. After cleaning up, I fell asleep, waking up to the soft thuds of Stanley climbing down the stairs some odd hours later.
All of the next day I dedicated myself to studying for my driving test the following morning. I was anxious, more about what would happen if I failed rather than failing itself. Despite needing a good night's rest, I still waited up to listen to mom and Stanley have sex, silently wanking outside her bedroom door for the third night in a row.
My alarm woke me up at nine in the morning. I ambled down the stairs, thinking that I had missed Stanley sneaking out earlier when the scent of pancake batter caught my attention. Heading to the kitchen, I quickly realized why I hadn't heard Stanley sneaking out.
He sat at the kitchen table, in Tim's seat of course, finishing off a pancake as mom stood at the stove in her bathrobe, her hair piled high on top of her head. She noticed me standing in the doorway and smiled.
"Good morning, sweetheart. Would you like some pancakes?"
"Yeah..." I watched as she took the frying pan with a finished pancake on top over to Stanley and plopped it down on his empty plate.
"I wanted to make a special breakfast for your driving test and figured I'd invite Stanley over since he helped teach you and all," mom offered in explanation.
Stanley gave me a shit eating grin before taking a bite of his pancake. He was dressed like he normally was, tank top, mesh shorts, and those fucking white slides. There was no indication he had spent the night, but I knew that she had just lied to me, making it seem like he'd just come from his place when I knew he'd really come from her bed after fucking her last night.
"S'more coffee, gorgeous?"
He held his cup out to her and she set the pan down on the stove before fetching the pot for his refill. I sat down at the other end of the table as she filled his cup for him. He flashed her a smile when she finished and she beamed back at him.
Watching them, it seemed obvious what was happening. Taking charge of dinner, supervising my studying, directing me to complete chores, spending the night in mom's bed, his appearance at breakfast this morning; Stanley was establishing himself as the man of the house. And mom was letting him. In fact, she seemed to relish in it. Doting on him during meals, letting him into the bed she shares with Tim. It's clear that she's developed romantic feelings for him, I can tell by the way she acts in his presence, by the way she gazes at him adoringly.
I think Stanley knew this too, taking advantage of it by asserting more dominance and control over her and in their growing relationship.
I sat there, turning over all this in my mind before mom places a plate of pancakes in front of me and sits down next to Stanley at the opposite end of the table, who had just finished with his breakfast.
"Eat up, sweetheart. You'll need it for the test today."
"What time does it start?" Stanley asked.
"10:30."
"We should probably leave here around 10 o'clock, then," he replied.
"We?" I asked hesitantly.
"Stanley's coming with us," mom said to me. "He told me how happy and proud he was of you, so of course I told him he should be there when you pass."
My gaze shifted from her to Stanley, who smirked back at me.



"Plus, he did such an amazing job teaching you to drive, I knew he'd want to see all his hard work pay off," she continued, smiling wide at him.
"Just want to be as supportive as possible," he shrugged.
Mom placed her hand on his and squeezed. They held eye contact for a few seconds before both of them looked away. I ate a few bites of my pancake but I suddenly didn't have much of an appetite.
A little while later, the three of us left out the back door. Stanley turned his head as we walked down the driveway.
"I'll drive us," he told mom, holding out his hand for her keys.
She handed them to him and we all got in mom's car, me in the back and both of them up front.
"Are you nervous, sweetheart," mom asked me once we'd left.
"Kind of," I told her.
"Well, just try your best. That's all that matters."
"Yeah, don't sweat it, Kyle," Stanley said. "We'll just have ourselves another driving lesson or two if things don't work out today."
I saw him quickly glance at me in the rearview mirror, a small smirk on his face. It began to grow wider as he noticed my look of panic at the prospect of another encounter with Steve. I prayed I did ok.
Stanley's phone vibrated in his pocket and he answered it.
"Yo," he answered.
There was silence as the person on the other end spoke.
"Excellent," Stanley said. "Yeah, eight is perfect and it'll be for two."
The person on the other end said something before Stanley hung up, "Alright, thanks a lot man. Peace."
He tossed his phone into the cup holder.
"What was all that about," mom asked him.
"Well, I wanted it to be a surprise, but, fuck it. I'm taking you out next Saturday night."
"Taking me out?" mom asked, raising her eyebrows at him.
"Dinner and dancing, just me and you," he winked at her.
"That's so sweet but you don't have to do anything special, Stanley. It's nice just hanging out at the house."
"Aw, come on. It'll be a nice change of pace. When was the last time someone took you out to dinner instead of you cooking it for them, huh?"
Mom sat staring off, trying to remember the last time Tim had taken her out to dinner.
"You're right," she said eventually, realization heavy in her voice when she couldn't recall.
A smirk appeared on Stanley's face as he watched her frown in disappointment.
"I can't remember the last time Tim and I went out to dinner, or went out anywhere, for that matter. Not just the two of us."
"A gorgeous woman like you deserves to be taken out and shown off, don't you think? Besides, I made reservations at Urbane."
Mom's head turns toward him, her mouth hanging open in disbelief.
"Urbane? I've been dying to eat there for months. Tim always says he'll take me eventually but he hasn't yet. They book up weeks in advance, how did you manage to get reservations for next weekend?"
Stanley shrugged. "We supply a lot of their meat, so I made a call and pulled some strings to get a table for two at eight."
"That's incredible," mom said enthusiastically.
"It's no big deal," he replied with a false sense of modesty, a small, satisfied smile on his face. He turns and winks at her, while mom grins back at him.
"So, it's a date then?"
"Absolutely," she responds enthusiastically. "I can't wait!"
"Excellent," he said with a shit eating grin. He reaches out and places his right hand on her bare thigh, squeezing it firmly before his fingers start slowly stroking along the inside.
I look back and forth between them, uneasy with their behavior, as if they've forgotten I was in the car too. I feel alarmed by the prospect of Stanley taking her out. Not only because he referred to it as a date but also because of how eager mom was for him to wine and dine her, no doubt in part because of her burgeoning feelings for him.
We got to the DMV not too long later. I breathed in deeply as we got up to the counter.
"Good luck, sweetheart." Mom gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. "We'll be right here waiting for you when you're done. And remember, just do your best."
Stanley said nothing, only stood just behind my mother, the sneer on his face a reminder of what the consequences would be if my best wasn't good enough.
Ultimately, I did fairly well. My nerves were shot by the end of it all but I passed. When I came back into the DMV, I scanned the waiting room and spotted mom and Stanley in the corner.
They were leaning in close together, smiling and talking quietly. Stanley had his hand on her knee while mom had hers on his forearm. She noticed me out of the corner of her eye and stood up, a hesitant smile on her face.
I smiled back and nodded slightly, and she broke out in a wide grin.
"Congratulations, sweetheart! I'm so happy for you," she told me before wrapping me in a tight hug.
"I always knew you could do it," Stanley shot me a mocking smile behind mom's back.
"Well, he certainly couldn't have done it without you, Stanley. We're both so grateful for all of your help."
Stanley smiled down at her, "You know me, always the man to help out." He winked as she smiled back at him affectionately.
"That's exactly the kind of man you are," she told him soundly.
After receiving my license we piled back into the car to drive home.
"How does it feel to be able to drive now," mom asked me from the front.
I shrugged. "It's ok. I won't need you to take me everywhere like before."
"Mhm, you can go to tournaments on your own, drive yourself to the mall - "
"Apply for jobs in person," Stanley interjected.
"That's a good idea! I'm sure it'll be a lot easier to find a job now if you can go talk to the manager during the day while I'm working."
"Or they'll just turn me down to my face instead through an email," I said, a sour note in my voice.
"Aw, honey, you just need to keep at it. You'll find something eventually."
"There's always a spot for you down at the shop," Stanley said. He made eye contact with me in the rear view mirror and I felt my heart drop.
"You don't have to do that, Stanley," mom told him.
"It's no big deal. If he has trouble finding a job, we'll get him straightened out down there."
We made eye contact again, the implication in his gaze clear. There's no way I could handle working with him, it'd be the end of me.
"Well it's definitely something to consider, that's for sure," mom enthused.
"Yeah, we'll talk about it again if he hasn't found something in a couple of weeks," Stanley replied firmly, marking my deadline to find a job.
I had to force myself to control my breathing. I better start looking as soon as I get the chance.
Not too long later, we pulled onto our street.
"We'll have just enough time to swing by the airport to pick up Tim," mom said.
Parking the car, Stanley got out as mom headed around the front to take his place.
"I'm really looking forward to next weekend," mom said as she stopped in front of him.
"Me too," he responded. "Make sure to wear something killer. I want to feel how envious every other man is of me for having you as my date." He winked at her and she beamed back at him. I felt uneasy with him referring to her as his date.
"I'll see you soon, gorgeous." He winked at her again before heading next door.
I watched her smile at his retreating figure, before climbing into the driver's seat. We were quiet for the first few minutes on the way to the airport. Mom stared forward, lost in thought, a small smile on her face as she no doubt daydreamed about her evening with Stanley next weekend.
"Uh, mom?"
"Hmm?"
"Why did Stanley call you his date?" I asked her hesitantly.
She glanced at me, pulled from her reverie. "Oh, it's just a figure of speech," she dismissed. "You know Stanley and I are just friends."
"Yeah, but doesn't it seem kind of..."
"Kind of what?"
"Inappropriate," I finished after a second.
"Hardly. He didn't mean it that way. Like I said, it's just a figure of speech."
Of course I didn't believe her. But I left it alone, too afraid to push her about. I knew she would continue to maintain her relationship with Stanley was purely platonic, however, if she became suspicious of what I knew, there was always a chance she'd mention it to him, which I certainly didn't want.
She became silent again, and I assumed she had returned to thinking about Stanley for the rest of the drive.
-----------
Mom was on cloud nine in the week leading up to her date with Stanley. Even Tim noticed, inquiring about her jubilant mood.
"Just having a good week," she replied with a casual shrug of her shoulders and Tim readily accepted her simple explanation, which angered me. I badly wanted to just blurt out the real reason she was so happy, that she was going out with the twenty year old asshole from next door who she's been fucking.
I didn't, of course. Even my anger wasn't strong enough to override my fear of Stanley. If I wanted to avoid his wrath, I'd had to think carefully and find some creative way to get him out of our lives, no matter how much she liked to fuck him.
Speaking of, I could tell she was excited for her outing with Stanley. She snapchatted him quite a lot throughout the week, although she tried to be discreet about it. I even caught her browsing cocktail dresses online.
Early one morning, while Tim was in the shower, I was laying in bed, my door partially open, when I saw mom pass by on the way to her room. She was clutching a small, pink bag to her side. I could hear the closet door in her bedroom opening followed by a rustling noise that lasted about a minute. She crept back downstairs after shutting the closet door.
Curious, I searched through her closet later on in the day when she and Tim were finishing up dinner downstairs. At first I couldn't find anything. It took some digging, but I eventually found the Victoria's Secret bag carefully hidden toward the back.
Setting it down on the floor, I opened it and pulled out a tiny, black lace thong. I held it up, turning the small bit of fabric over. It seemed barely capable of covering her private area but I guess that was the point. The fact that she'd hidden it from Tim made it clear who she had intended to wear it for.
As I was placing the thing back into the small bag, I realized there had been no bra with it, which puzzled me. Did she already have one that matched? Or was it in a different bag that I missed?
The scraping of chairs from downstairs snapped me back to reality. I quickly placed the bag back where I had found it, shut the closet door, and headed to my room.
The day before Tim was supposed to leave on another work trip, I noticed mom was a bit quieter than she had been the whole week, not as joyous. I'd catch her looking at Tim randomly throughout the day.
Finally, early in the evening, she turned to him from her laptop at the desk in the living room.
"Tim, why don't we go out anymore?"
"What do you mean?" He looked up at her from his tablet. "We go out all the time."
"I meant out, like to dinner or the movies. We used to go all the time when we had started dating."
Tim set his tablet down next on the couch cushion beside him, thinking carefully.
"You know, it has been quite a while since we last did something. I guess I've just been so busy with work recently that we haven't kept up like we used to."
He paused, then said, "Well how about we go out tonight?"
"Really?" Excitement and surprise colored mom's voice.
"Yeah, it'll be a nice break and it really has been a long time since we went out."
"That sounds great! How about we try that new Thai place that opened up a few blocks away?"
"Hmmm," Tim said, frowning. "I don't know, Thai might be too much for me, sensitive stomach and all." He patted his abdomen as if to reinforce his point.
"I was actually thinking we'd go to Sammy's," he suggested.
Mom's face fell. "Sammy's? But we always go there."
"No, not always. We usually get the pizza as take out. We haven't been there in a while."
"But - "
"What do you say, Kyle? Up for going to Sammy's tonight?"
"Uh, sure," I answered from the kitchen table.
"Great, how about we head out around six then, yeah?"
Mom didn't answer as Tim picked up his tablet again. I could tell by the look on her face that Sammy's wasn't what she had in mind. Neither was me joining them. She was quiet on the ride over and ended up sulking throughout dinner, not saying much then or the rest of the night when we got home.
"Hmm, she must be on her period," I heard Tim say to himself as mom stalked upstairs.
The next day, she treated Tim with casual indifference, barely giving him more than a one syllable answer whenever he asked her something. Late in the afternoon, she drove him to the airport to catch his flight. He wasn't going to be away very long, only three days before he was back again.
As soon as she came home, she showered and began getting ready for her date with Stanley. I was in my room playing video games when I heard her phone ring. She answered it from her room and I paused the game to better hear her conversation.
"Hi, honey, how was your flight?"
Tim must've just gotten to the hotel.
"That's good, you going to get something to eat later?"
Silence as Tim spoke on the other end of the phone.
"Nope, I'm going to bed early tonight," she told him plainly. My heart sank hearing how plainly she lied to him.
"I'll talk to you tomorrow, goodnight."
As they hung up, I realized she hadn't said "I love you" like she normally did when saying goodbye, which made me nervous.
About an hour later, there was a knock at the front door, and my head turned toward the hallway as mom emerged from her room to answer it.
When she did, I very quickly realized why I had found no bra with the pair of panties she had hidden away in her closet.
As she passed by my open bedroom door, I saw she was wearing a backless maroon velvet dress. Form fitting against her body, the hem ended just above her knee, showing off her curvaceous figure and large, firm breasts. Her long blonde hair cascaded down her back and her black stiletto pumps added an extra five inches to her height.
Pausing my game, I got up and walked into the hallway. Creeping up against the wall outside my room, I peek around the corner and can see the front hall below just as she reaches the landing of the stairs.
Smoothing out her dress, she straightens her back and thrusts her chest forward before answering the door, a large smile on her face to greet Stanley on the other end. He had on dark slacks and a matching blazer, both of which were cut slim to show off his lean, muscular body, and the white dress shirt underneath had the first three buttons undone, showing off the top of his sculpted chest. Stepping over the threshold, his black dress shoes made a scuffling noise on hardwood floors of the hallway as he pivoted to face her.
"God damn," he said, his eyes raking over her body in admiration. "You look fucking incredible!"
"Thank you," she happily smiled up at him.
He held out his hand and she placed hers in his before he brought her arm up so she could twirl slowly for him. Letting out a deep breath, he eyed her hungrily as she turned about, showing off how well the dress hugged her body.
As she came to a stop and faced him again, he reached out and slid his large hands down the sides of her body, coming to a stop at her waist which he gripped tightly. Pulling her gently but firmly toward him, she threw her arms around his neck.
Stanley inclined his head, looking into her eyes.
"Miss me?" He asked, a grin on his face.
"More than you know," mom told him.
She leans in toward him but stops, turning her head to look up toward the second floor hallway. Pressed against the wall in the shadows of the dim light, she can't see me the way I can see them.
Assuring herself that they're alone, she turns back to Stanley and presses her lips against his. They kiss deeply and Stanley's hands move from her waist to her ass, squeezing her cheeks tightly as he pulls her body against his.
After a long kiss, Stanley rests his forehead against hers and they stare into each other's eyes.
"You ready to get the fuck out of here?"
"God, yes," she tells him with deep sincerity.
Leaning up, Stanley guides her through the front door by the small of her back, checking out her swaying ass as she walks in front.
I take a half step out into the hall as Stanley reaches out to grip the front door. Noticing me out of the corner of his eye, he turns his head and looks up at me. A large smirk stretches across his face as we make eye contact.
"Don't wait up," he tells me quietly, then begins to laugh as he shuts the door behind him.
I climb down the stairs and watch from a window in the living room, saddened, as he leads her to his truck, opening the door for her before getting in on the driver's side and taking off. I pace the living room, trying to wrap my mind around the fact that my mom was out on a date with the guy that bullied me.
I couldn't quite figure out why it bothered me so much. They had spent a lot of time together at our house, so it's not like that's anything new. Maybe that was it though. They had taken their relationship further by going out together. It was another move by Stanley to claim her, which seemed to be occurring rapidly. I had erroneously assumed mom wouldn't have been as easily win over as she actually had been, a testament to how much power Stanley held over her or how poor her relationship with Tim actually was. Possibly both.
Too antsy to sit around, I went up to my room to continue playing video games to pass the time. I had intended to wait up until they got home, despite what Stanley had told me, but laying on my bed in my darkened room for several hours led to me dozing off at some point.
I woke up to the glare of the television still on, the controller having slipped from my hand to the floor. Bleary eyed, I looked at the clock on my nightstand. It was half past one in the morning. I tried to remember if I had heard them come in, but I couldn't recall.
Getting up, I open my door quietly and peek out into the hall. Mom's door is open and the lights inside are off. I pad down to her room, her empty bed confirming that she hasn't returned from her date with Stanley yet.
Back in my room, I part the blinds of the window overlooking our driveway and the Pachis'. Gazing out, I see Stanley's truck parked in the driveway of his house next door, leaving me confused and wondering where they are.
Returning to the hall, I listen for any noises coming from some other part of the house. Hearing nothing but silence, I quietly descend the stairs and enter the living room.
I approach one of the windows on the side of the house. Tentatively, I take hold of the edge of the curtain and pull it back slightly to peer out.
Stanley's truck is in full view, and even though it's dark out, the street lamp provides just enough light for me to see him sitting in the driver' seat with his eyes closed and hands clasped behind his head, long legs spread wide as his large, erect cock sticks straight up out of his open fly while mom leans across the bench to slobber all over it.
Surprise fills me as I watch mom brazenly pleasure Stanley with her mouth in his truck, not quite able to believe they're doing something like this so out in the open. It's dark, sure, but he didn't pull his truck very far into the driveway, and the streetlight makes it easy enough for anyone passing by to see what they're doing if they look hard enough.
Yet, mom appears completely unconcerned by this, hungrily devouring his cock, his shaft disappearing into her mouth as she swiftly bobs up and down on it.
The depravity of the situation, how willing she is to pleasure him so openly, sends anguish through me, but also, arousal. My cock becomes rock hard, excited by her clear desire to submit to his cock when and where he pleases, uncaring who sees.



Just as I'm about to free my erection from my shorts, I notice that the windows on his truck are partially rolled down, allowing anyone passing by to hear them as well as see them.
My heart thuds in my chest, knowing that any one of our neighbors can give a cursory glance outside their home and learn what a slut my mother is for her twenty year old neighbor.
I grip the edges of the window and gently begin to pull, slowly sliding it open. The truck is close enough that I'm immediately greeted by the sounds of a wet, vigorous blowjob.
Pulling out my erection, I slowly start to jerk off, ashamed with myself for relishing that I get to witness them getting off together after the last few days of just listening to it.
"Fuck yeah," Stanley muttered, then opened his eyes before looked down at her. "Tell me how good that dick tastes."
Mom takes one long, final slurp of his firm, upright shaft before pulling off it.
"It's the best damn thing I've tasted all night," she tells him, out of breath.
Leaning in, she begins to lick along his pole which throbs as her tongue slides against it. Precum oozes out of his slit and her full lips gently close around his head to clean it up.
"Can't miss out on all that protein," Stanley tells her as he begins thrust up into her mouth, sighing heavily as her lips grip his shaft tightly as it disappears down her throat.
After a minute of face fucking, mom sits up, disengaging from his dick before she kicks off her shoes, sitting on her knees in order to better access his cock as she leans over his crotch and resumes emphatically pleasuring him. Stanley lets out a low, deep moan as she's able to take more of his thick meat into her mouth, her plump lips reaching the base of his shaft before gripping tightly and pulling back. Her head moves up and down in quick, steady movements as she skillfully stimulates his cock with her mouth and throat muscles.
"That's right, keep worshipping my giant dick you fucking slut," he instructs her firmly before delivering a strong smack to her ass.
Mom squeals in delight, sucking his cock harder and faster in clear excitement. Stanley's right hand roughly kneads her ass through her dress, eventually pulling the hem up to get underneath it.
With his shaft still filling her mouth, she lets out a series of high pitched moans and a smirk appears on his face as he presumably reaches her cunt. I can see him begin to thrust his hand back and forth underneath her dress as she parts her legs a bit to give him more room to finger her pussy.
Her ass starts to push back on his invading fingers and the blowjob she's giving becomes sloppier the deeper he pushes into her tunnel. The loud moans she's emitting are muffled by the hefty member stuffing her mouth full.
"So warm," he marvels. "And I love how wet you are for me. Needy little skank, aren't you?"
With his left hand, he takes her hair in his grip, pulling her off his shaft and up to his face. He sticks his tongue down her throat as his mouth quickly captures hers. She responds enthusiastically, receiving his tongue with her own and pushing back against it while writhing in pleasure from the sharp thrusting of his long, thick fingers in and out of her.
Their intense kiss breaks and she pants, "Please, I need your cock inside me. I need to feel your cock so bad, Stanley."
She gasps and shuts her eyes as his fingers push deep inside her and slowly probe around.
"Who does this pussy belong to?" There's a firmness in his voice when he asks this.
"You," she whispers in response.
"I said who does this pussy belong to?" He asks louder this time and with a tinge of anger.
"You, Stanley! My pussy belongs to you and only you!"
"That's fucking right it does, bitch, and I'll decide when you get the privilege of being violated by my cock! Understand?"
He pushes his fingers deep inside her again, holding them there to reinforce his point. Mom groans and nods her head.
"Answer me, cunt," Stanley yells, twisting his fingers around.
"Oh God! Yes, Stanley! My body is yours! Use me like the slut I am!"
He grins sadistically, and with his left hand still gripping her hair, he brings her head down to his crotch while thrusting upward, smearing his saliva covered cock along her face.
"Nasty fucking whore," he mutters, holding her head steady while slowly and purposefully grinding the underside of his fat dick against her nose and forehead several times.
Sitting back down, he opens his legs wider, then reaches into his pants to free his large balls from within. Bringing her head down to press against them, her tongue darts out of her mouth and she begins to lap at the large, fuzzy nutsack resting against her lips.
He continues to tenderly finger her pussy, encouraging her oral exploration of his scrotum with long, steady strokes deep within her folds.
"That's right, make sure you get all the sweat clinging to my fat nads."
Mom presses her face tightly against his hairy pouch, opening her mouth to suck on his nuts, her luscious lips encircling each one in order to bathe them with her tongue.
With her face buried in Stanley's crotch, mom's nose is pressed against the base of his erect cock, the shaft of which rests against the side of her face while her mouth provides his balls with a thorough cleaning.
"Aww yeah, you smell that shit? You smell where my cock and balls have been?"
Mom moans deeply, her mouth full of his furry nuts.
He chuckles while looking down at her. "Go ahead and take a whiff of that strong musk you love so much."
A beat of silence, then he says, "That's a good slut," as she presumably inhales the scent of his sweat soaked ballsack.
As mom continues to suck on his nuts, her head gently moves back and forth. Stanley's fingers are still buried inside her and they slowly explore deep within the tight walls that surround them.
"Fuuuuuck, your mouth and tongue feel so good! Bet you're getting a nice taste of all my ball sweat, huh?"
Mom answers him with a muffled murmur, her mouth full of his pouch.
"Go back to lapping at my nuts, run your tongue along them. Slowly."
She opens her mouth wide, freeing his ballsack. Looking up at him, she stares deep into his eyes before sticking her tongue out to start dragging it across his low hanging sack. Mom adopts a look of submission as her tongue finds the perfect rhythm to firmly massage his hairy balls.
"Feel how fucking full they are? Engorged from all my babies? I can't wait to unload them deep in your pussy."
His fingers begin to increase in speed and force as he plunders her hole relentlessly, excited by the prospect of flooding her tight tunnel with extensive amounts of his sperm.
Mom begins to whimper in response and he slowly withdraws from inside her.
"Take your fucking clothes off," he tells her in a husky voice.
She eagerly sits back on her behind, lifting her legs up so she can reach under her dress and slide her panties off.
Stanley kicks off his shoes before nimbly removing his pants and blazer, tossing both onto the floor of the passenger's seat. Mom gently peels off her dress, throwing it into the back seat. Stanley's eyes greedily take on her body as he scoots to the middle of the truck's bench.
After spreading his long legs wide, mom maneuvers herself onto his lap. With her knees braced on either side of his muscular, hairy thighs, she slowly sinks down onto his large cock.
Both of them let out moans of pleasure as his tool disappears inside her. Once she's fully impaled on his dick, she rotates her hips slightly, shutting her eyes and tilting her head back while getting a feel for the large tool penetrating her.
Stanley smirks in satisfaction as he watches her gently grind against his stiff cock, his fingers swiftly unbuttoning his dress shirt from the top down. Leaning forward, he pulls his arms from the sleeves before grasping the collar of the shirt.
Mom opens her eyes, watching him as he tosses the shirt aside. Sitting forward, her hands move immediately to his well defined chest, gripping his firm pecs. He smirks at her as she marvels at his powerful body, her hands squeezing and pressing against all the muscles she can find there.
He slowly begins to thrust his hips forward, pressing his large dick further up inside her. Mom lets out a gasp and her hands grip his shoulders.
Taking her que, the lower half of her body slowly starts to move up and down, pushing onto the heavy cock fitted tightly against the walls of her pussy as she starts to ride him earnestly.
As her ass descends onto his lap, Stanley thrusts up to meet it, causing her cheeks to smack loudly against his muscular thighs repeatedly, their bodies work in perfect in unison to fuck one another
I can hear their lustful pants over the wet slapping noises of their bodies colliding over and over. Stanley's big hands grip her hips tightly and he starts to use them to move mom's body more rapidly along his cock, making her cry out in pleasure.
The truck begins to rock in place, their clashing forms shaking the cab of the truck as they fuck in unabashed ferocity. Neither of them appear to care as they openly engage in torrid, public sex, their fierce coupling on display for anyone to easily witness. Something that's also apparent to Stanley.
"Christ, you're so wet. You like riding my dick out in the open?"
"Ugh, oh fuck, I do!"
"You want everyone to see how much of a slut you are for my big cock?"
"God yes, I want them all to know who own's this pussy, that it's yours to fuck whenever you want!"
Stanley delivers a hard slap to her ass, making it jiggle and causing mom to yelp in excitement.
"Fuck yes, they can watch you submit to me like the whore you are!" He slaps her ass again, even harder.
My cock pulses in my hand as I listen to my mother proudly submit to Stanley in front of the entire neighborhood. Her blatant willingness to whore herself out to him so publicly brings me close to cumming.
"Ride me harder you fucking skank, ride me harder," he shouts at her while delivering quick, successive whacks to her ass.
"Take my donkey dick you stupid slut, take it deep in your twat!"
Mom complies with his crude demands, arching her back in order to bounce harder on his cock while wailing in pain and pleasure as his large hands deliver blow after blow to her luscious ass and his degrading words wash over her.
"Oh God, Stanley, I love it! I love your big dick!"
Her large breasts sway back and forth as she tenaciously fucks herself on Stanley's cock. He takes notice of them, desire in his eyes as they swing back and forth right in front of his face.
He takes her right breast in his left hand and leans in, his mouth enclosing around her erect nipple. Mom squeals as he hungrily suckles at her tit and his right hand grips her other breast, squeezing it tightly while she continues to slam herself down onto his cock.
Mom's squeals become higher pitched, her head is thrown back and her eyes are squeezed shut as Stanley mauls her tits.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum," she babbles repeatedly as her bouncing starts to become even more fierce.
Stanley's hands return to her ass, gripping them tightly, as he pulls off her nipples with a loud slurp.
"Oh fuck yes, get ready to take my load, slut," he tells her. Tilting his head back, his mouth falls open and he begins to grunt as hands squeeze her ass cheeks, roughly pulling them down onto his shaft repeatedly.
Mom leans forward against his muscular chest, her face buried in his neck which muffles her cries of pleasure. Large shudders rack her body, indicating that she's cumming hard on his cock.
With a jolt, I empty my balls onto the living room floor, shooting rope after rope of cum onto the hardwood. I'm so aroused by mom's brazen and slutty public romp with Stanley that I end up having one of the most powerful orgasms I've had in a while.
Stanley's deep grunting turns into heavy pants as he finishes pumping her full of his sperm. He gives a couple of shallow final thrusts before laying back against the bench with a sigh.
Mom lays slumped against his chest, breathing deeply into his neck. Both of their bodies are covered in sweat from their rabid fucking in the warm cab of his truck.
After a few minutes of laying together, mom begins to nuzzle Stanley's neck, giving small, tender kisses. He slowly strokes her long blonde hair in encouragement, and she starts to lick at his neck, tasting the sweat coated there.
"Good way to end a date, huh?"
"Mmhmm," mom murmurs into the side of his neck. She pulls back to look him in the eye.
"It's the only way to end such a perfect date," she tells him. "You're such an amazing man, Stanley."
He grins at her and she presses her lips to his.
They kiss deeply, both of Stanley's hands lightly cup the sides of her face as he turns his head sideways in order to gently probe her mouth with his tongue. Mom slides her hands up his chest before taking a hold of his broad shoulder as she returns the kiss.
Their heavy, ardent tonguing lasts several minutes, lips locked tightly together as they softly moan into each other's mouths.
My flaccid penis hangs limply in my hand and a pool of cum lays before me. Struggling off my shirt, I kneel down to quickly wipe it up before returning to my feet.
Out in the truck, I see them break apart and Stanley gently lifts mom off of his lap before placing her on the bench beside him.
"There's some tissues in the glove box," he tells her. She opens it, removing a small packet of tissues from within. Stanley sits further in his seat, the lower half of his body splayed out in front of him.
"What a great fuck," he says as mom begins to clean the fluid leaking from her slit.
About a minute or so later, Stanley sits back up.
"I gotta take a wicked piss," he mutters. Throwing open the door, he steps out of the truck. Other than his dress socks, he's completely naked. His hefty, flaccid cock, shiny from their combined juices, dangles low as he ambles unhurriedly around the front of the truck, completely unconcerned with being seen naked in public.
Approaching the side of his house, he takes a wide's stance before he lets loose a stream of piss.
"Aww, fuck yeah," he sighs, contently. Mom giggles from inside of the car and he turns his head back toward her, a questioning smile on his face.
"What?"
"You're a savage," she tells him with a laugh.
"Damn right, ain't nothing civil about what we just did in there," he responds, gesturing toward the truck with his head. "I pillaged that pussy."
"I didn't mean it in a bad way," she says, reassuringly. "You actually look really sexy like that, pissing naked in public. It's so... primal, turns me on."
"Oh, yeah?" He finishes pissing, then turns around and starts waving his large dick at her.
"You like seeing how heavy I hang, huh?" He grinned stupidly at her while she smiled back.
"I could never get tired of seeing any part of you," she tells him as he strides toward her. Reaching the passenger side door, he places his hands on the half open window, leaning in to kiss her.
"Hand me my clothes," he tells her after they break apart. Mom complies and hands him each piece of clothing one by one.
Stanley takes his time getting dressed, indifferent to anyone seeing him doing so. Once he's fully dressed, she hands him his shoes before she reaches into the back seat for her dress. After slipping it and her shoes back on, she hops out of the truck and Stanley wraps her in his big arms.
He pushes her up against the side of the truck, kissing her deeply and hard. Mom moans into his mouth, her lips molding to his as she holds onto him tightly. They kiss like this for several minutes before he pulls away.
"I haven't had such a great time in I don't know how long," she says.
"I'm glad, you deserved it."
"I'm sad to be saying goodnight."
"Don't be, baby. You'll see me tomorrow."
He leans in to kiss her again and I take that as my cue to head upstairs. It's not long after I'm back in bed that I hear the front door open and close quietly, then soft steps on the stairs as mom creeps up to her room.
As I lay in bed, my mind turns over the date my mom just had with Stanley. It clearly went well, their raunchy sex in his truck was proof enough of that. But even afterward, she was very direct about her feelings about their night out as well as for him. The way she had delighted in how barbaric he was turned my stomach sour. She seems so enamored with him, even when he behaves in a crude and brutish manner. Hell, she admitted it aroused her, and now Stanley was using those same traits to win her over and edge Tim out of the picture.
I needed to do something. Stanley was moving fast. I couldn't do anything directly for fear of retribution. I just had to hope that an opportunity to make a subtle maneuver presented itself soon, before it's too late.
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My heavy breaths come out in quick huffs, the only sound in my otherwise quiet room. Light from the mid morning sun is filtered by the tightly shut blinds of my window, leaving the bedroom dimly lit. Lying in bed with the covers hastily pushed off, my morning wood tightly enclosed by my fist, I pump my shaft rapidly as images of mom riding Stanley in his truck the previous night flood my mind.
My head rolls back against the pillow as I arch my hips forward, roughly beating my stiff meat as I recall how her ass jiggled as it repeatedly slapped against Stanley's muscular thighs, his large hands tightly gripping her waist as he greedily sucked on the erect, pink nipple of her sizeable breasts.
God, they had been so sweaty by the end of it, the smell must have been amazing. I gasp and my cock throbs in my hand as I attempt to conceptualize the musky odor produced by their wet, colliding bodies during their raunchy, public fucking in the warm cab of his truck.
I feel the familiar strong tingling deep in my groin and know I'm close, pumping my shaft faster before I become overwhelmed with the incredible feeling of arousal as I unload all over my stomach.
My breathing becomes slow just as the last drop of cum falls onto the pool I made on my abdomen. Reaching toward the night table, I rip several tissues from the box that sits there and proceed to clean myself up.
I wasn't sure how much time had passed before I heard mom digging around in the hall closet just outside my room. Still laying in bed, I stare up at the ceiling while a strong sense of self-loathing washes over me, listening to mom sigh and curse to herself as she looks for something she clearly can't find.
Climbing out of bed, I open the door and walk into the hall to find her standing on her toes as she roots through the cloth bag that sits on the top shelf of the closet.
She turns her head toward me as I appear in her peripheral vision.
"Good morning, sweetheart," she says to me before turning forward again.
"Morning mom. What're you looking for?"
"Our beach towels. I thought they were in here but I guess not."
"Tim moved them to the closet in the front hall to make room for some of his stuff," I gesture toward the boxes on the bottom shelves.
Mom lets out an exasperated sigh. "Of course he did," she mutters. "Gotta make room for his collection of crap from college."
She steps back and shuts the doors.
"I think he moved them because we don't really use any of those towels a whole lot." I tried to come to his defense but she wasn't having any of it.
"Still would have been nice if he asked. Or at the very least told me."
Turning about face, she starts to march downstairs and I follow her, finally noticing the blue straps of her bikini peeking out from the collar of her oversized t-shirt.
"What do you need the beach towels for anyway?" I ask her.
"Stanley is taking me to the lake." She shoots me a big, excited smile as she approaches the front hall closet. "His family has a small cabin up there with its own dock and everything."
My heart sank in my chest.
"Wha... what? You just had dinner with him last night, and now you're off to his lake house together?"
"Uh-huh," she confirmed as she began looking for the beach towels. "I mentioned last night how I hadn't been to the beach this summer yet and he offered to take me up to the lake."
"And you decided on going up today?"
"Well the weathers supposed to be great so why not?"
"Guess that means you guys had a good time last night then?" I watch her carefully as she moves blankets and coats around in the closet.
"We did, the restaurant was fabulous. Stanley really knows how to treat a woman right." I didn't miss the implication that Tim didn't.
I caught the hint of a small, secretive smile on her face right before she pulled out two large towels from behind a large box. "Ugh, here they are. He really hid these fucking things."
Just then, I heard the sound of the back door opening.
"Yo, you almost ready to go, Julie?" Stanley shouted from the kitchen. That asshole had just strolled in without bothering to knock.
"Just about," she answered before shutting the door and heading toward the kitchen, me in tow.
Stanley stood by the back door, a bathing suit in place of the mesh shorts he normally wore, and Ray Bans perched on his face, obscuring any lethal gaze he might employ.
Mom scoops up her tote back as she clutches the towels under her left arm.
"We'll be back sometime tonight. There's leftovers for dinner in the fridge," she told me.
"You're gonna be gone the whole day?"
"Yeah, she is," Stanley answered for her, his face stony behind his sunglasses. "Your mom works hard all week, she's earned at least one day to enjoy herself, hasn't she, Kyle?"
Even though I couldn't see his eyes, the stern tone of his voice clued me in on what kind of gaze he'd be leveling me with if his sunglasses weren't obscuring his line of sight.
"Y.. yes, of course. I wasn't implying -"
"Speaking of working hard," he cut me off. "How's the job hunt coming?"
His sudden pivot to my search for employment makes me freeze up. I had been applying for jobs all week but had yet to receive so much as a rejection email from anywhere I had applied to.
Stanley took my silence as confirmation that it wasn't coming along well at all.
"Hmm, that's what I thought. Well seeing as your mom will be spending the whole day with me up at the lake, this'll be the perfect chance for you to use her car to look for a job, don't ya think?"
"Yeah, I guess so," I mutter, looking at my reflection in his sunglasses.
"Speak up when you answer me," he replies sternly, taking a step forward. "That's not a habit that will do you any favors in an interview."
I glance at mom and she inclines her head toward me, "He's right, sweetheart. You should learn how to speak properly when someone is addressing you."
Looking back at Stanley, a smirk stretches across his face, clearly taking pleasure in mom agreeing with him as well as the subsequent look of hurt on mine, which I see reflected in the lenses of his sunglasses.
"Make sure to remember that when you're out looking for a job today. I expect a rundown of how it all went when your mom and I get home tonight."
There was a sense of finality in his words, signaling the conversation was over.
"Let's go, Julie," he turned and headed out the back door, knowing she would follow.
"Good luck, sweetheart," mom told me before placing a quick peck on my cheek and following Stanley.
I stood in the kitchen, eyes watering as they left to spend the day together up at his lake cabin. The fact that she had agreed with him made my heart sink. I was losing her to that asshole more and more each day.
After standing around feeling sorry for myself, I went upstairs and showered before getting ready to spend the next several hours job hunting.
By late afternoon, I had driven to at least a dozen different businesses and spoke to whoever was in charge, yet all I had to show for my efforts were polite "Thank you for your interest," responses.
I slunk through the back door, despondent from such a fruitless day, and reheated leftover meatloaf from two nights ago. After eating, I stood at the sink, washing the plates and utensils, when I heard Stanley and mom coming up the driveway.
My breath hitched in my throat at the thought of reporting my failed job search to Stanley. They came in the back door, one after the other, smiles on their faces after spending the day together.
"Hello, sweetheart. How was your day?"
I paused as I took in her tanned complexion. She'd certainly made the most out of their trip to the lake.
"It was ok," I shrugged, returning to scrubbing the plate in my hands. "How was yours?"
"Oh, it was a great day, wasn't it, Julie?"
Glancing out of the corner of my eye, I see Stanley shoot mom a knowing grin as he plops down in Tim's chair.
"We had all sorts of fun in the sun," he continued, his smile growing wider as mom returned one of her own.
My mind immediately conjured up an image of their naked bodies intertwined on a beach towel in the sand, writhing furiously under the blue sky. A shiver went down my spine and I felt my dick begin to stiffen. I angled myself away from them as I continued washing dishes at the sink.
"How did your search for employment go, Kyle?"
I was hoping I'd luck out and he'd forget to ask, but clearly luck wasn't on my side today.
"Oh, it went alright," I told him vaguely. "I stopped by a lot of places throughout the day."
"And?" I could hear the expectation in his voice, unsatisfied with my evasiveness.
"And I put in a lot of applications. Talked to every manager on duty."
"But still no actual job," he stated plainly.
I let out a small sigh. "No."
"Did you at least get an interview?"
"Well, not exactly a formal one, but I did talk to a couple of managers for a while."
"So, that's a no then," he said flatly.
"Yeah," I reluctantly confirmed. "No one was hiring."
"That's ok, sweetheart," mom said in sympathy, stepping forward to pat me on the back. "You'll find the right job eventually, but I'm proud of you for putting yourself out there like that."
I turned my head and gave her a small smile before noticing Stanley smirking at me from his seat.
"Yeah, you never know what's around the corner," he told me, holding eye contact.
I swallowed and looked away, knowing what was around my corner if I didn't find a job and soon.
"Alright, it's time for me to get going," Stanley said as he stood up. He yawned and stretched, causing his tank top to ride up and reveal his toned stomach.
"You can't stay for a bit longer?" Mom frowned, disappointment coloring her voice.
"Nah, I gotta get up early for work tomorrow. Dad needs help with a particularly large order. Besides, I'm beat. You really wore me out today, you little sand bunny." He smirked at her and she smiled playfully back.
"I'll walk you out then," she told him. They left out the back as I switched off the water and reached for a dish rag to dry my hands.
Walking into the living room, I carefully looked out the window facing the driveway, watching as mom and Stanley came to a stop toward the end. They embraced, their mouths quickly finding each other as they kissed deeply, two lovers parting after a day spent together. After a minute, they pull away and Stanley rounds the corner before heading up the steps to his front door. Mom stared after him as he retreated, a dreamy, doe eyed look plastered across her tanned face the entire time.
-----------
The next day was largely free of Stanley. I had spent the morning sending out applications online and most of the afternoon on the couch, watching anime. By the time evening had rolled around and he still hadn't dropped by, I assumed he wouldn't be coming around, as Tim was due home the next day.
But shortly after six, the sound of the back door opening made me turn my head toward the kitchen from my spot on the couch in the living room. I could feel my entire body deflate as I watched Stanley shuffle into our house.
Mom, who was busy on her laptop, lit up when she saw him cross the threshold, and practically leapt from her seat at the nearby desk to greet him.
"Stanley," she greeted him enthusiastically, "how was work?"
"What a fucking day," he said in an exasperated voice, running a hand down his face. "Shit took so long."
She reached up and gave him a hug, which he reciprocated. The long, white sundress she was wearing stood out against her newly tanned complexion, and despite how much it flowed from the waist down, I still managed to catch a glimpse of his hand quickly cupping her ass as they embraced.
"Sorry it turned out so rough," she told him sympathetically, running her hand along his arm in a comforting way as they pulled apart.
"Eh, fuck it. My day's a lot better now that I'm here with you." He smirked and gave her a wink. Mom blushed and smiled back, delighted.
"Well, I'm about to check on dinner. It should be ready soon."
"Excellent. Grab me a beer while you're in there," he tossed over his shoulder as he strode into the living room.
He plopped down in the center of the couch opposite me, stretching before putting his feet up on the coffee table and crossing them at the ankles.
I frowned at the way he'd waltzed in and made himself comfortable, as if he owned the place, another sign of his intention to displace Tim in our home. The asshole hadn't even taken off his slides.
He looked up at the TV and sneered.
"The fuck are you watching?"
Before I could reply, mom came in carrying Stanley's beer. She'd started keeping his favorite brand stocked in our house, something which bugged me.
"Sweetheart, why don't you give Stanley the remote and let him watch something?"
Stanley shot me a grin as he took the bottle from mom.
I became flushed with anger and annoyance.
"Or he could go back to his own house and watch whatever he wants over there."
Stanley narrowed his eyes at me, but it was mom's heated response that caught my attention.
"Enough, Kyle! I didn't raise you to be so rude!"
"He's the rude one," I hurled back. "Strutting in here all cocky, putting his feet up all over the coffee table like a jerk."
"Stanley's our guest, and he's had a long, hard day at work, something you don't really know too much about, huh?"
I recoiled as if she'd slapped me, but she continued.
"Now you've been watching this damn show all afternoon, so maybe you could try being considerate of someone else for a change?"
Her words hung in the air as she looked at me expectantly. Without another word, I handed the remote to Stanley.
"Thank you," mom said and returned to the kitchen to check on dinner.
I fully expected Stanley to say something, but the cocky smile on his face as he flipped through different shows made it clear he thought mom had said enough for the both of them.
Eventually he settled on some obnoxious animated comedy, tossing the remote to the side before taking a long swig of beer. I slid further down into the couch, sulking as he laughed at the show's excessive gross out humor.
He belched loudly and scratched his balls with his free hand, any veneer of the polite behavior he used to maintain gone as he relaxed into his relationship with mom and his growing role as the man of our house.
Yet, mom was completely enamored, finding something in her relationship with him that was apparently lacking in the one she had with Tim. One that seemed to be disintegrating little by little.
Mom returned to the living room just then, announcing that dinner would be ready in about fifteen minutes. She curled up next to Stanley on the couch, and he immediately placed his hand on her thigh, almost as a reflex.
He squeezed it tightly for a second before beginning a slow, gentle stroke. Mom's hand came to rest on his bicep as she angled her body towards him. Their intimate behavior made me want to cry, especially since I couldn't remember the last time I saw her interact with Tim in the same manner.
They both laughed at some joke from the show and I got up from the couch before heading to my room, unable to watch them any longer.
I spent the next hour or so playing video games in my room. They didn't call me when dinner was ready and I didn't go down when I knew it would be. Even though I was mad at how mom had spoken to me, it still hurt that she'd chosen to have dinner alone with Stanley that night.
Eventually, my anger had faded enough that hunger got the best of me, and I opened the door to go downstairs and pilfer the leftovers. As I walked into the darkened hallway, I heard low giggles coming from downstairs.
Slowing down, I continued toward the landing while listening carefully. Mom giggled once more before speaking.
"Stanley, stop we can't," she said in a quiet but playful voice.
I heard the rustle of couch cushions followed by another round of giggles from mom. Sitting down on the top of the stairs, I slowly inch my way down step by step until I can just see through the archway into the living room.
Mom's sitting in Stanley's lap, her hand covering her mouth to try and stifle her laughter as his lips move along her neck in long sensual kisses. Her eyes are shut and her head is titled back to give him better access. Despite her hand covering her mouth, I can still see the content smile beneath it.
Stanley slowly kisses his way down to her chest, his right hand pushing the strap of her dress aside so he can free her left breast. He pulls back to gaze at it with a satisfied smirk, admiring the way her hard nipple protrudes from her golden lobe. It's then that I realize her tan extends to her breasts as well, meaning she probably spent the entire day at the lake without a top on.
I shudder and can feel my cock start to harden in my shorts. Stanley leans in and takes a long lick of her nipple, using the tip of his tongue to flick it repeatedly. Mom inhales sharply and grips both of his shoulders.
He takes several more long licks of her erect nipple before taking it into his mouth, moaning in pleasure as he begins relentlessly sucking on it. Mom's mouth opens slightly as his lips pull and tug her nipple as far into his mouth as he can get it.
"Oh... Stanley, we can't - "
She interrupts herself with a gasp as he bites down lightly on her nipple.
"Oh fuck," she murmurs, her nails digging into his shoulders as he assaults her breast.
"Stanley, we can't do this here," she finally manages to force out.
"Why not?" He murmurs into her chest. His left hand slides the other strap off her shoulder and he moves his mouth to her right breast as the cloth encasing it slips down.
"Because Kyle's right up stairs."
This does not deter him from taking her other nipple in his mouth to suck on, causing her breath to come out in shallow pants.
"Ugh, Stanley, please." She brings her hand to his head, gently pushing him off her breast.
"Let's go upstairs to your room then." I can hear the frustration in his voice.
"It's too early, he'll hear us."
"So what? Let him listen."
My dick jumps at Stanley's brazen suggestion and I can't deny how much it arouses me.
"I don't want him to hear us! It's too risky."
Despite the firm rejection in her voice, her face tells a different story as she fights the pleasure of Stanley continuing to alternatively lick her full breasts.
"Then let's go to my place," he suggests, still focusing on lapping at her nipples like a kid does with a lollipop.
"I don't know...," she said hesitantly.
I could tell how unsure she was, but whatever apprehension that appeared to be etched into her face vanished as Stanley's mouth enclosed around her right nipple, and soon she exuded nothing but the pleasure she was being given by his lips and tongue.
"Come on, I know you can feel how hard I am for you," he murmured against her breasts.
I can see him grind himself against her ass, which rests against his groin.
"Let me take you over to my place so you can scream as loud as you want while I fuck your brains out." He ended his suggestion by resuming suckling her tits, alternating between both of them.
Pushed beyond her limits and desperately needing his dick inside her, mom relents.
"Ok, let's go."
Stanley gives a triumphant smile as mom tucks her breasts back into her dress, slipping the straps back onto her shoulders. They untangle themselves and stand up. Mom grabs him by the hand and hurriedly leads him into the kitchen.
"Fuck yeah," he says as he follows her, his eyes trained on her ass while his erection pushes against the fabric of his mess shorts, bulging out in front of him.
They disappear from my line of sight and I hear the back door open and shut a few seconds later. Alone, I sit in the abrupt silence that has just enveloped the house, my cock twitching in my shorts.



The fact that she'd been so desperate to get his dick inside her that she couldn't even wait a few hours to bring him up to her room had left me both aroused and worried. Her craving for him, in sexual as well as non-sexual ways, appears to increase every day.
As my erection begins to subside, I stand up and make my way to the kitchen, stopping when I come upon the table, still strewn with their dirty dishes in addition to the leftover food. Even when eating without me, I was still expected to clean everything up.
I shake my head and make myself a plate of what was left over. It's about an hour later, when I'm just finishing up washing all the dishes, that mom returns.
My head turns to the side just as she walks in through the back door.
"Hello, sweetheart," she greets me, her anger over our confrontation earlier having apparently dissipated, no doubt a result of Stanley pounding her for the past sixty minutes.
"Hey, mom," I reply as she stops by the counter. Glancing at her, I sense no indication of what she had been doing the last hour other than her hair, which was pulled back into a messy bun.
"You finished what was left of dinner?"
"Mhm," I nodded my head.
"Good, good...," she trails off.
A minute of silence passes and I continue to focus on finishing up washing the dishes. Eventually, she addresses me again.
"Listen, I'm sorry about earlier. I didn't mean what I said. It just upsets me to see you behave that way because I know I taught you to be polite, especially to those who are guests in our home."
I place the last plate onto the rack next to the sink and turn off the faucet, drying my hands with a dish towel.
"I know, sometimes I just lose my temper is all," I tell her while staring at the floor.
I so badly wanted to tell her all about how horrible Stanley was, but after she'd defended him today, I wondered if she'd even believe me. Are her feelings for him strong enough to blind her to any criticism of his personality or is he just that good of a manipulator so as to appear as if there isn't anything to criticize at all?
"That's understandable, but it still isn't an excuse for your behavior. Next time, try talking to Stanley if he does something that bothers you. He's an amiable person, I'm sure he'd be open to what you have to say."
I knew that certainly wasn't true. He might act good natured and open in front of her, but there'd be hell to pay for challenging his authority.
"Ok, mom," I appease her, hoping to just make up and put this behind us. We didn't fight often and when we did, it always bothers me until we reconcile.
"That's my good boy," she breaks out in a wide grin and opens her arms for a hug. When we embrace, I catch a hint of the musky scent of sex that still clings to her from her recent entanglement with Stanley.
We pull away and she tucks a loose strand of hair behind her ear.
"Sorry, I'm all sweaty from my walk with Stanley," she says. "I think I'm going to shower. Thank you for taking care of the dishes, I really appreciate it."
Mom heads upstairs while I dry the dishes and put them away. I hear the sound of the shower running as I climb the steps, stopping as I pass the partially closed door of her bedroom.
The clothing she wore today is piled on the floor inside, and what I had just barely glimpsed on top catches my attention. Turning my head toward the bathroom door, I pause for several seconds before making a decision and slipping inside her room.
Taking a few steps in, I bend down and examine her clothing, confirming what I had seen from the hallway. On top of her dress was the light blue satin panties she had been wearing. In the center was a large, thick pool of Stanley's cum, no doubt mixed with mom's own juices, having leaked out of her after leaving his place full of his sperm.
Hesitantly, I reached out and used my fingertips to pick up her panties by the sides. Standing back up, I bring them to my nose, inhaling the strong scent of their mixed fluids, realizing it had probably been collecting there the entire time she'd been talking to me.
I exhale sharply as I feel my cock become rock hard. I had gone from being flaccid to completely aroused in seconds, and it hit me so strongly that I think nothing of what I do next.
Hurriedly, I unbutton my shorts and pull out my erect cock, wrapping it in my mom's cum laden panties. I breathe heavily, my dick straining in my fist as I pump my shaft, using their warm fluids as lube to jack off.
I don't realize how much cum is in her panties until I feel it spread out across my cock. The thought that what Stanley had very recently pumped inside my mom, and had mixed with her own juices, was now smeared all over my erection only turns me on even more.
The smoothness of her satin panties and the warm feeling of their cum sliding along my shaft only further heightens my arousal, and after a minute of furiously jerking my cock, I feel my orgasm beginning to approach.
With a few last pumps of my fist, I feel myself begin to shoot, and I bring my hand up towards the head of my cock, catching all of my cum in the panties that I gripped tightly.
Breathing heavily, I give one final jerk of my deflating cock to ensure that no semen remains before gently returning them to where they were found.
I made a hasty retreat to my room, shutting myself inside. Crawling under the covers, I bury my face in the pillow as the shame of what I had just done washes over me, greater than I'd ever felt it before.
-----------
It was late in the afternoon and I carefully maneuvered the car into the right lane before slowing down to take the exit. I let out a breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding once I'm finally off the freeway.
This was only my second time driving on it, the first being over a week ago when I'd been tasked with picking Tim up from the airport. I had left earlier than I really needed to, knowing how slow I'd probably end up going while on the way there. This time, however, I'd managed to drive a bit faster when taking him to be dropped off. He'd needled me that he didn't want to get there too late, so I reluctantly pushed myself to press down on the pedal just a little more.
Now that I was back on regular city streets, I relaxed a little bit. The freeway might freak me out, but I'd gotten used to driving around the city. Mostly.
I had spent enough time driving around applying for jobs and talking to managers that my fear had dissipated quite a bit. Despite trying my hardest, I still hadn't managed to find another job, something that brought about an immediate surge of anxiety. I was past the two week deadline Stanley had set for me to find employment. With Tim being home, Stanley hadn't been around to say anything about it. But having just dropped him off at the airport for another week away, I fully expected Stanley to revisit the idea of me working in his dad's deli and butcher shop, the thought of which tore at my insides with anguish.
The worst part was, I knew mom would agree with Stanley if he suggested such a thing again. She had been pretty open minded about the prospect when he had brought it up several weeks ago, and now she's even more under his spell than she had been then.
The entire time that Tim had been back, she snapped him constantly. He'd even come over while Tim was still asleep or in the shower just to flirt with her. I came downstairs one morning a couple days after Tim had gotten home and found mom and Stanley standing close together in the back doorway.
Stanley had evidently just finished a workout, his shirtless torso covered in a light layer of sweat. From the angle of their bodies, it was clear they were flirting heavily. Mom's eyes wandered along his sculpted chest as he leaned against the door frame.
They were close enough that they could have easily kissed, and they might have, but the flushing of the toilet from upstairs signaled that Tim had awakened and they quickly parted. But they continued to daringly flirt with one another throughout the week, right under Tim's nose. Stanley seemed to enjoy pushing mom's boundaries, treating it almost like a game which she happily played.
The more enraptured they became with one another, the more her relationship with Tim appeared to sour. She was short with him more often than she used to be, becoming annoyed by habits and traits that never used to bother her that much before.
They fought more frequently as well, about the wedding, his constant traveling, their future. None of it led to a huge blowout or anything, but there's no denying that the splinter in their relationship was growing, and that Stanley was the primary cause.
I pulled the car into the driveway and breathed a sigh of relief once it was in park. Getting out, I climbed up the stairs and entered the back door, fully expecting to see Stanley's shit eating grin as he sat at the table while mom prepared dinner.
To my surprise, he was nowhere to be found, and neither was she. Odd, as it was late in the evening when she normally would be starting on dinner. I stopped and listened carefully, half expecting to hear the excited noises of passionate sex coming from upstairs, but the house was silent.
Walking through the kitchen and living room, I climbed the stairs on my way up to my room. At the top of the landing, I could see the door to mom's bedroom on the left was shut, and headed right toward mine. After taking a few steps, I heard mom's door open behind me, and turned to greet her.
I froze, my eyes going wide, as Stanley stood in the doorway of mom's bedroom, completely naked. My eyes shifted from his hulking form to the bed behind him, on which I could see mom asleep on her stomach, the sheets covering her naked body from the waist down.
My gaze returned to Stanley, and as we made eye contact, a sadistic smile slowly spread across his face. He held his index finger up to his mouth, indicating silence so as to not wake my sleeping mother, then chuckled darkly as he strode forward.
I stood motionless from shock as Stanley struts down the hall toward me, his flaccid cock dangling heavily in front of him, perfectly at ease in what he clearly sees as his domain.
He stops in front of me, giving me an expectant look as I block his path. I can smell the strong musky scent radiating off him, produced from the fervent sex he no doubt had with my mother the moment Tim and I left for the airport. Withering under his dark stare, I break eye contact and shuffle aside, a smirk appearing on his face as he continues past me.
Entering the bathroom, he doesn't even bother to shut the door as he starts to take a piss, his stream creating a loud and heavy splash as he relieves himself. After finishing, he lumbers back out into the hall, leaving the toilet unflushed, another sign of confidence as the dominant male in our home.
"I left before you got home, understood?" He looked at me with a hard edge in his gaze.
I nodded, "Yeah, I understand."
"Good, now go to your room like a good little boy and wait for mommy to wake up."
He sauntered back into mom's room as I turned around and headed to mine in a daze. A few minutes later, I heard him quietly shut mom's door before leaving.
I sat absentmindedly on my bed, replaying the last few minutes repeatedly in my head. The way mom had looked when I saw her in bed, passed out with her hair mussed and her mouth hanging half open, had me imagining the fierce dicking down she must've received from Stanley while I was taking Tim to the airport.
Once again, I found myself with my erection in hand, beating it furiously while picturing my bully fucking my mother intensely after a week and half of pent up sexual frustration. It took barely a minute for me to blow my load, spewing cum all over the lower half of my stomach.
After cleaning up, I pushed my shame down as best I could, right alongside the panic of catching Stanley's bold exhibition of his relationship with my mom.
Queuing up my switch, I become engrossed in playing a game, which is what mom found doing when she emerged from her bedroom an hour later.
Hitting pause, I face her as she stands in the doorway of my room, now fully dressed.
"Hello, sweetheart," she greets me.
"Hey mom, you just get up?"
"Yeah, I was feeling kind of tired and went to lie down. I ended up falling asleep for longer than I expected."
"I figured as much when you weren't cooking when I got back."
"Sorry about that. Did you eat yet?"
"Not yet, I was going to heat up some leftovers in a bit."
"How about we order a pizza instead?"
"Sounds good."
She turned to leave and I resumed playing my game. I didn't mention seeing Stanley emerge from her bedroom earlier nor did she seem at all concerned that I had. His remark about me arriving home after he'd left had me pondering how far he was taking his manipulation of her and what he had planned.
We had dinner together when the pizza arrived, and I spent the rest of the evening playing video games in my room before going to bed.
However, something startled me awake just after one in the morning. I thought for a second that I'd dreamt it and groggily sat up to check on my suspicions of what it was.
Cracking open my door, I stuck my head out into the hallway. It was dark and empty, and I eased the door open far enough to slip through. Tip toeing down toward mom's room, I got close enough to hear the heavy breathing accompanying the smacking of bodies from behind her door.
My cock quickly expanded as I listened to the desperate gasps of pleasure escape from my mom's mouth as she received her second pounding within a twelve hour span from Stanley.
His light grunts joined her barely concealed gasps as he fed her his thick meat, their interlocked bodies rustling against the sheets. I freed my erection to rub one out while listening to the soft noises of passionate sex.
After cumming on the floor and cleaning it up, I crept back to bed, leaving Stanley to continue fucking my mother.
-----------
The next day was largely spent driving around applying for jobs, partly to avoid Stanley, but it never amounted to anything.
At dinner that night, the conversation I had been dreading had finally come up. I had sat in my chair, eyes cast down on my plate while I ate, studiously avoiding any glance in Stanley's direction at the opposite end of the table. Not that he would have even noticed, he and mom were completely preoccupied with one another, leaning in close to talk and flirt while they were eating.
After half an hour, I thought I could slip away unnoticed and avoid any contact entirely. But before I could make a move, Stanley addressed me from the opposite end of the table.
"So, Kyle," he began. My heart seized in my chest and I froze.
"I think it's time we start talking about finding a place for you down at the shop."
I slowly raised my eyes to look at him across the table. He sat back in Tim's chair, both hands placed on the table as he stared me down, a slight smirk stretched across his face. Mom sat next to him, one hand gently caressing his forearm while the other held a glass of red wine that she occasionally sipped.
It was the first time we'd made eye contact since yesterday, and I squirmed under his gaze, reminded of how he'd asserted his dominance.
"Since you haven't found any work in the time frame I gave you, correct?" He continued when I didn't respond.
"Um, I - I," I stuttered, my heart racing. His gaze felt like it was penetrating my soul. I could tell he was enjoying watching me sweat, all a part of the sick game he was playing by taking control in our home.
"You, you?" He lightly mocked, raising his eyebrows.
I broke my gaze, shifting my eyes back down to my empty plate.
"It's settled then. We'll put you to work down at the shop. Real work too. Not that shit you were doing with the ice cream. Help make a man out of you, like it did me."
I looked back up at him and he had his hands clasped behind his head, showing off his muscular biceps, long legs wide open and stretched out in front of him.
Mom looked at him in open admiration. She's enjoying this, I realized. She actually likes that he's taking a commanding presence in our lives.
"Mom?" I asked questioningly. Her head swiveled from him to me and I could see her eyes were glazed over from the wine.
"It'll be a good experience for you, sweetheart. You'll build lots of character working a job like that. I trust Stanley to watch over you. We're lucky he's around to offer you a good opportunity like this, don't you think?"
She smiled widely at him, and he smiled back, pleased to have her agreeing with him so ardently. It felt like my heart was breaking into pieces.
"Good, you'll come in with me for my next shift in a few days," he said, his smirk returning as he looked at me while standing.
"Sounds like a plan," mom agreed, rising alongside him.
"Excellent," he grinned while casually looping his arm around her shoulder to guide her to the living room.
"Oh, when you're done with the dishes, bring me a beer on your way upstairs, Kyle," he called back.
I could feel the tears burning behind my eyes, and I let them fall while I did the dishes, the sound of the running water covering up my sniffles. I couldn't tell what I was more upset about, working with Stanley or how mom had so readily agreed with them. By this point, I didn't know if there really was anything he'd tell her to do that she wouldn't agree to.
After finishing up the dishes, I brought Stanley his beer before heading to my room. He and mom were watching TV together, his feet propped up on the coffee table and his left arm casually draped around her shoulder. Mom was curled up next to him, her body leaning against his as they laughed at something on screen.
I silently handed him his beer before quietly disappearing up the stairs. Shutting the door behind me, I shucked my clothes and crawled under the covers of my bed in my underwear. With my head buried in my pillow, I laid in the dark as a storm of misery roiled within.
Stanley fucked mom hard that night. I could faintly hear the rough slapping of their bodies in time with his heavy, gruff grunts from down the hall. I tried to ignore them at first, as well as my stiffening cock, but eventually the sound of a smack followed by a small yelp of pain mixed with pleasure reluctantly drove me from bed.
With my cock straining against my underwear, I crept down the hall toward mom's closed bedroom door, becoming more aroused as I began to make out the sounds her barely contained gasps and groans of excitement.
I massaged my erection through my underwear, feeling it jerk once he started speaking to her.
"Enjoying my dick, bitch?" he spit out, making a poor attempt at keeping his voice quiet.
"God yes, I love it!" mom told him in response, somehow managing to keep her voice quiet enough despite the severe pounding she was receiving.
"Of course you do, whores always need a big dick inside them."
"Ohhh, I do, I need it so bad, Stanley. You fuck me like a man should!"
"Fuck yeah, I love when my sluts know how good this dick is."
"It's fucking amazing! You're a god on Earth, Stanley!"
Sincerity was heavy in her voice, and I could tell that, at least in this moment, she truly believed what she was saying. Her reaction to his derogatory comments by praising his prowess as a lover makes my cock jump and I yank it out of my underwear to begin pumping.
"Then you better worship me like one, skank!"
There was another loud smack and again mom moaned in pain and pleasure, this time less quietly than she had before.
"Always, Stanley. I'm yours to use forever!"
"That's right, cunt, you belong to me!"
I could hear him smack her several more times and her yelp in response, their capacity to remain quiet diminishing rapidly as their sex grew in passion.



I furiously jerked my cock, listening as Stanley continuously hurled insult after insult at mom while she praised him and stroked his ego in return.
"Fuck, I'm about to shoot my load," Stanley grunted.
"Yes, give it to me, fill me up with your seed," mom pleaded in response.
I hit my climax just as they did, breathlessly cumming on the floor while Stanley's hips slapped heavily against mom's skin as he pumped his sperm into her with a dull roar.
Not taking much time to recover, I stepped out of my underwear and used it to mop up the puddle of cum at my feet while the sounds of lips smacking together echoed from inside mom's room.
Hurrying quietly down the hall, I toss my soaked underwear into the hamper before sliding on a new pair and crawling into bed, too exhausted to reflect on how indiscreet mom and Stanley had been tonight.
-----------
I spent the next morning in bed, wallowing in misery. If I was being strong armed into working with Stanley down at his dad's butcher and deli shop, then I was allowing myself the courtesy of doing nothing all day, everyday until it began.
However, just after noon, I heard my phone vibrate on the nightstand. Turning over, I reached out and lifted it up, not recognizing the number that was calling.
"Hello?" I answered blearily.
"Yes, hi, I'm trying to reach Kyle Finnegan."
"I'm Kyle Finnegan," I told the man on the other end.
"Good afternoon, Kyle. My name is Andrew Fraser, I'm the assistant manager at Office Depot. I'm reaching out to you about an application you submitted for an Associate position."
I bolted upright, suddenly alert with energy.
"I'd like to set up an interview for tomorrow if you're available?" He continued.
"I am, I'm completely available," I said, without hesitation.
"Would two o'clock work for you?"
"Yes, two is perfect!" I could barely contain my enthusiasm.
"Ok, just ask for me at customer service and they'll let me know you've arrived. I'll see you tomorrow."
"Thank you so much!"
I hung up the phone before tossing it on the bed and letting out a shout of delight. It was as if the sun finally broke through a cluster of dark clouds. The prospect of not having to work with Stanley filled me with a renewed sense of energy and joy.
Flinging the covers off, I leapt out of bed, tore open the door, and hurried down the stairs to tell mom the good news. But when I entered the living room, I found it empty.
I stood in the middle of the room puzzled. It was a weekday, and she should be down here working, unless she was on her lunch break, but the kitchen was empty also.
Peeking out the living room window, I can see her car still in the driveway, so she hasn't gone out somewhere.
Moving into the kitchen, I come to a stop by the sink and look out the window into the backyard, which is also empty. Part of me expected to find her talking to Stanley, who usually works out around this time.
But despite the garage door being wide open, no one appeared to be inside, although I can't quite tell for sure from the angle of my view. I venture out back, padding down our driveway and then up the Pachis', keeping my eyes and ears open for mom.
Approaching the garage, I confirm that it's empty except for the various work out equipment. I stood there puzzled for a moment as to where she could be before turning around to head back home.
Glancing at the Pachis' back door, I freeze, suddenly recalling their tryst at his house over a week ago after messing around on our couch first.
I stood there for a minute, contemplating whether or not they're in there now, and if I should check or not. Eventually, my curiosity gets the better of me, and I slowly make my way up the Pachis' back porch.
Pausing outside the door, I grip the handle and gently turn it, easing the door open a few inches. Immediately I'm greeted by the sounds of intense and passionate sex coming from somewhere inside.
Feeling a sharp jerk from my cock, I push open the door a bit more, just enough to peer into the house. On the other side of the kitchen, opposite the back door, I can see through the archway directly into the living room, where mom is naked and bent over the arm of a couch while Stanley pounds into her from behind.
Facing away from me, I watch as Stanley's hairy ass moves back and forth rapidly as his hips slam into mom's round and luscious ass cheeks which ripple in time with the slapping sounds made by their colliding bodies.
My breathing hitches in excitement and my cock slowly starts to become erect as I watch them fornicate like animals. Their lust filled cries of pleasure echo throughout the house as they fuck with abandon, two people completely uninhibited by the thought that no one else is present to hear or see them succumbing to their carnal desire for one another by engaging in lewd and vulgar sex.
Now completely aroused, I began massaging my erection through my pajama bottoms. My cock jumps in response, reminding of how long it's been since I've gotten to watch them fuck like this.
In front of me, Stanley's low hanging balls, big and fuzzy, swing back and forth as he violates my mother with quick, sharp thrusts of his huge dick.
"UGH, UGH, UGH, UGH, UGH," she repeats in desperate, high pitched shrieks as he breaches her from behind.
She grips the couch cushions tightly in a determined effort to maintain her current position bent over the arm of the couch, her back arched so her ass slopes upward to present Stanley with the perfect view of her soft, creamy cheeks as he pummels her pussy, stretching her tight walls with his thick shaft.
"Fuck, such a nasty little slut," Stanley utters deeply, a touch of venom in his voice.
He places his large left hand on mom's shoulder, sliding it down her back before coming to a rest on her left ass cheek which he crushes with a strong grip.
It's only then that I finally notice the phone in his right hand. I was so enraptured by their lewd rutting, that I completely missed it before. Now aware, I can see he has it aimed down at mom's ass, recording his long, rigid cock disappearing inside her over and over.
"UGH, YES, USE ME LIKE THE WHORE THAT I AM!" Mom screams at him in response.
Using the back of his hand, Stanley delivers a sharp smack to her ass, causing mom to cry out.
"Did I say you could speak, you stupid bitch?"
Grabbing a fistful of her long, blonde hair, Stanley pulls her head roughly back towards him, pausing his assault on her pussy.
"Remember who owns your skanky ass before you speak without permission!"
He releases her with a rough shove forward and she barely has time to catch herself before he resumes fucking her, this time with more intensity and power than before.
"Worthless fucking cunt!"
He smacks her ass several more times in anger, almost as a punishment.
His hips jab forward in quick, powerful strokes as he shoves his dick deep inside her, grunting heavily through clenched teeth with every thrust. Mom eagerly begins to push back against his invading cock once she regains her bearings, clearly excited by the rough treatment she's receiving from him, causing her large breasts to sway underneath her.
Stanley continues to film their sordid encounter on his phone, capturing his pelvis slamming harshly into her plump rear end as he uses her for his own pleasure. The wet smacking noise created by his hips meeting her ass repeatedly is almost drowned out by mom's high pitched wails of pleasure.
"God fucking damn, it's so wet," Stanley says in disbelief. "You love being roughed up like a cheap slut, don't you?"
"I do, I fucking love it!" She responds earnestly.
"Good girl. Fuck, I can't wait to show all my friends how I turned Kyle Finnegan's mom into my own personal whore."
I gasp, and feel my cock give a sharp jerk just as a shiver racks mom's body. She only moans in response.
"Who's pussy is this?"
"It's yours, Stanley! My pussy is yours!" She declares without hesitation.
He laughs with dark, twisted pleasure, reveling in the power he holds over her.
"Maybe if they ask nicely, I'll let them run a train on you," he ponders aloud. "Does that sound good to my little slut?"
"Yes, I'll do whatever you want. My body belongs to you!"
My dick is so hard, it could cut glass. The thought of Stanley letting his douchebag friends use my mother the way he does sends burning shame and sharp arousal coursing through my blood. He truly does own her. I stuff my hand down my pajama bottoms, grabbing my erection to start jerking it.
"Or maybe I'll just post this on PornHub instead, let the whole world watch you getting fucked like the nasty, cheating skank you are."
The threatening tone in his voice is crystal clear, yet that does not deter mom in the slightest from heartily agreeing with him.
"Do it, let me all see that I'm yours, that I'm your filthy whore!"
"Fuck yes, you're finally learning your place," Stanley tells her with lust filled excitement in his voice.
From my angle I can see mom's head bent down, eyes shut and mouth wide open, barely able to withstand the pleasure of being penetrated by his large cock and vulgar words.
"You love my cock that much, huh, slut?"
"God, yes, it's perfect. So big and thick!"
"Bigger than your limp dick fiancé?"
"Much bigger, he isn't half the man you are."
"Say it again, cunt!"
"He's nothing compared to you! You're a real man, Stanley!"
"That's fucking right!"
For the next few minutes, they fornicate like dogs in heat. Mom grinds her round ass against Stanley's pelvis, seeking as much of his big dick as she can get, which he's more than happy to oblige her with, shoving his cock so deep inside her that his bushy pubes rake against her pussy lips. All the while he's capturing their sordid mating on film, his phone aimed at where both of their bodies meet in erotic bliss.
"Holy shit, I'm about to cum," mom says suddenly.
"Fuck yeah, I love when you cream all over my dick."
Stanley begins excitedly thrusting into her even harder, forcing squeals of delight from mom.
"Oh God," she somehow manages to utter.
He raises his left hand and begins slapping her ass, driving it against her cheeks so hard, red marks immediately begin appearing along her alabaster skin.
"Scream for me, cunt, scream for me," he shouts while beating her ass with the strength of a father disciplining his child.
Mom screams in a mixture of pain and pleasure as an orgasm rockets through her, the look on her face a clear indication that she loves everything about what she's experiencing, from Stanley's cock pushing deep inside her to his large hands cracking against the delicate skin of her ass.
"Fuuuck, I can feel your pussy milking my dick!"
Stanley stops the recording, then tosses his phone onto the other couch before grabbing mom's ass with both of his hands.
"Get ready to feel my cum flood your tunnel," he tells her, pulling her ass roughly back to meet his pelvis as he thrusts forward.
"Yes, Stanley, give me your babies!"
"Here they come, ahh they're about to move in to their new home. UGHHHH," he grunts loudly as he begins unloading inside my mother.
He gives several deep jabs before pushing as far inside her as he can go. Closing his eyes, he tilts his head back slightly as his mouth falls open.
"Oh, fuck," he mutters, breathing deeply as he seeds mom's pussy.
"UGH," mom lets out a sharp moan, arching her back even more as she savors the feeling of Stanley pumping her full of copious amounts of his thick sperm.
They stay like this for the next few minutes as they come down from their respective orgasms, their bodies joined together by each of their sexes.
Eventually, Stanley slowly withdraws from inside mom, his half hard dick completely covered in fluid as he eases it out of her, cum trailing out from between her glistening pussy lips.
Kneeling down, Stanley uses his index finger to scoop up the cum dripping down her ass before pushing it back inside her.
Mom gasps as Stanley inserts his finger into her pussy. He probes around inside her, forcing moans from her mouth. Eventually, he pulls his finger out and quickly replaces it with his mouth.
Just before his lips touch hers, I see his tongue dart out, seeking to search around inside her just like his finger did.
Mom groans in response, pushing back to meet his invading tongue. Stanley takes both of her ass cheeks in his big hands, squeezing and kneading them tightly as he explores her hole with his tongue.
I watch in rapt attention as Stanley delves into the same tunnel he just finished filling with his cum, making deep slurping noises as his mouth moves with purpose against mom's folds.
It takes me almost a minute to work out exactly what he's doing, and when I do, I nearly bust in my pajama bottoms. With a sharp inhale, I finally realize he's collecting all the cum he just dumped inside her.
When he stands back up and leans over mom's bent over body to press his mouth to hers, I actually do bust in pajamas, the sight of mom willingly accepting cum from Stanley's mouth sending me over the edge.
Gripping the door frame with my left hand, I hold on tight as I squirt all over the inside of my underwear while watching Stanley feed mom the same cum he just collected from inside her.
As my orgasm winds down, I become acutely aware that I'm standing at the back door of Stanley's house watching him and my mom pass his load back and forth while fresh cum soaks through the front of my underwear and pajama bottoms.
I begin to shut the door as slowly and quietly as possible. Neither Stanley or mom take notice, both of them too caught up in moaning into one another's mouth as they continue to swap his cum.
The door shuts with a soft click, and I silently hurry down the stairs before speed walking down the Pachis' driveway and up ours.
Once inside the house, I head upstairs, stripping off my pajama bottoms and underwear once I'm inside my room. My now flaccid cock as well as my groin are covered in cum and I grab a handful of tissues to clean myself off after burying my clothes in the hamper.
As I'm pulling on a fresh pair of underwear, I hear what sounds like a door closing downstairs. Pulling on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, I walk down to the first floor, remembering the reason I'd originally gone to look for mom in the first place.
I found her in the kitchen, rummaging through the fridge.
"Oh, hello, sweetheart," she greets me after shutting the fridge door.
"What's up?" She asks when I don't respond.
I debate internally on what to say before opening my mouth to speak.
"I came down looking for you earlier."
"I just popped over to Stanley's for a bit to help him out with something."
She avoids my gaze as she pours dressing over her salad.
"Right...," I trail off.
"Was there something you needed from me?"
"Oh, I uh, got a call not too long ago for an interview."
"Really?" Her eyebrows shoot up in surprise as she turns her head toward me.
"Yeah, for an associate position down at Office Depot."
"That's wonderful, Kyle. I'm so happy for you!"
She sets down the bottle of dressing and steps toward me with her arms held out wide. We embrace, and she hugs me tightly. As we start to pull away, I turn my head just as she leans in to press a quick peck to my cheek, accidentally getting my lips instead.
"Whoops, sorry, sweetheart."
Even though it was only for a moment, it was still enough for me to get a small taste of Stanley's cum still lingering on her lips.
I cover my mouth as I gag, attempting to hold it back as much as possible. Thankfully mom doesn't appear to notice.
"When's the interview?"
"Thursday," I answer after regaining control of myself.
"Great, I can't wait to tell Stanley. He'll be so happy for you, although I know how much he was looking forward to you going to work for him and his dad."
"Yeah, so was I," I mutter.
"Well, I'm sure the offer still stands if things don't work out on Thursday."
I smile weakly in response.
"We should do interview preparation tomorrow. What do you say?"
I nod my head, no longer thinking about the interview so much as what happens if I blow it, the knot in my stomach that had disappeared after hanging up the phone having re-emerged.
"Wonderful! Oh, I'm so happy for you, Kyle!"
She shoots me a bright smile before taking her lunch to the desk in the living room.
I walk back upstairs, turning the interview and its prospects over in my mind. As I sit down on my bed, I absentmindedly run my tongue along my bottom lip, sparking my recollection of what I witnessed over at Stanley's house not too long ago.
I can't believe she let him film them having sex like that, especially after he threatened to show his friends, or worse, post it online. The thought of an amateur video of Stanley fucking my mom being posted online fills with shame and embarrassment, but also, arousal.
My cock becomes rock hard as I imagine my mother declaring herself Stanley's slut for everyone on the internet to witness.
Despite having cum not too long ago, I have my erection out in an instant, pumping it furiously, fueled by the familiar cocktail of embarrassment and lust I feel at the thought of my bully fucking my mom.
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The water falls steadily from the faucet of the kitchen sink as I stand in front of it, humming contently to myself while washing remnants from tonight's dinner off plates.
My mood the past few days could only be described as jubilant, a byproduct of my new job at Office Depot. The interview had gone well, much to my relief, and thanks, in no small part, to all the practice I'd done preparing for it.
I had downloaded dozens of questions off the internet, rehearsing my answers as well the delivery of them in the mirror over and over until I was exhausted.
It had all paid off in the end, with the assistant manager, Andrew, offering me the job right at the end of the interview. I was ecstatic, the grim reality of working under Stanley evaporating immediately along with the self doubt I had been feeling since the previous night, self doubt that existed no thanks to him.
Stanley had come over for dinner like usual, something I no longer questioned, but simply accepted. Mom broke the news to him while we were eating as I watched warily from the opposite end of the table.
"Well even a blind squirrel finds the nut eventually," he had responded dryly.
"Still though," mom continued, ignoring his slight against me, "isn't it great?"
"Eh, it's just an interview," he dismissed before taking a quick swig of beer. "Let's wait and see if he blows it before we start to get at all excited."
"I'm not gonna blow it," I said defensively.
"You don't exactly have a good track record though, do you?" He cocked his head to the side, eyebrows rising questioningly.
I stared at him, my eyes opening wide in unexpected shame as he referenced the poor interview I had with Mr. Gottlieb.
"Careful, Kyle. I don't think your mom will be able to convince Office Depot to just give you a chance this time around."
My cheeks burned red, ripe in embarrassment. How could she have told him that? I turned toward her.
"Stanley's right, sweetheart. I won't be able to convince the assistant manager to hire you if there's a repeat of the last interview you went on."
She appeared unashamed at having revealed my faux pas, as well as her subsequent need to correct it, to Stanley.
"But you're still going to help me practice answering questions, aren't you?"
"Of course, sweetheart."
That relaxed me a little, although the self doubt he had sown still needled at me as I cleaned up the dinner table later, amplifying the insecurity I already had about my social abilities. After I had finished, I downloaded and printed common interview questions off the internet.
"Mom, I'm ready to practice now," I declared, standing a few feet away from her and Stanley laughing and flirting on the couch.
"Mhm, I'll be up in a few minutes, Kyle," she said, not even bothering to pause from making googily eyes at Stanley to look in my direction.
I frowned in annoyance, and headed up to my room, stomping on the steps until Stanley's voice cut through me.
"Stop clomping on the stairs!" He chastised loudly. "You're not a child, don't act like one!"
I paused, glancing to my right and saw a harsh, reproachful look on his face as he turned his head to look at me from his place beside mom on the couch.
Averting my gaze, I quietly continued on my way. Shutting the door behind me, I stepped up to the mirror to begin. When I checked my phone a bit later, I saw that twenty minutes had passed and mom still hadn't come to help me.
I headed back out into the hall, slowing as I approached the landing and their conversation reached my ears.
"I can never get over how high your sex drive is."
"I'm a fucking machine, baby," Stanley replied cockily.
Sitting on the top step, I eased my way down until I was spying on them from the darkened stairway.
Mom sat perched on Stanley's knee, his big paw groping her ass cheeks while she massaged the bulge in his mesh shorts, a look of admiration in her eyes.
"You're telling me," she mumbled.
"I take it Tim's a one and done kinda guy?"
"Yeah," she sighed disappointedly. "He needs a long recharge."
"How disappointing."
"Ugh I know. I never noticed how little my needs were being met until we started hooking up. Tim just isn't around enough and when he is, his stamina is too low to fulfill me."
"Well mine isn't," he emphasized heavily. "So let's get you on your back with your legs in the air so I can remind you how sluts are supposed to be fucked."
He squeezed her ass harshly, causing mom to gasp. His other hand grabbed the back of her neck and pulled her lips to his in a rough, sloppy kiss.
Mom quickly and eagerly opened her mouth for him, and she moaned lightly during the thirty seconds he had his tongue jammed down her throat.
When their kiss ended and she leaned back, there was a strong hunger in her eyes. Without a word, she hopped off his knee and the two of them rose from the couch.
My heart sank as I watched her lean into him as he threw an arm around her shoulder and led her confidently away, a large triumphant smirk plastered across his face.
I sat on the steps for minutes after they'd gone, a small part of me hoping she'd remember her promise and return. When it was clear that she wouldn't, I resigned myself to practicing alone and returned to my room.
Mom didn't return home for hours, long after I had finished practicing and gone to bed.
In the end, it didn't affect my performance. I still got the job and the joy and sense of accomplishment it had brought me had kept up in the days since. Not even Stanley's presence or his snide comments had been enough to deter how I felt.
Shutting off the water, I dried my hands on the dish towel. With my first day set to begin tomorrow, I wanted to spend the last couple hours reviewing the hand book before getting a good night's rest.
As thoughts of what topics I needed to read over circled my mind, I opened the fridge and grabbed a beer, popping the cap off before carrying it into the living room to deliver to Stanley.
I had been so distracted absentmindedly tidying up the kitchen that I hadn't taken notice of what mom or Stanley were up to. But now, standing a few feet away, it stopped me dead in my tracks.
Stanley sat on the couch with his long legs spread wide and mom comfortably seated into his lap. His left hand was situated on her lower back, just above her ass, while his right sensually stroked along the inside of her thigh, pushing well past the moderate hemline of her blue sundress.
Leaning close together, he whispered seductively in her ear while she giggled with half shut, glazed over eyes, her delicate hands placed firmly against his broad chest in an effort to keep upright, the empty wine glass on the coffee table, her fourth tonight, an indication of the need in doing so.
Noticing me in his peripheral vision, Stanley turns his head until we make eye contact, a look of challenge on his face, daring me to say something to him as he holds my mother possessively.
I look away first, unable to muster any semblance of courage to call out their behavior. Stanley grins, another win in his game of domination over mom and in our house.
"Aw, is that for me, Kyle?" He asks, referencing the beer bottle in my hand.
"How considerate of you," he continued. "We love seeing our young man behaving politely, don't we, Julie?"
I grind my teeth together, his condescension and use of plural pronouns grating on my nerves. Mom sees no problem in it, however.
"That's very thoughtful of you, sweetheart," she enthuses, slurring her words slightly. "And thank you for clearing the dishes, I really appreciate it."
"You're welcome," I reply listlessly.
I set the beer down on the coffee table next to two empty ones, ignoring Stanley's broad grin of satisfaction at my subservience.
"Good luck tomorrow, sweetheart."
"Yeah, break a leg."
I'm sure he wouldn't mind if I actually broke my leg. I shuffle up the stairs, determined not to let that asshole ruin the good mood I had been in since Tuesday.
As I approach my bedroom, I can't get the image of them together on the couch out of my mind, their bodies pressed close together as they not so subtly feel each other up. The familiar stirring inside my pants makes me pause outside the door and I ponder just how far they'd go with me right upstairs.
I open the door and shut it a few seconds later, slamming it a little harder than normal to ensure the sound carries downstairs as I continue to stand outside it.
The conversation in the living room continues immediately, no longer in hushed tones. I creep back toward the staircase, their exact words coming into focus.
"I'm so glad he finally found a job," mom says, relief in her voice. "I was beginning to question if he was even trying or if he was just saying he was."
Sitting down on the top step, I begin a slow and quiet descent down.
"That's why I wanted him to come work down at the shop with me. There's no way he could've wiggled out of that."
"I know. But at least he found something on his own and I have you to thank for that."
My heart begins to pound with a dull ache in my chest as I listen to her credit him for my job. I'm finally far enough down that I can peer at them still sitting together on the couch in the living room.
"Seriously," she continues. "If you hadn't pushed him, there's no way he would have taken the initiative on his own. He's too diffident, not confident or bold like you. He'd have wasted the days away playing video games in his room."
I watch her stroke his large bicep as she thanks him in earnest, a confident look of stoicism etched into his strong, handsome features as his large hands continue to caress the intimate parts of her body.
Tears began to well up in my eyes as her true feelings are revealed to me in secret, each sentence punching an ever growing hole in my chest.
"I told you, baby. There needs to be a real man in this house, one with a firm hand who knows how to use it and takes charge. And Tim just ain't fucking it."
"You're right, I see that now. Everything has just gotten so much better in our lives since you entered it. You've improved this house so much and Kyle's behavior too. Not even just the job thing. He's more respectful and appreciative. I mean, he's even doing chores now without having to be told, like cleaning the dishes."
A bolt of realization hits me. I have been doing the dishes without Stanley telling me. Just like I brought him his beer without being prompted. What the fuck? When did that start happening?
"He knows how he's expected to behave now because a man's taught him so," he says matter of factly. "Now you know what I meant when I kept telling you he needed a strong, male role model around here."
"I do and I freely admit I was wrong. You've instilled in him what Tim never could. Hell, he never even thought to try."
She leans in close to him, her eyes soulfully conveying the depth of her gratitude as she stares into his.
"But you, you recognized what was needed in our lives. A real man, a strong one who can take care of me and push my son to be more than a timid boy."
My bottom lip begins to quiver as silent tears roll down my cheeks. I know how she feels about him, their sex and intimate behavior an obvious indicator. But this is different, this is her acknowledging that she thinks I'm defective, something that needed to be improved.
"God, I think I'm falling for you," she admits in a rush of passion before crushing her mouth to his.
They eagerly begin making out, soft moans escaping from the back of their throats as their lips move quickly and urgently in unison. Both of them run their hands along the other's body, pulling themselves as close as they can get to one another, hungrily submitting to their depthless desire.
I feel utterly broken inside. Hearing mom admit what she truly thinks of me and our life, as well as her feelings for Stanley, leaves me shattered. Yet despite all of that, my body still can't help responding to what I see before me, making me hate myself even more than I already do as I feel my dick become completely erect by the sight of my mother and my bully engaged in a fiery, lust filled kiss.
Without unlocking their lips, Stanley quickly leans forward and lays mom down on her back where she instinctively parts her legs for him to crawl between, the hem of her dress sliding up to the middle of her thighs as he presses the dirty bottoms of slides against the arm of the couch for leverage.
They continue to make out with fevered passion, their moans muffled by their mouths pressing tightly together as well as the sounds of their tongues wetly uniting within.
Mom's hands roam Stanley's strong, muscular build with purposeful desire, alternating between grasping his large, round biceps and clutching at his vast, well defined shoulders. Meanwhile, Stanley paws the outside of her exposed thighs, his thick fingers firmly clasping her delicate skin while he continues turning his head side to side as he wrestles her tongue with his own.
Stanley begins grinding his crotch against mom's, causing her to reciprocate, and they spend the next few minutes dry humping each other while their mouths and hands amplify the heated sexual tension between them.
Eventually, Stanley stops the thrusting of his groin to sit up ever so slightly, just enough to allow his right hand to disappear underneath the front of mom's partially bunched up dress.
A couple of seconds later, her face tenses up and she lets out a long groan of pleasure into Stanley's mouth as his long fingers find her entrance and push their way inside.
His hand moves underneath the fabric of her dress, slowly at first, before gradually building in speed until he's fingering her with deft precision. As he increases the steady pace of his penetration, mom finds it more and more difficult to keep up with his incessant French kisses, ultimately relenting and allowing Stanley's tongue to invade and prowl around inside her mouth as she gives herself over to the pleasure she's receiving, holding onto him so hard, her nails nearly pierce his bronze skin.
Soon, she's practically gasping into his mouth, unable to focus on anything else but his fingers pushing deep inside of her, until he comes to an abrupt halt, drawing a whine of complaint from mom.
His hand remains underneath her dress as he ends their one sided kiss, emitting a low snarl over the soft sound of tearing fabric. Mom lets out a small yelp of surprise and Stanley's hand quickly darts out to the right as he unceremoniously tosses the tattered remains of her purple lace panties onto the ground.
Bracing his right foot against the floor and planting his left knee into the cushion, Stanley grips the front waistband of his mesh shorts, yanking them down to free his lengthy, rigid erection while mom hastily pulls the hem of her dress up even further.
Lowering onto her, Stanley maneuvers himself into position as mom's hands grip the back waistband of his shorts, pushing until it rests just under the curve of his hairy ass, which she clasps in excited anticipation of a rough but pleasurable ride. She places her right foot on top of the couch's back and her left on his meaty thigh, affording him better access to her moistened pussy.
With a sharp thrust, Stanley enters her, drawing an abrupt and somewhat loud cry of pleasure from mom. Moving his mouth to cover hers, Stanley stifles any further howls of joy as he quickly pushes the substantial length of his girthy, uncut cock past her inflamed folds.
Once she's impaled on his large shaft, he begins a rapid bucking of his hips, taking her with fast, hard strokes in an impatient frenzy. Mom immediately starts to push back against his invading cock, both of them swiftly forming a natural rhythm honed from dozens of fierce and passionate sexual encounters.
Breaking their kiss, they stare intently into each other's eyes, conveying all the deep carnal desires and feelings they have for one another as the low, husky pants of lust filled gratification leave their mouths.
I pull my pulsing erection from pants after hurriedly undoing them, incomprehensibly aroused by how they unquestioningly surrendered to their desperate need to fuck, uncaring that it's occurring right on the living room couch where they might be discovered.
The rustling of the couch cushions in conjunction with the sounds of wet penetration only further heightens the erotic scene unfolding before me.
"Oh God, Stanley," mom says in a low voice. "You're so big."
"Damn right," he responds in kind. "You love my big dick, don't you?"
"I do, no man has ever made me feel so full."
"Not even your fiancé?"
"Especially him, you touch places he can only dream of."
Mom bites down on her lip as Stanley drives himself into her with a particularly hard thrust, excited by her praises as the better lover.
"Your pussy is soaked," he mutters through gritted teeth, slowing his pace.
"I'm so horny right now."
"I know, it feels incredible."
He closes his eyes, momentarily relishing the warm, wet tightness surrounding his engorged cock as he stretches mom's walls with deep, steady strokes, before opening them once again, looking into her eyes before resuming his verbal titillation.
"You love being fucked out in the open like this, don't you? With Kyle right upstairs?"
"Yes! It's reckless and wrong, but feels so good!"
The clear candor in her voice proves a powerful truth to her words, matching the wanton expression plastered across her face as well as the extensive wetness between her legs.
"He could come down at any moment. Find his loving mom on her back, legs wide open, and the man he went to high school with in between them," he spoke gruffly, plunging his throbbing shaft in and out of her with deliberately restrained but powerful thrusts.
Mom gasps, shutting her eyes as a powerful shudder runs through her body, leaving goosebumps along her exposed skin. A slow, sadistic grin spreads across Stanley's face as he looks down at her.
"He'll see you cheating on your dumbass fiancé with his big dick classmate and finally realize how huge a slut his mother is."
"Holy fuck," mom utters, letting go of Stanley's ass and grabbing onto his arm with her right hand while biting down on the knuckle of her left.
"Would you want me to stop?" I could sense the tentative, lustful thrill in his voice as he poses the question.
"Answer me, slut," he hisses with impatience.
"No," she whispers back.
There's a spark of sudden excitement in his eyes as he registers her answer and he pauses his thrusts.
"What's that?"
No," she says louder and with a hint of defiance. "Don't stop, let him watch you take what's yours!"
Stanley immediately begins hammering into her cunt, pounding away harder and faster than he had at any point that night.
"Fuck yes, bitch," he said, no longer bothering to speak quietly. "He's gonna watch and know that his mom's my personal whore!"
"Yes, I want him to find out, to know that I belong to you and you alone!"
Mom covers her mouth with her hand in an attempt to suppress her screams of pleasure, only partially succeeding in doing so. But from the look of transparent bliss on her face, she clearly wants to vocalize fully just how much she's savoring the feeling of being speared by Stanley's colossal pole.
My fist moves rapidly up and down as I furiously jerk my raging, tightly enclosed erection. Watching Stanley continuously pushing my mother towards total abandonment of any sense of morality in order to fully embrace her role as his sexual slave takes me to brink of cumming.
"Fucking... slut!" Stanley grunts between fast and hard thrusts. I can tell by the strain in his voice that he's close to filling her up with his seed.
Mom's body jostles almost violently in response to his uninhibited pulverization of her well stretched cunt. The look of unfathomable euphoria on her face as well as the curling of her toes makes it clear that she's experiencing a powerful orgasm, covering his huge shaft with her fluids.



With one final slam, Stanley presses as much of his engorged cock into mom's tunnel as he can, unloading an abundant amount of sperm deep inside her.
"Awww yeah," he murmurs, eyes shut tight, a small smirk on his face while he deposits his babies into her canal.
Mom lets out a loud gasp as she uncovers her mouth, clutching at Stanley's large, muscular arms in desperation, her legs encircling his lower back in an unconscious effort to ensure he fills her up as much as possible.
Biting down on my lip, rope after rope of cum spills out of my cock, dousing the front of my shirt as I attempt to keep from coating the steps in my sticky fluid. I nearly end up sliding down the stairs squirming from the intense pleasure of such a powerful orgasm. The smell of my own seed fills my nostrils as I milk the last of it from the tip of my deflating dick.
Stanley and mom maintain their position on the couch as they come down from their peaks, breathing heavily while they finish sharing bodily fluids with one another. Eventually, he lowers his face to hers, their mouths and tongues meeting in satiated moans.
Mom's hands glide up Stanley's shoulders before she begins running her fingers through his dark, shoulder length hair, her legs unwrapping from around his lower back to slide against his muscular, hairy thighs and well defined calves.
Watching them twist their heads to kiss deeply and sensually, it's clear they have no intention of uncoiling themselves anytime soon in order to break their post-coital haze, apparently unconcerned with cleaning up or returning to a modest state.
With tear stained cheeks and fresh cum splattered across my shirt, I get up and leave mom and Stanley to bask in their intimate comedown, quietly returning to my room to change into my pajamas before climbing into bed.
Once I'm underneath the sheets, I let the numbness spread to every part of my body, the elation that had persisted the last few days gone, vaporized by mom's candid revelations. Her lack of discretion and concern while engaging so openly in crude and obscene sex with Stanley on our living room couch immediately afterward only added salt to the wound.
Sleep proved to be an unreachable escape at first, with mom's words replaying in my head over and over keeping me awake and in a constant state of misery.
Eventually, my exhaustion got the better of me, and it seemed like very little time had passed before my alarm was screaming at me to get up. After getting dressed, I headed downstairs to the kitchen, pausing in the living room. The pattern from the bottom of Stanley's slides are imprinted along the arm of the couch, while a large, dried stain, no doubt from his cum, is centered in the middle cushion.
The misery from last night bubbles back to the surface as I stare at the residual evidence of their passionate, heedless fornication. I finally break my gaze as the memories of what was said come flooding back, causing my eyes to begin watering, and head into the kitchen.
I try to clear my head as I make myself breakfast. My first shift starts in only a few hours, and I desperately want to start on the right foot, too fearful of what happened the last time I let thoughts of mom and Stanley cloud my mind while on the job.
-----------
It's a quarter to nine when I wake up bleary eyed and drowsy, momentarily confused about the time of day before checking the clock on my nightstand. I hadn't meant to nap for as long as I did, but the lack of sleep from the night before combined with a grueling first day had left me exhausted.
Outside, it's well past sundown, and my stomach rumbles in protest due to lack of sustenance. I sit up and attempt to rub the sleep from my eyes. While not a bad first day overall, my training had largely consisted of a huge information dump throughout a busy day in the store.
Compared to working with Mr. Gottlieb, Office Depot was a completely different environment, and I frequently found myself overwhelmed by every difference, big or small. Luckily, the girl training me, Sarah, was nice enough. Her patience with my lack of experience made me feel a bit better. She reassured me that when she started working there the year prior, she was just as overwhelmed as I was.
Despite my three hour nap, I was still pretty tired, and I knew I'd be back in bed after eating what was leftover from dinner and then showering.
I get to my feet and stretch, cracking my back as the tension in my muscles is released. Opening the bedroom door, I slowly pad out into the hallway while yawning. As I approach the top of the stairs, a familiar noise catches my attention and I come to a sudden halt.
From down below, a steady rhythm of slurping sounds drifts up, reaching me only moments before recognition sets in, causing my heart to sink and my cock to twitch.
In my drowsy state, I had momentarily forgotten about mom and Stanley, who I'd left in the kitchen together when I came upstairs to lie down after arriving home from work.
My absence had allowed them to not only enjoy dinner just the two of them, another realization that cut deeply, but also to proceed with a second night of devious sexual behavior.
Even though I desperately wanted to return to my room and ignore what I know is occurring on the couch below, my cock would not let me, slowly inflating in response to the wet noises produced from expertly performed fellatio instead.
I close my eyes and let out a long, sorrowful sigh of defeat as my erection strains against the fabric of my underwear and shorts. Gripping the banister, I silently lower myself onto the top step before beginning my slow, crab-like movement down the stairs until the living room comes into view.
Stanley sits in the center of the couch, slide clad feet planted far apart from one another so that his long legs are spread wide as he leans back, his arms extended out on either side of him as they rest along the top of the back of the couch. With the absence of shorts, his rigid shaft, lengthy and thick, rises out of dark, coarse pubic hair and throbs commandingly while mom diligently stimulates it with her soft, plush lips.
On her knees with her hair tied back, she swiftly raises and lowers her head repeatedly, taking most of his hefty meat into her mouth and applying a robust amount of suction, blowing him with the skill and expertise of a consummate professional. Both of her hands are placed on each of his hairy thighs, lightly caressing them while she focuses all her attention on swallowing his pole.
Stanley has his head tilted back and eyes shut, a small, cocky smile adorning his face. His entire demeanor exuded the natural authority of a king being served in his castle.
"Ahhhh," he utters in satisfaction. Mom moans deeply in response, never breaking stride as her mouth moves along his cock at a persistent pace.
The enthusiasm she has for pleasuring him shows in how ardently she sucks him, her lips gripping his shaft tightly as they glide from base to tip and back again, urging him to reward her with cum.
I unzip my shorts and pull my cock out from underneath the waistband of my underwear to begin masturbating. It takes effort not to jerk it too fast, shame and arousal burning within me as I realized I want to watch mom swallow Stanley's load before blowing my own.
On the floor, mom's head surges forward, her nose nearly burying itself in his thick pubes as she takes him deep into her throat, producing loud gulping sounds while milking his dick. For several seconds, her throat muscles constrict around his tool before she releases him with a gasp, repeating this pattern several times as Stanley's mouth drops open in bliss.
"Oh shit," he says. "You skanky fucking hoe, I love it when you deep throat my cock."
Mom quickly pulls off his twitching shaft.
"It's what you deserve," she tells him sincerely before taking a gentle lick of his head.
"You're goddamn right it is." He opens his eyes to stare directly into hers. "A donkey dick like mine gives me the right to your mouth and pussy."
"No, not the right to, but ownership of," she corrects. His cock pulses in response to her words and she begins swirling her tongue around the tip while holding his gaze.
"Congratulations, you passed the fucking test."
He leans forward and takes a firm hold of the base of mom's ponytail with his right hand, his cockhead placed against her lips which automatically form an O in preparation for the forthcoming invasion of her mouth.
"Only a true whore recognizes her holes as property for a real man to use," he finishes, then lifts himself up and roughly begins to jab his meat pole into her mouth repeatedly.
I watch as he holds mom's head steady, allowing him to effortlessly stuff her mouth full of his cock over and over, his left hand planted on the cushion beside him in order to maintain a raised position.
Mom adjusts her lips in an effort to form the perfect opening for him to fuck, just wide enough to allow his girthy shaft to pass through but still narrow so that the pleasurable tautness stimulates him as much as possible.
Her accommodating endeavor has its desired effect. Stanley emits a series of low grunts as he spears her mouth in a quickened pace. His massive, low hanging balls swing heavily back and forth underneath him, reverberating from every sharp lunge of his hips.
"Fucking...whore," he snarls through gritted teeth. They both maintain intense eye contact as he uses her mouth for his own crude pleasure, betraying the deep, tethered sexual bond that exists between them.
I increase the pace of my own jerking in anticipation of Stanley busting in mom's mouth at any moment, only to be disappointed when he yanks her off his dick, letting go of her head before collapsing back onto the couch.
His engorged cock protrudes straight out, gleaming from mom's saliva as it pulses menacingly in her face, threatening to dowse her with thick streams of dense cum.
Stanley's breathes come out heavy, his body attempting to recover from the physical exertion of face fucking my mother, who looks him dead in the eyes while she sticks her tongue out and rakes it along the underside of his shaft.
She reverses course once she reaches the tip and spends the next minute repeating this pattern of subtle titillation, allowing him to recover from almost cumming while still enjoying some attention.
As her tongue finishes its ascent, she uses the end of it to tease the base of his cockhead, causing his breathing to hitch and his cock to twitch. Precum begins to ooze out and her plush lips immediately enclose around the spongy head, gently massaging it as she moans with gratification.
"Greedy little cum guzzling cunt," he hurls at her. "You'll get it all in due time."
Mom just bats her eyelashes at him while she wrings the precum from his spigot.
"Fuck, I have you going from cooking me dinner to worshipping my cock. Seems like it's your natural born role in life to serve me."
He sneered down at her as she took several quick gulps of his dick.
"It is," she confirms after pulling off his shaft. "A man like you is entitled to have someone take care of his every need, and I thank God every day that it's me."
She places her lips against his cockhead in a sensual kiss before tilting her head to slowly glide her tongue down each side of his pole, caressing the hard ridges etched into it.
"These balls need some attention," he announces.
Mom removes her mouth from his cock and Stanley slides down lower on the couch, propping his feet up on either end of the coffee table to give her access to the furry sack now dangling lazily above the cushion. He hadn't bothered taking off his slides first, feeling comfortable enough to act in any manner he saw fit, regardless of whether or not it was considered rude or uncouth behavior. Something told me he reveled in that, in mom being so enraptured by him that he could do whatever he wanted without any repercussions. He certainly had the twisted personality to feel that way. Unfortunately for me, I found mom's unadulterated devotion to him both arousing and alarming.
Bringing her face in close, mom begins to lap eagerly at his nuts, giving them a nice, thorough bath. She turns her head to the side as her tongue darts out to taste the salty sweat that clings to the dark, wiry hair covering his heavy sack.
"Aw yeah, I know how much you love the taste of my unwashed balls."
"I do, so much. It's the potent flavor of virile perspiration that drives me wild."
"Such a foul slut, savoring the ball sweat of a 20 year old stud."
He chuckles darkly, watching as she lovingly nuzzles his bristly scrotum before shutting his eyes and locking his fingers together behind his head, then tilting it back in relaxation. A small sigh of content escapes his lips when she takes one of his testicles into her mouth to suck on.
My dick aches to be satisfied as I slowly pump it. I'm so turned on by mom's enjoyment of Stanley's sweat soaked nuts that I consider busting my nut right then and there. Yet, my sinful, fucked up desire to see her drink his babies staves off any burst of arousal, and I persist in edging myself carefully while watching their debased deviancy continue on.
Mom alternates between both of Stanley's balls, paying each one special attention by noisily slurping on them.
"Ugh, that feels great," he mutters. Mom only moans in response.
Suddenly, a buzzing noise cuts through the wet sounds of oral sex, and I see mom's phone light up on the coffee table, although I can't make out the name of who's calling from this distance.
Mom completely ignores the buzzing sound coming from behind her, as does Stanley, letting the call roll to voicemail. Not once does she pause what she's doing to even so much as glance backwards to see who's calling, focusing all her attention on washing Stanley's balls with her mouth and tongue.
Her phone begins vibrating again a few minutes later, and this time an annoyed look crosses Stanley's face, angry at having bath time interrupted.
"Who the fuck keeps calling you?"
"Probably Tim," mom answers casually after freeing her mouth.
"Fucking idiot," he dismisses scornfully.
"Do you want me to silence it?"
He opens his mouth to reply but stops before any words come out, then opens his eyes to look down at her.
"Actually, answer it. And put it on speaker."
They both share a knowing look before she turns around and plucks the phone off the coffee table.
"Hello?"
"Hi, Julie," came Tim's pleasant voice. A sinister grin slowly spreads across Stanley's face.
"How are you?" He continues.
"Oh, I'm doing fine. Just another night at home." She smirks up at Stanley.
"Not doing anything interesting, then?"
"You know me, I always find something to keep me occupied." She wraps her free hand around his erection and slowly starts pumping it.
"That's good, I'd hate to think you were just sitting at home bored."
"No, never."
Her and Stanley grin at each other before he gestures toward his cock and then reaches to grab his phone off the arm of the couch.
Mom begins taking small licks of his cockhead as he brings up the camera app and starts recording a video.
"You didn't answer the first time I called."
She rolls her eyes. "I was busy with something important."
"More important than a call from your loving fiancé?" He attempts to ask the question with a light, teasing tone but fails, unable to mask the hurt underneath.
"Yep," she tells him bluntly and without hesitation before sucking lightly on the end of Stanley's penis.
"Oh," his voice drops. "Well, was it a work thing?"
"Something like that," she responds, barely pulling her mouth off his cock.
"Ah, I get it. I wouldn't want to get in the way of your duties."
Stanley's wolfish grin widens and mom is forced to stifle a snicker.
"So, my meeting with Jenkins went well today. I had to wait longer than anticipated to see him but..."
For the next fifteen minutes, Tim talks about work while mom sucks Stanley's dick as quietly as she can, occasionally pulling off to murmur a quick "mhm" or "uh-huh" before she resumes sliding her plump lips up and down his long, meaty pole in silent invigoration.
All the while, Stanley continues to film their secret, insidious encounter, a look of spiteful malevolence embossed on his face the entire time.
At a certain point, she doesn't even trouble herself with extracting Stanley's dick to answer him, giving semi-garbled responses with her mouth stuffed full of his rod.
"I just thought it was completely inappropriate, you know?"
"Mmhmm," comes her muffled reply, too busy pleasuring Stanley to give a proper response.
"Are you eating something? It sounds like your mouth is full."
Mom slowly pulls off his shaft with a soft plop before answering, "Just a light snack."
"Anything good?"
"A nice piece of meat." She puts slight emphasis on the word meat, causing her and Stanley to share a devious smile, his wet, bulbous cockhead just inches from her lips, dribbling precum on the cushions.
"Oh yeah? Something from the deli of that guy who lives next door? What was his name again, Scotty?"
"Stanley," she corrects. "And yes, I got it from him."
"Well it must be pretty good because it sounds like you're really enjoying it."
"I am and it is," she smirks. "I can for sure say it's the best meat I've ever had."
"Speaking of, did I tell you about this steak I had the other night? Now I know you don't like when it's cooked well done, but..."
Mom resumes enthusiastically blowing Stanley, excited by the double entendres of her conversation with Tim. Her eyes are aflame with searing passion, conveying to him how much she enjoyed what had just occurred by holding his gaze while inhaling his cock.
Not too long later, Stanley starts to squirm in his seat, appearing almost antsy. He twirls his index finger at her and she mutes the phone call before disengaging from his cock.
"Wrap it up, I wanna blow my load soon," he tells her.
She nods her head, then unmutes the call.
"...and I said, 'see here, this isn't how we do it back where I'm from - "
"Uh, Tim," she interrupts.
"Yes?"
"I hate to cut you off, but there's something that needs my attention."
"It can't wait until the end of this story?"
Stanley rolls his eyes heavily before rubbing his boner against mom's face, smearing it with her own saliva.
"No, it's a really pressing issue, can't be ignored."
With a smirk, he grips the base of his hard on with his thumb and index finger and starts lightly slapping her lips.
"Alright, well, I guess I can finish it during our call tomorrow night." Once again, disappointment clouds his voice.
"Sure thing, goodnight." she responds before sticking out her tongue to receive the beatings of his heavy tool.
"Goodnight, my darling. I love you so - "
She hangs up the phone on him mid-goodbye, tossing it indifferently onto the cushion beside Stanley before swallowing his shaft with a long sigh of relief.
"What a brainless loser," Stanley laughs cruelly, ending the recording on his phone and placing it on the arm of the couch. "No wonder you were so desperate when I met you, being with a guy like that."
Mom moans deeply in response, wrapping her hand around the base of his cock to begin pumping as her full lips retract firmly against his shaft with each motion of her head. Without Tim to distract her, she's now completely focused on giving Stanley head. The powerful sloshing noises that are growing in volume indicate just how much forceful suction she's applying, while the quick and exuberant twists of her hand up and down the base of his erection attempt to hasten the extraction of her white, liquid prize from deep within him.
"Ohh fuck," he bursts out in delightful surprise. "You're just going for it, aren't you? Such a desperate cum slut. Well, you're gonna get a mouthful soon, and then some. Just keep working my donkey dick like that, whore." His words taper off in strain as it becomes evident he's preparing to blow his load, shutting his eyes in concentration.



I begin excitedly pumping my own erection, feeling the cum churning in my balls as Stanley approaches his orgasm.
"Ohhhh get ready, you cheating skank. Desserts on its way." He clenches his teeth and uses his large, muscular arms to push up off the couch slightly.
Mom lets out a desperate whine while continuing to swallow his shaft, as if she'd cry from being deprived of the taste of his seed a moment longer.
"Open up wide, bitch!" Stanley's hips begin jutting forward, face fucking mom's mouth in an effort to stimulate a faster and more powerful orgasm
Argghhhh!" He grunts obscenely, giving a last few powerful, deep thrusts as his cock begins feeding her an ample volume of semen.
Stanley leaves half of his cock shoved into her mouth, allowing me to glimpse the bottom half of it pulsing savagely with every spurt of cum being discharged.
Mom lets out a long satisfied moan, looking quite content as she begins gulping down, in loud swallows, the dense sperm being fed to her by his hose.
"Aw yeah, you like the feeling of my warm baby batter sliding down your throat?" Stanley smirks at her while giving small, shallow thrusts.
Mom barely nods, not wanting to risk losing any of his precious seed. Her lips gently begin tugging at his shaft in an urgent plea to receive as much of his creamy jizz as she can get.
"What a perfect cum dump you are," he tells her as she gives his dick several quick pumps.
The sight and sounds of mom swallowing heavy amounts of Stanley's thick splooge overwhelms my already overstimulated cock, and with one final yank, I shoot rope after rope of cum onto the front of my shirt.
The first couple of spurts release so powerfully, I almost cry out, barely managing to stop myself by clamping my free hand over my mouth as my cock spasms in the other. After what feels like an eternity, my orgasm subsides, slowly fading away with my erection and leaving me with a cum soaked shirt.
On the couch in the living room, Stanley appears to also be coming down from his orgasm, watching in fascination as mom milks his half deflated cock for every last drop of his cum, releasing it with a long, wet slurp before swallowing the remains of his load which she has stored in her mouth.
"Fucking hell, I think that was the best bj you've ever given me," he compliments.
Mom sits up on her knees, licking her lips while giving him a sly smile.
"I always aim to improve," she winks in response.
"Good, you know the right way to keep your man satisfied then."
I want to cry hearing him refer to himself as her man.
"How'd you fair while you were blowing me?" He tilts his chin in a gesture towards her. "You sopping wet?"
"Do you even have to ask?"
"Cunt check," he tells her.
Climbing to her feet, she moves between his long legs while he scoots forward, lowering his feet from the coffee table to the ground.
Grabbing the front of her white sundress, he lifts the hem just enough to reach under and cup her pussy with his large hand, causing mom to emit a sharp groan.
"Oh yeah, you are soaked."
He grins, clearly pleased that blowing him could get her so wet. After a few more seconds of pressing himself against her soft mound, he pulls away and lets go of her dress.
"How about I get a taste of all the juices you were cooking up for me while my dick was in your mouth," he tells her while standing up. "Get on your knees and bend over the arm of the couch." This was not a request.
Mom hurriedly gets into position facing away from me while Stanley searches for his shorts, finding them in a heap on the floor.
"Show me those glistening pussy lips," he commands, hastily dressing.
Mom lifts the hem of her dress up to her waist, arching her back in proper form and revealing her wet, inflamed folds.
Stanley kneels down and places both of his big hands on each of her ass cheeks, giving them a strong squeeze before leaning in close and inhaling deeply.
"Ahhh," he exclaims loudly. "The only thing better than the smell of a wet cunt is the taste."
And with that, he buries his mouth in her pink, velvety opening. Mom lets out a short cry of pleasure as Stanley's lips and tongue begin their much desired assault.
With my arousal satiated, anymore of their sexual antics will only leave me feeling worse than I already do, so I decide to make my retreat back to my room, zipping my pants before slowly sitting up and then carefully climbing the steps.
After shutting the door behind me, I tug off my shirt, tossing it onto the floor and grabbing another. My stomach lets out a loud growl of hunger, and I strongly resent mom and Stanley's continued sexual escapades downstairs despite having only finished jerking off to it a few minutes prior.
Hopping onto my bed, I stare up at the ceiling wondering how long they're gonna be. Glancing at the clock on the bedside table, I see it's been almost an hour since I woke up from my nap. My stomach gives another shout of complaint and I place my hand over it in comfort. Surely they can't take that long?
Yet, time stretches on, and the occasional faint sound of mom crying out in pleasure, presumably from Stanley's wriggling tongue, keeps me from venturing out for food.
Eventually, without intending to, I fall asleep, all the reserve energy I gained from my nap having been drained by my prolonged jerk off session on the stairs while watching mom swallow Stanley's dick.
I woke up even more confused than I had been the previous evening, the dim early morning sun conflicted with the last memory I had of laying in bed last night.
"Fuck," I half shouted, catching sight of the time displayed on the digital clock beside me. I had woken up late.
I launched myself out of bed, my brain moving a mile a minute, scrambling my thoughts in an attempt to process what to do next.
Needing to shower but calculating that there isn't enough time to do so, I quickly change into my work clothes and brush my teeth before heading downstairs, only to find mom serving Stanley breakfast at the kitchen table.
"Good morning, sweetheart," mom greets me while pouring Stanley a cup of coffee. He's wearing the same clothes from yesterday, relaxing in Tim's chair with his long legs stretched out in front of him and crossing at the ankles.
"Morning," I mumble back with a frown.
Ambling to the opposite end of the table, I sit down without even bothering to question why Stanley is here, knowing he'd most likely spent the night, though neither of them will admit it, instead finding some lame excuse or another to explain his presence.
I catch Stanley eyeing me with disgust from across the table as I reach forward to grab some rye toast from a plate in the center.
"Is that how you're going into work?" He asks, unable to keep his lip from curling upward in contempt. "It looks like you didn't even shower."
"I accidentally overslept and didn't have time."
He tsked while shaking his head. "You need to do a better job managing your time, Kyle. This is not a great impression to make on only your second day."
In my peripheral vision, I notice mom nodding her head in agreement as she places a plate and silverware in front of me, and I turn to face her as my mouth drops open in indignation.
"Don't give me that look," she lightly chastises. "You were the one that decided to take a nap without setting an alarm."
"Yeah, and your mother ended up having to clean up the dinner table last night," Stanley interjects.
"I didn't even have dinner," I argue, raising my arm in exasperation. "I was so exhausted after work I - "
"That's no excuse," he interrupts sharply. "You don't think your mother is tired at the end of the day? Huh?"
"No," I mutter.
"Exactly, she works and then takes care of what needs to be done, and the same is expected of you. Is that understood?"
When I don't respond, he sits up and leans forward in his seat, a dark, menacing look on his face.
"Is that understood?" He repeats, this time slower and in a low voice.
"Yeah," I mutter.
"What was that?"
"Yes, it's understood," I say louder.
"Good."
He lets out a sigh of frustration and leans back in his seat. Mom, who had stepped to the side during our exchange, now moves behind him and begins to soothingly rub his shoulders.
My cheeks burn in rage and humiliation, and I look down, watching as the toast slowly disappears with every bite I take of it, grabbing another once it's all gone.
"Kyle, since you went to bed so early last night, I didn't get to ask you about how your first day of work went."
I chew slowly, swallowing it all before answering her.
"Actually, I was thinking maybe you could take me to work and we could talk about it on the drive over?"
I glance up hopefully at her, my face falling when I see the look of regret on her face.
"Oh, I'm sorry sweetheart. I have a video conference early this morning, or else I'd love to."
I look back down again, but not before noticing the small, secretive smirk on Stanley's face.
"But hey, you can tell me all about it at dinner tonight. How does that sound?"
"That sounds great mom," I tell her before taking another bite of toast.
"It's a plan! And why don't you go ahead and take the car to work yourself. You'll get in some more driving practice that way and you won't be late."
I bob my head slightly, "Ok."
"Speaking of being late," she glances at the clock on the wall. "I better go get ready before I am."
She lets go of Stanley's shoulders, coming around the table to give me a quick kiss before saying goodbye and heading upstairs, the echo of the bathroom door closing following a minute later.
I finish eating my toast, studiously avoiding making eye contact with Stanley as he silently sips his coffee while staring at me from across the table.
"I gotta get going," I mumble once I'm done, standing up to brush the crumbs from my shirt before heading into the laundry room.
I dig through the piles of folded clothes in the laundry bin that sits on top of the dryer, pulling out a fresh pair of socks once I locate them. After slipping them on, I turn to leave but stop once I notice Stanley's large, imposing frame blocking the doorway.
He takes a few steps forward in an attempt to intimidate me with his size.
"You need to do better around here, Kyle. I don't need you making me look bad in front of your mother."
"What does that mean?"
"I've put a lot of work into making her my bitch, and for the most part, it's gone pretty smoothly. So I'm not gonna let you're incompetence create any bumps in the road for me. Not now, not during the homestretch."
I felt the anger from earlier rising up inside me, uncontrollable, like bile, attempting to reach the surface.
"So, what? Are you afraid I'll ruin it all for you, then? Tell my mom what a psychotic asshole you really are so that she'll stop fucking you and send you back to your trashy, dipshit family?"
I practically spit at the end of the last sentence. I'm so angry my vision is blurred around the edges, and I only see a flash of his right hand the moment before his palm strikes the left side of my face in a slap so powerful that I slam into the dryer.
He sighs as I scramble to remain upright, frantically trying to grab hold of the machine while my head spins and a burning sensation begins to settle over my cheek.
"You know, for someone who acted like they were so much smarter than everyone else in high school, you really are a fucking idiot."
He slowly moves toward me, the bottom of his slides scraping lazily against the linoleum, as if I wasn't worth the energy to lift his feet entirely off the floor while he drifts closer. As my vision swims back into focus, I can see a look of calm intensity on his face, which surprises and scares me. I had expected searing anger, but somehow this is worse.
"You really think I'm afraid of you? You?"
Reaching his big paw out, he grips the front of my shirt tightly, pulling me toward him while bending forward. I can feel the heels of my feet lift off the ground as we come face to face, my toes straining against the floor. Eyes growing wide, the beating of my heart becomes rapid, intensifying the throbbing sting I feel against my cheek.
"What exactly am I supposed to be afraid of, hm? Your little threats?" The smell of his coffee breath makes me wince slightly. "We both know they're just that. You're too fucking pathetic to do anything other than shoot your whiny mouth off."
I begin to squirm, truly fearing what he might do now. But this only makes him tighten his grip. His dark eyes feel as if they're trying to bore a hole through me.
"The thing is, Kyle, you might have been good at school, but you're a complete fuck up in real life. I know it, you know it, even your mom knows it."
Tears begin welling up in my eyes, and I fight the urge not to cry in front of him. Later, but please God, not now.
"You can't do anything right, not on your own and not without being pushed or told to. So I don't want your mother thinking I can't keep you in line because you haven't realized your new place in this house yet, your place under me."
Returning to his full height, he uses all of his strength to lift me fully into the air, bringing me so close that our noses almost touch while my feet dangle helplessly above the ground.
"Now you're not going to make what's happening between me and your mom any more difficult, are you?"
"N-no," my voice barely comes out in a whisper.
"Cause you know what's gonna happen if you do, and it ain't gonna be fun."
Stanley lowers me back down to the ground and releases me with a shove. I stumble backwards a few steps, managing to catch myself on the dryer. Blinking rapidly, I just manage to fend off the flow of tears before looking up at him, arms crossed against his well defined, muscular chest while sneering down at me.
Chuckling, he shakes his head. "I can't believe you thought I was afraid you'd spill the beans to your mom. As if she'd fucking believe you at this point."
He pauses a moment, appearing to momentarily ponder something before his sneer grows, and he opens his mouth to tear my heart to shreds.
"You know she doesn't actually have a video conference this morning, right? She just said that because she didn't want to waste her time before work listening to you prattle on about your stupid job instead of letting me ride her like a cheap, dime store pony."
A look of disbelieving horror crosses my face, and Stanley lets out a deep, sinister laugh once he sees my expression.
"Th-that's not true," I stammer out in denial.
"Of course it's fucking true," he says, still laughing. "Why wouldn't it be? She can't get enough of me, or my dick."
He makes a few obscene thrusts of his hips to reinforce his point, a sadistic grin stretching from ear to ear.
"Shit, she's probably waiting for me up in bed right now," he continues. "Naked, legs splayed open, fingering that sweet pussy to prepare it for taking my hog."
"No, no, I don't believe you!"
Like a dam bursting, tears come flooding out. I fling myself forward, squeezing past his huge body on my way into the kitchen. I hurriedly stuff my feet into my shoes, grab the keys off the counter, and fling the door open. Sobs begin to burst from my chest the moment I'm outside and I hurry to the car, unlocking it before I climb inside.
-----------
I spent nearly fifteen minutes crying in the car before I calmed down enough to drive, arriving at work two minutes before I'm supposed to clock in. The whole morning passed by in a haze, and there were times where I felt like I barely knew what I was doing.
Luckily, everyone chalked up my actions to not having completed my training, and Sarah was kind of enough to guide me along.
I felt my phone buzz in my pocket at a certain point, but was too busy to check it until I was on break. Leaning against a shelf in the storeroom, I pull my phone out of my pocket, not recognizing the number the text was sent from. My heart skips a beat when I see there's a video attached to the following message, "In case you still don't believe me."
I immediately move to delete it, but pause, my finger hovering over the trash can icon, the familiar stirring deep in my loins returning along with the immense shame that accompanies it.
Quickly looking around, I bolt into the employee bathroom, locking it behind me. I sit down on the toilet and unlock my phone, staring at the text before tapping play on the video.
The sounds of grunting, moaning, and the colliding of wet flesh, comes blaring out of the speakers, and I nearly drop the phone trying to lower the volume.
Once it's down to a respectable level, I can see from the video that the camera is being aimed down at a creamy, lusciously round ass, sticking up from the unmade sheets of a bed, the bubbly cheeks jiggling every time a pair of hips slams into them to deliver a huge, uncut cock pass the delicate, pink folds underneath.
"Ugh, ugh, oh God, ugh, yes, fuck me, Stanley," mom yells.
"Fucking take my dick, bitch!"
Stanley's large hand comes down in a smack against mom's left ass cheek, causing her to cry out. I flinch, the memory of my own smack too recent.
"Again, hit me again," she desperately pleads.
He obliges, beating her ass several more times and with greater ferocity.
"You fucking skank, you love being roughed you like a cheap whore, don't you?"
"I do, I love it, I love when you treat me like the dirty slut that I am!"
She begins to push her ass back, meeting his hips and causing his cock to push deep inside her. I feel my erection throbbing in my pants. As salacious as this is, it isn't proof it happened this morning, I think with hope.
As if reading my mind, the view suddenly switches from rear-facing to front-facing, and I'm greeted by the sight of Stanley peering down at the camera, hair damp and a shit eating grin plastered across his face.
He raises the phone up and uses his long arm to hold it out and back to the right, giving me a view of his muscular body as he pounds into mom, who's resting on her knees and elbows with her ass perched in the air while her head and chest are pressed down on the bed.
"Yeah, does that feel good, you naughty bitch?" He ceases thrusting, letting mom fuck herself on his long, thick pole.
"Fuck yes, it's amazing," she cries out.
"Glad you lied to your son so you could stay here?" I gasp and feel my cock give a sharp jerk.
"God, yes," she responds truthfully.
"You'd rather be taking my dick than driving around, talking to him, huh?"
"Yes, yes, this is so much better," she admits.
Stanley gives the middle finger to the camera and sticks out his tongue, then he resumes battering mom's pussy with his rigid cock.
I quickly undo my pants and pull out my erection, furiously stroking it while the video plays on. I'm so turned on, I know it won't be long before I bust. In the video, mom announces that she's close.
"Cream my dick, bitch, and you'll get my seed faster," Stanley shouts at her.
"Oh shit, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!"
With a grunt, I begin to shoot semen all over the floor of the employee bathroom, while at the same time on screen, my mother cums all over the big dick of the man who bullies me.
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A soft thud from downstairs wakes me from my slumber. Squinting at the digital clock, I see that it's a quarter past two in the morning. I had a pretty good idea of who had made that noise, even if the quiet giggles that followed hadn't confirmed it.
When I had arrived home from work earlier that evening, I found Stanley sitting by himself on the couch in the living room. He was dressed all in black, my own personal grim reaper. A long sleeve button down shirt clung to his muscular chest while his form fitting slacks ended at a pair of dress shoes.
He smirked at me as I walked into the room, his long legs spread wide as he relaxed into the couch, both of his elbows propped up besides him.
"What up, bitch? How was work? You enjoy my little home movie?"
His smirk grew into a vicious grin as I stood there uncomfortably, my cheeks turning red in shame and embarrassment.
"Aw, didn't you like it? Cause I sure enjoyed making it."
I squirmed in place, avoiding eye contact with him as I fought against the dull pulsing I felt deep in my groin. The last thing I wanted was for him to see that I did, in fact, like it, so much so that I'd beaten off to it again on my afternoon break. Luckily, mom came down the stairs just then, saving me from any more of Stanley's mockery.
As she came through the archway, I nearly did a double take when I saw her. She was wearing an electric blue mini dress, the bodice of which hugged her chest tightly, putting her ample cleavage on display while the short hem offered plentiful amounts of bare thigh. The black stiletto heels on her feet added an extra five inches of height, and her long, blonde hair spilled down her back in waves.
"Hello, sweetheart," she greeted me.
"H-hi mom," I replied. "What's going on? You're not going out, are you?"
"Yes, actually. Stanley is taking me to dinner and then we're going dancing," she enthused.
"But, I thought we were gonna talk about my first few days of work while we had dinner tonight."
"Aw, I'm sorry sweetheart. It's just there's this new Asian fusion place that just opened up and Stanley managed to pull some strings to get us a reservation last minute."
I glanced at Stanley seated on the couch and he just smirked back at me.
"Not to mention I haven't been dancing in ages," she went on.
"Is that why you're wearing that dress?"
"Don't you like it? Stanley picked it out when we went shopping on my lunch break today."
"It's very... small," I finished.
Stanley hopped off the couch and came to stand next to her.
"Well it would be hard to dance with a lot of clothing in the way."
He slid his arm around mom's waist before pulling her close to him.
"Besides," he continued, looking down at her, "why cover up when there's plenty of assets to show off."
His hand snakes down to her ass to give it a quick squeeze, causing mom to giggle and playfully push him away.
"Anyway, we're going to be heading out soon. I think there's some leftover pizza in the fridge."
"When will you be back?"
"Dunno, sometime after you're in bed I imagine."
"So, are we gonna talk tomorrow then?" I ask as they headed toward the front door.
"Sure, sounds good, sweetheart. I'll see you tomorrow. Goodnight!" With a quick wave of her hand, she was gone, pulled out the door by Stanley.
I had spent the rest of the night alone and had gone to bed with the intention of getting a full night's sleep. But now I was tossing and turning under the sheets, searching for the increasingly elusive tug of unconsciousness while simultaneously trying to ignore the occasional faint giggle that drifted up from the front hall downstairs.
My cock, already semi-erect when I woke up, was attempting to reach full capacity, any hint of feminine laughter making it twitch from the array of naughty possibilities occurring below. I fought against it with great effort, but it was a losing battle, and soon my shaft was throbbing against the confines of the underwear encasing it.
I held out for as long as I could, even though I knew I'd give in eventually. With a sigh, I push the covers off me and climb from bed, reluctantly allowing my erection to guide me into the hallway.
The light from the front hall casts a dim glow, bathing the hall in shadows which I use to conceal my presence as I peer down while pressing against the wall.
Mom and Stanley stood close together kissing passionately, their arms encircling one another tightly to allow their hands to roam each other's body, pulling and grabbing as their heads rotated from side to side. Occasionally, I could see a flash of Stanley's tongue as he explored her mouth, imploring her to submit to him.
They swayed for a brief second as she began guiding him backwards, not stopping until he had his back up against the wall and her body pressed to his. Lifting her left leg up, she places her knee beside his waist, and they both softly moan into each other's mouth as their kissing intensifies, the sound of tongues urgently entwining echoing dully off the walls.
Stanley's large hands glide down to her ass, taking a hold of each cheek in a tight grip and kneading them firmly as he pulls their bodies even closer. Mom breaks their kiss with a sharp inhale before moving her lips to his neck and he tilts his head in the opposite direction, allowing her to kiss and lick along his skin unobstructed.
He shuts his eyes and lets out a sigh of satisfaction when mom's right hand begins massaging the growing bulge in his pants, enjoying the dual tantalizing effects of her mouth sensually nipping at his neck while rallying his cock to full readiness.
"Ugh, I can't believe you want some more dick."
"I'm gonna get as much as I can before Tim gets home later today," she said between kisses.
"Still, I thought that pounding I gave you in the bathroom back at the club would have been enough."
I gasped and my cock pulsed in my underwear.
"Mmm," mom smiled into his neck, "that was hot. You gave it to me with such ferocity in that stall."
She slowly slid to her knees, her hands moving up to his belt.
"How could I not? You got me so hard grinding that sexy ass against my crotch."
His breathing deepened as her fingers nimbly undid his buckle. She quickly unsnapped the button and pulled down the zipper before easing his weapon out the small opening of his pants.
Mom leaned her head back a bit, openly admiring Stanley's large, pulsating erection. Lengthy and thick, his uncut cock extended straight out from a tuft of dark, bushy pubic hair. A gleaming pearl of precum decorates the opening of his spongy head.
Stanley smirks as he watches her marvel at his tool, betraying a look of arrogant pride at the gift God had bestowed upon him.
"It's so perfect," mom mutters in awe before engulfing his shaft with impatient haste. Stanley sighs and leans his head back against the wall as she takes several fast and deep swallows of his cock before pulling off.
"I can still taste myself on you," she tells him, then starts kissing and licking his tip.
Pulling down my pajama bottoms and underwear, I free my erection before beginning to dutifully pump it.
"Well you covered me in your cream when I pumped my load into your pussy." He bites his bottom lip as she begins gently inhaling the precum from his cockhead, her full lips attempting to caress some more out of him.
He adjusts the position of his body once she resumes enthusiastically blowing him, widening his stance for a more comfortable position while being pleasured by her eager mouth.
Mom's head moves forward and backward steadily, skillfully applying robust suction to his meaty pole with her soft, plush lips.
"God damn, do you know the proper respect to give my cock," he sighs, placing his hands on the back of her head before pumping into her mouth several times.
She moans as he fills her mouth with his rod, pressing forward to take him down her throat, her nose sinking into his voluminous bush.
"Aw, fuuuuuuck," Stanley moans quietly as mom begins making deep, gulping noises, milking his cock with her throat muscles. "You want it so bad don't you, slut?"
She continues deep throating him for another few seconds before slowly dragging her lips back, keeping them sheathed tightly around his shaft, before pulling off with a wet slurp.
"I always want your cock inside me," she replies, looking up at him while taking sensual, teasing licks of his bulbous head.
"Then let's go up stairs so you can ride me hard and fast while I lay back and enjoy those nice titties bouncing in my face."
Mom rose and leaned forward, grabbing his face with both hands so she could kiss him hard on the mouth. Stanley's paws shot out, and he began mauling her big tits over her dress while she stuck her tongue down his throat.
I hurriedly stuffed my aching cock back into my shorts before making a hasty retreat to my room. After quietly shutting the door behind me I lean against it, hearing the sounds of them climbing the stairs a few seconds later. A minute goes by after they shut mom's bedroom behind them before I tiptoe back out into the hall, my erection having softened a bit during the short interval.
However, it quickly returns to its former state as the noises coming from mom's room become clearer the closer I get to her door. By the time I'm standing outside, my cock is once again throbbing in my underwear, and I waste no time in freeing it to continue my jerk session from earlier while listening to my mom bouncing on Stanley's dick.
Her breaths come out deep and heavy alongside the fast but gentle squeaking of the box spring, indicating how much effort she's putting into riding him. Occasionally, a low moan of pleasure escapes from her mouth.
"You love sitting on my big dick, don't you, slut?"
"Yes," she huffs out. "It fills me all the way up."
"Damn right it does!"
A slap rings out from inside followed by a short yelp, and the squeaking increases in volume and acceleration.
"Fuck yeah, ride me as hard as you can, bitch. Take my cock far up your slutty hole."
I continue to beat my meat while listening to Stanley degrade my mom, driving her to fuck him with all the speed and strength she can muster until we're both ready to cum.
"Oh God, I'm cumming, Stanley, I'm cumming!"
"Ugh, yeah, squeeze a load out of me with that sopping cunt."
I hear him grunt several times a few seconds later just as mom emits a few high pitched whines of her own, and just like that, I too am spilling cum all over the floor of the hallway.
The sounds of heavy, satisfied breathing fills the room on the other side of the door, occasionally being interrupted by affectionate kisses. I pull off my shirt to mop up the mess I created, softly padding back down the hall once I've finished.
After tossing the soiled shirt into the hamper and retrieving a fresh one, I find it easier to return to sleep now that my dirty, sinful craving has been fulfilled, letting unconsciousness overtake me before shamefulness has the chance to.
In the morning, I rise when the alarm tells me too, shutting it off and shuffling through my morning routine before work. It's Saturday, so mom remains tucked away in bed, most likely with Stanley beside her. I'm finishing up breakfast when I hear the bathroom shutting from upstairs, and whoever is using it hasn't finished by the time I leave for work a few minutes later.
I'm only a few houses away when I remember I left my ID badge on the dresser in my room. Cursing to myself, I turn and jog back up the street, not wanting to miss my bus and risk being late.
I shut the front door quietly behind me, so as not to wake mom up, and ascend the stairs in the same manner. Once I get to the top, however, I see that her bedroom door is now open.
On the bed inside, Stanley lays flat on his back, staring up at the ceiling with half shut eyes. The sheets that cover him from the chest down protrude with a human-like shape, the head of which bobs up and down over where Stanley's crotch would be.
"Fuck, this is how I should be woken up every day," he mumbles, "With your slutty lips wrapped around my morning wood."
Mom lets out a sensuous moan as she gorges on Stanley's dick below the covers. She had barely waited for me to leave before seeking out more of his cock.
I stand frozen, trying to decide whether to just leave without my ID or attempt to grab it without being noticed. Meanwhile, my cock slowly starts to come alive from the wet slurping noises produced by mom's vigorous consumption of Stanley's pole underneath the blankets.
Suddenly, his head turns toward me from his spot on the bed, finally noticing me hovering on the landing of the stairs just outside the door. We make eye contact, and a slow, sadistic smile spreads across his groggy face.
He reaches a hand underneath the covers and a second later, mom's head starts moving up and down his dick at a much faster rate.
"You gotta work harder for your breakfast, bitch."
Mom begins gagging, caught off guard by the sudden, forceful change in pace.
"Aww yeah, gonna be a big one today. All that protein'll do you good."
I stood there horrified and aroused as Stanley forced mom to choke on his meat, all the while staring at me with an evil grin. After a few seconds, I finally forced myself to turn and walk back downstairs, abandoning my ID for the day.
The crass sounds of mom's brutal face fucking only got louder the further away I got, and Stanley makes sure I hear him crudely insult her once more before I shut the front door behind me and leave them to their morning sexual escapades.
-----------
Tim was in the living room when I got home from work that evening.
"Hey, kiddo," he greeted me from the couch after glancing up from his iPad.
Mom stood at the stove in the kitchen, finishing up cooking dinner.
"Hey," I said back.
"Dinner will be ready in a few minutes," mom announced as I headed toward the stairs.
We sat down at the table not too long later, after I had changed out of my work clothes.
"How was your flight?" I asked Tim.
"Oh, it was fine. Totally uneventful. Arrival was a nightmare though."
"How come?"
"It took forever to get off the plane and then the airline lost my luggage. Plus your mom was late picking me up."
"Yeah, sorry again about that. Lost track of time."
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her smile softly to herself. I could pretty much guess what, or rather who, had made her late to the airport.
"It's fine, I figured you must've been busy with something," he dismisses.
Mom takes a sip of wine while Tim shovels pasta into his mouth.
"Mm, Kyle, how's your new job?" He mumbles, his mouth still half full. "I'm sure you've told your mom all about it but I want to hear how it's going."
I perk up and launch into all the details about work; what it's like being employed by a big box store, my many coworkers, the different departments, etc.
Talking to Tim reminds me of how nice it is having someone who's interested in what you have to say. Mom starts out listening, occasionally nodding or offering a small smile, but I notice her slowly start to zone out, leaving me feeling disappointed. So I end up turning all of my focus on Tim, who occasionally asks questions in between bites of his dinner.
Out of the corner of my eye, I see mom glance down at the phone in her lap when it lights up with a notification. The slight, pleasant smile that briefly appears a few seconds later when she checks it gives me an idea of the cause.
She types something and receives a quick response, snorting quietly to herself. Tim doesn't appear to notice, too busy twirling pasta on his fork while regaling me with a story of his first job, but I do, and I know it's Stanley that she's messaging.
Her renewed spirit, directed completely at her phone, occupies her throughout dinner. It's only when I get up to clear the table that she finally returns it to her lap, smiling as if she'd been listening the entire time.
"That's nice of you to clear the table for you mother, Kyle," Tim compliments pleasantly.
I pause briefly before continuing to collect the plates and silverware.
"When did you start doing that?"
"Oh, a little while ago," I mumble, not meeting his gaze. Mom swallows the rest of her wine to hide her smile.
"Huh, can't believe I just noticed."
"Well, a lot can change when you aren't here often," mom says.
"That's true, and I know I've been absent a lot. But I'm going to make more of an effort to not fly off so much, I promise."
Mom only offers a tight smile in response and I debate internally about the truthfulness of his words as I wash the dishes for the next twenty minutes.
--------
It's three days later when I finally have my first day off. I'm getting a better handle of how things run at Office Depot, thanks in large part to Sarah. She's only a couple of years older than me but she knows so much about how everything works, telling me during my training one day that she hopes to make supervisor soon.
I think she'd do a great job, she's really good with the customer's as well as our co-workers, even though I've heard a few of them cracking jokes about her weight, which pisses me off. Sarah's so nice, we've become work buddies, and it makes me mad to overhear some of the others being jerks behind her back.
At home, mom seems to be becoming distant from Tim. She doesn't outright ignore him, but her level of engagement has definitely been minimal, and I think he's finally starting to notice something is up.
Stanley hasn't been around, pulling his vanishing act like usual when Tim is home, but I do catch mom messaging more often than she normally does when Tim comes back.
Despite not having to get up early for work, my internal clock still wakes me up around the time I usually set my alarm for. The sun is barely creeping up above the horizon, and a faint pinkish light filters through the blinds into my room.
I can hear Tim's muffled snoring from down the hall as I attempt to fall back asleep, the only real noise in our otherwise quiet house. My eyes are shut tight in concentration when suddenly his snores get briefly louder before returning to their muffled volume again.
Opening my eyes, I look up at the ceiling in confusion, wondering if I had just imagined it in my fatigued stupor. However, a few seconds later, I hear the soft squeak of the staircases in between Tim's snoring.
Sitting up, I listen carefully before getting out of bed and heading toward my door. Turning the knob, I slowly inch it open a bit. I don't see anyone out in the hall, but Tim quiets down briefly enough for me to hear the soft, mechanical click of the front door closing.
My mind races as I turn around and stride toward the window that overlooks our backyard. I push a small section of the blinds up and peer through. Next door, I see Stanley standing in front of his garage in nothing but slides and a pair of light purple boxer briefs that cling tightly to him.
He looks up from his phone and a few seconds later, mom comes into view, walking quickly toward him. Her long, blonde hair flows down the back of her short, light pink satin nightie, the front of which displays a good portion of the large, full breasts, that she presses against Stanley's bare chest when they embrace tightly, locking their lips together in a passionate kiss.
I watch as they press their bodies close to one another, their mouths molded together and moving in a lust filled wrestle. Mom's left hand moves to the front of Stanley's underwear and she begins to softly grope at his bulge. At the same time, he slips his right hand up the back of her nightie, taking one of her ass cheeks in his firm grip.
My cock begins to respond as they throw caution to the wind by putting their depravity on display for anyone to see. After a minute of making out and grappling with each other, they break apart, and as Stanley takes a step back, his erection comes into view, practically sticking out the top of his boxer briefs, so large I can notice it even from my vantage point on the second floor.



He turns around, then crouches to lift open the garage door. Mom steps inside and he follows, lowering the door once he's inside.
Despite the dread of catching mom sneaking out to have sex with Stanley while Tim is still asleep, my erection aches in my shorts, and deep down I knew my fucked up excitement stems from seeing her so desperate to take his dick that she couldn't possibly go more than a few days before running off to get some.
But more than anything, I knew that imagining all the filthy things they could be doing inside wouldn't be enough to satiate my shameful desire to see them in the throes of depraved formication, which is why I stared at the dirty window on the side of the Pachis' garage for several minutes, contemplating the risk of getting caught playing voyeur to their illicit sex.
Eventually, like always, my libido overrides any other logical sense and I turn to slip on a pair of flip flops before exiting my room and quietly descending down the stairs, using Tim's intermittent snores to cover any squeaky steps along the way.
After shutting the front door softly behind me, I make my way down the sidewalk and up the Pachis' driveway, slowing down as I approach the garage. I pause just outside, listening for any noises made on the other side of the door but unable to hear any.
Moving to the left, I slip into the narrow opening between the side of the garage and the chain link fence separating our driveway from theirs. I've almost reached the window when the jagged sound of it being wrenched open makes me freeze. A pair of large hands manages to yank it halfway up, fighting against years of dirt and neglect.
"There, that should let a bit of cool air in," I hear Stanley say, and his hands disappear as he presumably returns to mom.
The sound of the blinds knocking against the glass of the window seems louder than it should be in the quiet of the morning, yet not loud enough to drown out the pounding of my heart. I stand completely still, breathing heavily while waiting for my heart rate to return to normal.
Only a few minutes pass before I hear a soft moan come through the half open window. My cock, which deflated rather quickly after nearly being caught, starts to re-inflate as the moaning deepens and increases in volume.
Once it's fully erect again, I inch closer to the window while crouching low. The blinds that cover it are old and broken on the ends in several places, affording me the ability to look through them and into the garage.
Inside, opposite the window, mom lays completely naked on the bench press where Stanley does his weightlifting, the nightie she was wearing now casually strewn on the floor. Her arms rest above her head and she has her eyes shut tight. Stanley, crouching low on the ground in front of her, clutches the inside of her thighs, parting them while he feasts on her mound.
I can hear him wetly lapping at her pussy in between mom's moans of pleasure. His head gently rocks forward and backward, focusing intently on exploring the depths of her tunnel with his tongue, and from the expression on mom's face, it's clear that he knows where to search.
Her chest rises with every sharp inhale of breath, thrusting her breasts into the air. Stanley peers over the top of her pelvis as he continues to eat her out, training his eyes on her heavy, round tits as they repeatedly heave upward.
Without stopping his tactful assault on her pussy, he lets go of her thighs and reaches forward to take both of her breasts in each hand. Mom's back immediately arches as she pushes her tits into his grip while letting out a groan of pleasure.
Stanley uses his thumbs to stimulate her rock hard nipples, heightening her sexual gratification. He spends the next few minutes alternating between squeezing her tits while flicking her nipples and rolling each one tightly between his index finger and thumb, driving mom to emit high pitched moans. At the same time, his tongue and lips continue moving, with acute determination, against her wet opening, pushing as far into her cunt as he can go and teasing her clit with light licks and strokes.
Like a trap ready to be sprung, Mom's body becomes tense in response to Stanley's titillation of her breasts and pussy, signaling the approach of a powerful orgasm. This is apparently right where Stanley wants her to be as he pulls his mouth and tongue away from her mound, drawing a whine of complaint from mom.
"You ready for this dick?"
"God, yes. I want to cum all over your huge cock."
Stanley smirks at her enthusiastic response, his mouth and chin shiny from her pussy juices. Standing up, he pushes his underwear down past his erection to the floor. He steps out of them, and then kicks them away with the toe of one of his slides before squatting to become level with mom's body.
Reaching forward, he grips her hips and slides her towards him until her ass is resting right along the edge of the bench. Stanley takes his large erection in his right hand and begins rubbing it along her slit, coating the underside of his shaft with her excess fluid. Mom groans in response, clearly desperate to be filled by him.
"You just couldn't wait to get more of my dick, could you?"
Mom bit her lip and shook her head fiercely.
"Sex with Tim was that awful?"
"It was so unsatisfying. I need to be fucked by a real man who knows what he's doing."
I inhaled and felt my dick give a sharp jerk in my pajama bottoms. Reaching inside, I freed my erection and slowly began to pump it.
"And who would that be?" He asks, pushing her response further.
"You, Stanley. You're a goddamn stud, every woman's dream. You fuck like every man should."
He smirks down at her and stops rubbing his cock along her pussy.
"What do you want then?"
"Your cock, I need your cock inside me," she pleads.
"Beg me for it, like the fucking slut you are."
"Please fuck me, Stanley! Stick your big cock inside me and fuck me senseless! My pussy is yours to use!"
"Fuck yeah it is! You're my own personal whore! I own you, you cheating skank!"
With that final statement, Stanley places the head of his huge dick at the entrance to her tunnel, then slowly begins to push inside.
"UGH, FUCK YES!" Mom cries in excitement as she's penetrated. She emits a long, high pitched wail of intense pleasure as Stanley slowly sinks his cock deep inside her.
Once his bushy pubes graze her swollen pussy lips, he widens his stance in order to fuck her more easily, and reaches underneath her parted thighs to grab onto them from the top, his long fingers digging into the creamy, alabaster skin of her legs as he holds them open for himself.
Withdrawing his long, thick cock from inside her, he pushes steadily back in, repeating this pattern for the first few minutes they have sex. Mom's breathing deepens substantially every time he unhurriedly reenters her, stretching the walls of her tight cunt around his engorged shaft.
Stanley gradually builds up speed until he's fucking her with fast, even strokes, spearing her deeply with his massive pole. With every smooth thrust of his cock, mom's shapely thighs ripple from the impact of his hips slapping against them, creating a smacking noise that fills the garage along with the sounds of wet penetration, almost drowning out their lust filled grunts and pants.
I watch in rapt attention as Stanley gives mom the pounding she so desperately craved, beating my stiff cock with hurried excitement. Part of me still can't believe she actually snuck out of the bed she shares with Tim to let Stanley fuck her, boldly crossing a new line as she descends further into the submissive role of a whore serving her master. But at the same time, I also knew this was what was responsible for my aroused state.
Inside the garage, Stanley continues to fuck mom fast and hard, a barbaric savage ravishing it's willing victim. His hulking, muscular form squats low as he holds her soft, delicate figure in place, releasing primitive carnal grunts while reaming her pussy with the large uncut weapon protruding obscenely from the wild, untamed bush of pubic hair that covers his crotch.
Mom's body rocks in response to being pounded so thoroughly. She grips her jiggling breasts in her hands, squeezing them while making eye contact with Stanley. The intensity and depth of her gaze conveys to him the extent of just how much she needed his dick as well as her gratification from receiving it.
However, this was not enough for Stanley, who evidently preferred to hear her admit it to him out loud.
"This is what you needed, isn't it? A hard pounding from my big cock?" He huffs out between thrusts.
"Ugh, yes," mom manages to answer. "I couldn't go another day without it."
"You couldn't get it from your fiancé either."
"No," she confirms. "He has no idea what he's doing."
"And that's why you messaged me?"
"Yes, because you fuck incredibly. I'm not satisfied by any cock but yours!"
"Fuck, yes!"
Excited by her words, Stanley increases the speed and intensity of this thrusts, fucking mom harder and deeper than before.
"Here's the cock you miss so much you fucking skank!"
Mom lets out euphoric wails, her eyes shut tight as he mercilessly drives his cock in and out of her, almost animalistic in nature. A fine layer of sweat coats the muscles of his large frame, produced from working her over so completely in the modest, poorly ventilated space.
"Who owns this pussy?"
"You do, Stanley! My body belongs to you! I'm yours forever!"
"You nasty, cheating slut," he snarls out before pausing his assault on her pussy and withdrawing his cock. The entire length of his shaft is drenched in her juices.
"Look at the mess you made of my cock, you stupid bitch. I'm gonna have to punish you for it."
He throws her legs over his shoulder, then leans forward and grips the weightless bar resting on the rack opposite him. Standing up a bit, he readjusts his stance until his body is stretched out above hers, his slide clad feet planted solidly on the concrete floor.
Mom inhales sharply as her knees become tucked by her head, which tilts her ass up and exposes her wet cunt. I can see her legs shaking in anticipation for what's about to happen.
"Put me back inside you," Stanley commands firmly.
Mom complies, reaching out and feeling for his rigid cock before taking a hold of it and guiding it to her opening. She struggles a bit due to the new position of her body, but she's determined to have what she's been craving the last few days firmly planted inside her.
They both let out lustful noises when his cock finally broaches the walls of her mound. Mom releases his shaft, letting Stanley take over as he slowly sinks down deep inside her, and takes a hold of his taut biceps in preparation for the harsh fucking she's no doubt about to receive.
Once he's fully inside her again, he rotates his hips, getting a feel for the warm, wet snugness enveloping his pole.
"Ahhh fuck yeah," he sighs, content with the tight feeling surrounding his shaft. "You ready, slut? I'm gonna give you a pounding you won't soon forget."
"Yes, fuck me hard, Stanley! Remind me why I came over here."
With that, Stanley slowly withdraws his cock until just the tip is left inside before dropping his hips and shoving back into her. Mom unleashes a scream of pleasure, her nails digging into the bronze skin of his arms.
"Scream louder, cunt, wake your pathetic fiancé next door and let him hear you being fucked by a real man!"
Stanley once again withdraws his large, rigid erection before slamming back in, causing mom to let out another scream.
"Give it to me, Stanley! Take what belongs to you and make me scream so everybody knows I'm your whore!"
Needing no further encouragement, Stanley begins hammering into mom, using his grip on the bar and the placement of his feet for leverage in hoisting his hips up and dropping them back down, forcing a good portion of his huge dick into her soaked pussy.
His deep grunts are nearly drowned out by mom's screams of delirious pleasure. She barely manages to cling to his arms, her folded up body quivering from the powerful thrusting of his behemoth cock past her folds and down her chute.
I can tell neither of them will last very long, both too overwhelmed by the feral lust of their illicit fornication. My own orgasm slowly approaches, the tingling deep in my groin growing more and more pronounced as I watch them mate like animals.
Stanley's strong arms and firm footing gives him the ability of pistoning his large, uncut cock in and out mom's exposed cunt with ease.
"Ugh, I'm gonna cum, you're gonna make me cum," mom cries out, almost incoherent.
Stanley grunts through tightly gritted teeth, not even bothering to respond as he focuses on achieving his own orgasm. The muscles in his body begin to become taut from tension and he arches his back, pushing more of his dick into mom.
"Ohhh fuck," mom squeaks, her mouth dropping open as her eyes slam shut.
"I. Fucking. Own. You," Stanley says, more to himself than to her. With one final slam, he holds his meaty cock deep inside her, letting out a low roar as he overwhelms her cervix with copious amounts of semen.
Mom lets out another cry of pleasure and their bodies stay locked together as they both revel in the peak of their respective orgasms. As they start to wind down, they automatically move in sync with one another; Stanley lowers himself down onto mom while she slides her legs from his shoulder to wrap around his waist.
I glimpse a flash of tongue before he crushes his mouth to her, moaning greedily as mom reciprocates with eagerness. She tightens her legs around his waist, pulling him firmly against her as he finishes emptying his morning load inside the warm depths of her pussy.
With a final tug, I blow my load all over the vinyl siding of Stanley's garage. My left hand shoots out to steady myself against the windowsill as I spray cum along the wall underneath.
I return my attention to the couple inside as the last drops of cum dribble from my rapidly deflating cock. Stanley's mouth is around the nipple of mom's right breast, suckling it while he gropes the left one. She sighs in contentment, enjoying the attention he's paying to her tits and stroking his hair in encouragement.
He alternates back and forth between sucking on each of her heavy, round globes while I stuff my cock back into my pajama bottoms. The cum I shot all over the garage has dripped down the side. Hopefully, it won't leave too much of a stain.
Shuffling noises from inside the garage catches my attention, and I look through the window to see mom and Stanley getting up off the bench to get dressed.
I quickly duck out down, paralyzed as I try and decide whether to make a break for it down the driveway and risk getting caught or hiding until they both go back inside.
The decision is ultimately made for me when I hear the sound of the garage door being lifted up, and I dart in the opposite direction before slipping around the back corner.
After the garage door is pulled back down a few seconds later, I hear Stanley speak to mom.
"That was really hot."
"It was, these past few days have left me feeling so pent up."
"I could tell, you came so hard on my cock."
Mom giggles and then I hear the sounds of kissing before Stanley speaks again.
"I want more of that pussy while he's here," he tells her. The tone of his voice makes it clear that he's not asking.
"And you can have it," she replies immediately. "I don't think I can go days without seeing you anymore. Especially after how disappointing sex has become with Tim."
"Guess I'm just too good." I could practically hear the smirk in his voice.
"You definitely are," she tells him before they start kissing again.
"I gotta get back," she says after they finish. "I'll message you later."
"Sounds good, baby."
I listen as their footsteps retreat, mom's down the driveway and Stanley up the steps of his back porch. After he shuts the door, I wait another few minutes to ensure mom is inside our house and won't catch me sneaking back in before venturing out.
The sun is higher now than it was when I first crept out here, and the sounds of the neighborhood waking up are just beginning. I gently crack open the front door, checking for any movement or sound from inside before slipping through and climbing the stairs.
At the top, I see the door to the bathroom is shut, and can hear the sound of the shower running inside. Guess mom is washing away all the evidence of her fuck with Stanley.
I shut my bedroom door behind me before crawling back into bed. My mind briefly ponders what other ways mom will find to meet up with Stanley throughout the rest of Tim's time here before sleep pulls me under a blanket of unconsciousness.
-----------
Turns out, I didn't need to wait long to find out.
The next evening after dinner, mom casually mentioned she was going out for a jog.
"I thought you only jogged on the weekends?" Tim asked, not looking up from his tablet.
"Normally yes, but I've put on a bit of weight recently that I'm trying to lose."
I glanced at her from the corner of my eye as I cleared the table, guessing what she'd actually be doing to burn off calories.
"You know I thought so, but I didn't want to say anything in case I was wrong."
Mom narrowed her eyes and gave him a tight smile.
"Glad you were so concerned," she deadpanned.
Her tone makes Tim look up, and he realizes how rude his comment had sounded.
"I just meant I thought that's why you would go out jogging when you normally don't," he attempted to explain. "Not that I thought you gained weight."
"Right," she dismisses before standing up. "I'm gonna get changed and head out."
She left the room before Tim could say anything else. He sighs in frustration before turning back to his tablet. The front door slams a few minutes later, signaling mom's irate exit.
"I swear, she can be so petulant sometimes," Tim mutters to himself.
I don't say anything as I stand at the sink washing dishes and he eventually makes his way to the couch. Mom returns about forty five minutes later, sweaty, out of breath, and with her ponytail askew.
"Did you have a good run?" Tim asks, glancing away from the TV as she shuts the front door behind her.
"Yup," she throws over her shoulder before climbing the stairs. The sound of the bathroom door shutting reaches us shortly afterward. When I head up to my room ten minutes later, I hear the shower running just like it was yesterday after mom had finished having sex with Stanley in his garage.
I could tell that she continued to meet up with him the rest of the week. One night, I came downstairs to grab a drink and noticed she wasn't around.
"She had to run to the store," Tim tells me when I inquire after her whereabouts. I frown and go back upstairs.
Looking out my bedroom window, I see that mom's car is gone while Stanley's truck still sits in his driveway, making me wonder if she actually had gone out to the store.
But later on, once she had gotten back, my curiosity got the better of me, and I snuck downstairs to snag her keys off the table.
I wasn't sure what I was expecting to find as I approached her car, but I definitely wasn't prepared for it to reek of sex when I opened the door. The scent of sweat and cum overwhelmed my nostrils, causing my cock to begin to stir in my pants.
The backseat had a wet stain in the middle, and when I leaned in to inhale deeply, I noticed something peeking out from under the front passenger seat. Reaching under, I grab the edge and pull it out, holding up a hand towel sticky with the combined fluids of mom and Stanley.
Tentatively, I bring it closer to my face to get a whiff of the strong salty scent of cum, which brings my erection to full mast. Soon, I have my pants hastily yanked down and my cock in my hand as I furiously jerk off while inhaling the fresh scent of sex that permeates the car, perversely created by mom and Stanley not too long ago.



When I cum about two minutes later, I blow my load into the hand towel, adding my jizz to the fluid that's already there. After the last drops dribble out, I stuff the towel back where I found it before silently creeping retreating into the house.
As her need for Stanley deepens, mom's inhibitions lower in response, and she boldly begins engaging in much riskier sex with him.
A few nights later, when I finish getting ready for bed, I head downstairs for a glass of water. The bathroom door is shut tight as I pass, the shower running full blast behind it, Tim having gone in just a few minutes prior.
After taking a long gulp of water, I place the glass in the sink, and out of the corner of my eye, I notice the trash can is filled to the brim. Sighing, I walk over and tie the top of the garbage bag closed before yanking it out.
Exiting the back door, I head to the right and stop at the trash bin by the back corner of the house. Dropping the bag in, I shut the lid and am about to go head inside when a creaking noise catches my attention. Listening more closely, I can make out that it's mechanical in nature.
Looking around the corner of the house, I see Stanley's truck, parked farther up his driveway, rocking in place. Inside the cab, mom rides Stanley's cock with complete abandon. Her naked body jostles as she raises and lowers her round ass with quick precision.
Stanley's large hands roughly knead her round tits, squeezing them and pulling tightly on her erect nipples while mom slides along his thick pole trying to make them both cum.
I stand there in shock, unable to fathom how they could mate so brazenly like this. Mom seems to care less and less about being discrete, either wanting to be caught or getting off on the danger of fucking Stanley so openly while Tim is home. Perhaps both.
Despite how much it worries me that he possessed so much control over her now, I found it completely arousing to see her engage outright in illicit fornication right behind Tim's back, and I think it turned me on just as much as it turned her on, as evident by the raging erection in my pajama bottoms.
After jerking off in my bedroom not long after catching them in Stanley's truck, I wondered how much more bold they would get before Tim left for another work trip.
It was a few days later when I would find out. I had mixed up the days when I was supposed to stay late for inventory, so I ended up getting off work at my normal time instead of a couple hours later like I had anticipated.
I came in through the back door and was greeted by the sound of Tim snoring as he napped on the couch. He was splayed out, glasses askew and his tablet half gripped in one hand. Walking through the kitchen, I pass the closed door to the laundry but pause when I hear what sounds like a faint groan coming from the other side. I slowly turn around and move closer, leaning in to try and hear anything over Tim's loud snores.
"Aw, fuck yeah."
I recognize Stanley's cocky, arrogant voice, and I can feel my cock inflating in anticipation as I gently slide open the pocket door a crack to look inside.
On the opposite end of the room, Stanley leans against the washing machine with his eyes shut tight while bracing his hands on either side of him, his legs spread apart and the waistband of his mesh shorts tucked underneath his large, hairy balls as mom kneels on the ground in front of him, feverishly sucking his thick meat.
"Mmm that right, slobber on my cock," he mumbles, prompting a low moan of pleasure from mom. I watch the back of her head move as she eagerly engulfs his rod in her mouth repeatedly.
"What a slutty little bitch you are, blowing me with your fiancé asleep in the next room."
Mom moans again, excitedly sucking him faster. Her left hand pushes under his tank top, caressing his taut abs, while her right grips the thick muscle of this thigh.
"You were put on this fucking Earth to serve me," he says, voice tense.
His head tilts back and I can see the strain in the muscles of his neck as he clenches his jaw in response to an impending orgasm.
"Fuck, I'm gonna fill your mouth with cream," he grunts, then grabs the back of her head with both hands, spearing her mouth with his thick pole over and over as he unloads down her throat.
I quietly shut the door before he finishes, not wanting to get caught, then sneak out the back. To avoid Stanley as he sneaks out, I take a long walk around the block before approaching the back door.
Inside, I can see mom moving around the kitchen and know it's safe.
"Hello, sweetheart," mom greets me in surprise after I walk in. "I thought you were working late doing inventory?"
"I got the dates mixed up."
"Oh, well it must've been nice to find out you didn't have to stay late."
"Yeah, I guess it was."
"If you had let me know, I probably would've started dinner a bit sooner."
I looked at her a few seconds before answering, "I'll make sure to do that next time."
"Good," she said, nodding her head.
"Anyway, I'm gonna go ahead and get changed."
"Alright, sweetheart, I'll probably start cooking now that you're home."
She moved toward the fridge and yanked it open. As I left the kitchen, I glanced back at her, noticing the relief on her face as stared at the contents of the refrigerator.
-----------
I stand at the kitchen sink, looking out the window at the small crowd gathered in Stanley's backyard. Smoke was rising from the grill and a table set up nearby had an assortment of side dishes, chips, drinks, and desserts. Music was playing from a speaker somewhere as people laughed while mingling.
"I can't believe we're going over there," I mutter, mostly to myself.
"Come on, Kyle, don't act so miserable," mom tells me as she finishes applying her lipstick. "It'll be a lot of fun, and I think some of your old classmates might be there."
I turn away from her, sulking in protest. Tim had left for another week long work trip only a couple of days after I found mom blowing Stanley in the laundry room. It was not long after his return that she had announced Stanley had invited us all to his family's barbecue.
"I'm sorry, what?" I asked incredulously.
"He invited us to his family barbecue," mom repeated.
"When?"
"This Saturday, it starts at two."
"And you want to go?"
"Why not? It was nice of him to consider us, wasn't it?"
"It was," Tim interjects. "I think it'll be a lot of fun."
"So shall I tell him we'll go?"
"Why not. I don't have another trip until the Monday after anyways."
"Great, I'll let him know."
I had been dreading today all week. It was bad enough that I was forced to deal with Stanley when Tim was away, now I'll have to spend the rest of today surrounded by him and his asshole friends. Not to mention I have no idea how he would behave with mom while Tim is right there.
The way they both had so freely engaged in sex while he had been home revealed a new depth to their relationship with each other as well as added a new risk component to their fucking, something they both clearly enjoyed and didn't give up once Tim had left on his work trip.
I came home from work about ten minutes early one day, having gotten a ride from Sarah and avoided taking my usual bus. The second I pushed open the back door, mom's high pitched squeals of pleasure reached my ears, and the first thing I saw was Stanley's hairy ass rapidly rising and falling above the top of the back of the couch as he pumped into mom, who's dainty feet were on either side of him while she dug her fingers into his ass cheeks.
Their clothes were strewn haphazardly around the room, hanging off of furniture or slung across the floor. Neither of them heard me come in, too busy having loud, passionate sex to notice, and I stood there watching them for about a minute, out of surprise and arousal, when mom speaks.
"Ugh, he's gonna be home soon!" She tells Stanley.
"Fucking good, I want him to know this is my house now, and your skanky ass belongs to me!"
"Oh God, you're gonna make me cum, Stanley!"
"That's right, let your son walk in and see you cumming on my big dick. Maybe he'll learn how to satisfy a woman."
"Fuck, I'm cumming, Stanley, I'm cumming!"
I watched her toes curl as an orgasm overtook her, and not long after Stanley began grunting loudly, signaling his own impending orgasm was near. Grabbing the doorknob, I shut the door just as he began shooting his load deep inside mom, and waited a good fifteen minutes before daring to venture back inside, feeling somewhat relieved to find them both upright and dressed.
I had studiously avoided making any eye contact with them, and shut myself up in my room as quickly as possible. That wasn't the only time that week that I had caught them fucking so brazenly either, waking up late one night to pee, only to see their figures pressed together behind the frosted glass of the shower as I stood in the open doorway of the bathroom. Mom's soft giggles echoed off the walls as they touched each other under the water. I ended up jerking off right there in the doorway while watching them before returning to bed.
Since Tim had gotten back on Tuesday, I hadn't caught her sneaking around with Stanley, but I was unsure if that was because they weren't messing around as much or they had simply just put more effort into being discreet about it.
I pondered this as I watched mom touch up her makeup. She's wearing a white sundress today and platform sandals, her hair tied back in a loose ponytail.
"Tim, we're waiting on you," she called upstairs, then rolled her eyes.
"Sorry," he said, bounding down the stairs. "I was just finishing ironing my shorts."
Mom grabbed the plate of brownies she had baked off the counter, and then we proceeded out the back door to head next door.
As we walked up the Pachis' driveway, I scanned the crowd of people milling about the backyard. Most of the people I didn't know, but off to the side near the porch, was a group of guys I went to school with, among them was Stanley and his brother, Wade.
Wade was two years younger than me, he'll be starting his junior year soon. He was almost as tall as Stanley, but instead of being muscular like him, he was thin; a beanpole with hair down to his shoulder blades.
Stanley finally noticed us as we approached the edge of the crowd. He smirked before taking a swig of the beer in his hand, then made some comment to his group of friends that made them all laugh and turn in our direction.
Mom made eye contact with him and waved. He gave a nod and swallowed the rest of his beer, chucking it into a nearby trash can as he strutted over.
"Well, look what the cat dragged in," he greeted us.
I badly wanted to point out we weren't actually inside but I held my tongue.
"Hi, Stanley," mom greeted him pleasantly. "Thank you so much for inviting us, we're thrilled to be here."
"Of course, what kind of neighbor would I be if I didn't?" He smirked again before turning to mom's right.
"You must be Tim," he stuck out his hand and Tim shook it, wincing slightly as Stanley took a firm grasp of his hand. Stanley's smirk grew wider. "I've just heard so much about you," he continued.
"How nice," Tim said, letting go. "I'm afraid I can't say the same, although you're quite different from what I imagined."
"Oh?" Stanley said, raising his eyebrows. "How so?"
"Just that when Julie said the neighbor's son was doing odd jobs around the house, I thought it was one of your younger brothers that I see occasionally."
"Well, my brothers don't exactly have the muscles to be able to do some of those repairs," he said pointedly, flexing both of his arms. It wasn't lost on me that he was implying that Tim didn't either.
"I know what you mean, now that I think about it. Some of those pipes that got replaced were mighty old, they must've been a bitch to wrench out of there."
"Eh, they didn't put up as much of a fight as you imagine. But that's to be expected, they were so old they were practically useless. It's only a shame they weren't replaced sooner."
"It was on the list of things we were gonna tackle once we had gotten married."
"Guess I saved you the trouble then."
The conversation lapsed in silence for a few seconds before mom spoke up.
"Oh, I've brought some dessert, don't know where you want me to put it."
"That's very kind of you, Julie. You didn't have to bring anything, though, just your lovely self." He smiled at her.
"Here, I'll show you where you can drop those off and where you guys can get a drink if you want."
Stanley led us through the crowd of people to a table stacked with food and drinks. Mom set the brownies down on the end with several other desserts.
"There's plenty to drink, so help yourselves to whatever-"
"Stanley!" A voice barked loudly, and a large, burly man in an apron emerged from the crowd beside us. Tall, he had short hair and a five o'clock shadow. A thick midsection offset the muscles in his chest and arms.
"Did you stack all the empty boxes over on the side of the house?"
"Yeah, Dad, I did."
"Good." Stanley's father gave us all a once over. "And who the hell are you all?"
"Dad, these are the neighbors. Remember, I told you I invited them?"
"Ohhhh, that's right," he said, recollection in his voice. "Apologies, I've had a few beers already. Stuart Pachis," he held out his hand.
"Nice to meet you, I'm Tim, and this is Julie and Kyle."
"Ah, good to be able to put a, uh, face to the name," Stuart says to mom, a knowing smile stretching across his face. "My sons been helping you out in all sorts of ways, hasn't he?"
"He definitely has," mom replied with a smile of her own.
"Always told him in order to be a proper man, he needs to know how to take care of business around the house, aye son?" He thumped Stanley on the back and gave him a wink.
"Yeah I seem to recall you saying something to that effect," Stanley answers with a smirk.
"Anyway, either of you get yourselves a drink yet? There's plenty here."
"We haven't had the chance," mom said.
"Well let's get you situated with some alcohol then. Tim, what're you drinking today?"
"Oh, something light, maybe a wine cooler."
"A wine cooler? Why don't you leave that for your fiancé to drink. The fellas and I are knocking back some Jameson."
"Ohh I'm not so sure about that," Tim held up his hands in protest. "I'm not that big of a drinker."
"Nonsense, whiskey is always the right move. Come join us, we'll fix you up right."
With that, Stuart guided Tim away.
"What about you, gorgeous? See anything that you're thirsty for?" Stanley spoke in a low tone as he offered mom a seductive smile.
"I think I have something in mind," she flirted back.
Placing his hand on her lower back, he led her over to the drinks down at the either end of the table, leaving me by myself. I looked around the backyard at the unfamiliar faces, spotting a few familiar ones I wanted to avoid.
The next several hours went by painfully slow. Tim stood around with Stuart and his friends, looking very out of place as they forced drink after drink down his throat, ribbing him whenever he tried to politely decline until he eventually gave in and reluctantly accepted another.
Mom stood just off to his side, sipping at sangria and occasionally joining in the conversation, although I noticed her making eye contact with Stanley from across the yard on more than one occasion. He would offer a smirk or a wink in return, then say something to his friends which would cause them all to laugh and holler in response.
I avoided them all as best as possible, spending most of the time wandering through the crowd or standing by the table. Eventually, I found a quiet place by the side of the garage where I could sit down on my phone without being disturbed.
Not long after six, I got bored of scrolling through the various apps on my phone. The sun was just starting to set, and I figured we'd spent enough time here and could finally go home. Scanning the backyard, I spot Tim still standing amongst Stuart and his friends, although looking quite drunk by this point. I couldn't imagine how much he'd drank by now.
However, I noticed mom was not by his side anymore. Moving through the backyard, I attempted to spot her white sundress amongst the crowd. After several minutes of searching and no luck, I decided to check inside the house, figuring she might have gone to use the bathroom or something.
As I shut the back door behind, most of the noise becomes muffled and I can finally hear myself think. The setting sun casts an orange and pink glow inside the kitchen. Moving into the living room, I look to the right and see through the open door that the bathroom is empty.
Throwing my hands up, I decide to just head home myself, unwilling to go back outside and search through the crowd for her. I exit through the front door and step outside. The noise from the crowd in the back is faint up here, and as I begin to walk down the steps of the front porch, I'm able to make out hushed voices coming from around the side of the house.
Moving to the left, I approach several large bushes that block the entrance to the small space between the side of the Pachis' house and the fence of the house next door. The volume of the voices become clear enough that I can tell they belong to a man and a woman.
I step forward and carefully part a portion of the bushes to be able to look through. The setting sun provides enough dim light to illuminate the small space, and further down, barely concealed by some stacked cardboard boxes, is mom pinned against the side of the house while Stanley holds her aloft.
Her legs are wrapped tightly around his waist while he holds her up by the bottom of the thighs. The waistband of his mesh shorts are tucked underneath the curve of his hairy ass, exploding his thick, uncut cock, which he hurriedly saws in and out of her pussy.
Mom holds herself steady by gripping the large biceps of his arms, the hem of her sundress pulled up to make it easier for him to ram his dick in and out of her over and over. It takes me a few seconds to finally notice her red panties dangling from the ankle of her right foot.
The way their bodies writhe together in perfect unison is incredibly erotic, mom pushing against the cock that's invading her cunt with every quick thrust of Stanley's hips. Adding to it is the fact that this is all taking place a few feet away from a large crowd of people, which includes Tim, in a small alcove that just barely manages to hide their fucking. My cock comes alive instantly.
"Fuck, you're so strong," mom tells Stanley in breathless huffs.
"Stronger than your wimpy fiancé?"
"Yes, he's so weak, he could never fuck me like this."
"Like what?"
"Up against the house like a whore."
"Good slut, you know your fucking place," he tells her roughly. "Fucking hell, your cunt is soaked. You love getting off on being fucked with all these people right here, don't you?"
"I do, I love sneaking away to take your big cock."
"And with your fiancé a few feet away?"
"Yes, too drunk to notice I've left his side to get fucked by a 20 year old stud."
Stanley starts hammering into her cunt harder, spurned by their degrading conversation. The muscles in his ass contract with every sharp jab of his meat inside her slick opening.
"A stronger, better looking, man," mom continues. "One that puts him to sham with such a huge cock."
"This is why you came, isn't it? So I can fuck you with him right around the corner."
"It is, I wanted to feel you inside me while he stands around like a fool."
"Oh you fucking dirty skank," Stanley grunts out. "I'm gonna fill you with my seed and send you back to his side."
"Yes, I want to feel it dripping down my legs while holding onto his arm."



"He's gonna stick his sad, tiny prick inside you later and know a real man's already been there."
"If he's not too drunk to get it up."
"He's so fucking pathetic, not realizing his fiancé is being fucked like a cheap whore by a younger bull right behind his back."
"I fucking love it, it's so hot taking your dick with him right there. Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm about to cum," she announces.
"Yeah, cream my shaft bitch!" He covers her mouth with his and her moans become muffled by his lips and tongue as her body shudders from an orgasm.
She goes limp against the side of the house just as Stanley's orgasm approaches. He grunts loudly, burying his face into the side of her necks as his thrusts become erratic from emptying his balls inside of her.
He kisses the side of her neck and makes his way up to her face, his tongue entering her mouth while he gives several shallow thrusts of his deflating cock, ensuring the last of his load is safely deposited in her tunnel.
Mom moans and reciprocates by feeding him her tongue, and they spend the next few minutes making out while he still holds her up, his thick fingers digging harshly into the skin of her thighs.
I step back from the bushes, wiping a few leaves off my arms. My hard on is still raging in my pants and I desperately want to find somewhere quiet to relieve the ache of arousal that's fueling it. I ascend the steps of the front porch and head back inside. The bathroom is still unoccupied, and I quickly stride toward it, closing the door behind me.
With my pants around my ankles and my hardon enclosed around my fist, I shut my eyes and quickly begin beating my meat. The fresh memories of Stanley plowing mom along the side of the house quickly fill my mind, and soon I'm shooting cum into the water of the toilet.
Squeezing out the last drops, I grab a handful of tissues to wipe up before tossing them into the bowl and flushing. The familiar sense of shame and embarrassment begins to course through me and now, with my arousal satisfied, I really do want to go home.
I exit the bathroom and head to the backyard. Once out on the porch, I can see mom is back by Tim's side and Stanley has returned to his circle of friends, animatedly engaged in conversation with them. At a certain point, he looks toward her, and they make eye contact, sharing a knowing smile.
Tim doesn't appear to catch this, too drunk to really notice, but Stuart does, and he offers a small nod of approval to Stanley when mom turns around to get another drink, and Stanley nods back, a strange look that I'm unable to decipher passing between them.
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I hear the faint bang of the back door around nine. Pausing my game, the muffled noises of conversation penetrate my shut door.
It's been several hours since I fled the Pachis' barbecue after catching Stanley fucking mom up against the side of his house. Whether either her or Tim had noticed my absence remains somewhat of a question. Neither of them had come looking for me or even sent so much as an inquiring text of my whereabouts.
So, I'd settled in and queued up my console, immersing myself in Skyrim in order to drown out the noise from next door as well as the memories of the last few hours, continuing uninterrupted until now.
Getting up, I ease open the door and step into the hallway to make my way toward the staircase, hearing Stanley's deep baritone voice from below.
"Where do you want him?"
"Just on the couch," mom replies.
Squatting on the landing, I press myself against the wall and take a few gentle steps down, peering into the living room just in time to see Stanley walking toward the couch with an unconscious Tim slung over his shoulder.
He unceremoniously dumps him face up onto the cushions. Tim is completely out, his left arm dangling off the side of the couch while his mouth is ajar. Stanley towers above him, a mildly derisive look plastered across his face as he stares down at Tim.
"Thanks for bringing him in," mom says.
"Sure thing."
Stanley watches as Tim's head flops over to the side, partially hanging over the edge. He gives a quick shake of his head in disgust before being replaced with an evil smile.
"Hey, watch this," he says, moving around to the front of the couch.
Widening his stance, he pulls down the waistband of his mesh shorts extracts his large cock and balls. Stepping forward, his scrotum hovers just above Tim's face for a few seconds before he begins a series of squats, teabagging him.
Stanley's heavy, hairy nuts repeatedly drop onto Tim's face and in his mouth as he gives mom a stupid grin. She slaps a hand over her mouth, attempting to cover her laughter as she watches nearby.
"Quick, snap a pic," he prompts, tossing his phone at her.
Mom holds it up, taking a picture of Stanley squatting over Tim, his fat, fuzzy nads resting against his open mouth and nose while he sticks his tongue out at the camera and gives the middle finger.
"Got it," she said.
"Show me."
She walks toward him and holds out her phone for him to see.
He gives a big laugh, "I'm gonna make that shit my wallpaper."
Looking down, he grins at his ballsack still laying against Tim.
"His face is gonna smell like my sweaty nuts tomorrow morning," he gives a few gentle thrusts, dragging his sack from Tim's chin up to his forehead and back down again.
"Mmm, I love when you assert your dominance," mom says seductively, reaching out with her left hand and taking Stanley's long dick in her grip. "It's so primitive and sexy."
She begins slowly jerking his cock, looking into his eyes which seem to smolder with intense desire and possession, a small, cruel smile on his face.
"That's how a real man behaves," he tells her huskily, reaching up and roughly grasping both of her tits through her dress. "I'm not only reminding you of his place in my house but of your place as well, slut."
He begins kneading her tits as she jerks his cock until it's throbbing in her hand. I can see some precum leak out of the tip and dribble onto Tim's face.
"Suck it," Stanley commands.
Mom squats down until she's level with his tool and quickly engulfs it in her mouth. Stanley inhales deeply as she takes several deep swallows of his cock.
My own cock is throbbing my shorts from picturing Tim waking up to Stanley's balls draped across his face and mom hovering above, inhaling his thick meat, leaving me with the urge to bust right then and there.
Stanley has his head tilted back and his eyes closed as mom vigorously works his pole with her mouth, sliding her plump lips tightly around his girthy shaft as it slides down her throat.
"Fuck yeah," he mutters. "You serve me so well, skank."
Mom just moans along his cock, slowing down to suck him with long swallows, savoring the taste and feel of his donkey dick in her mouth. Releasing him, she gently licks the underside of his head with the tip of her tongue, teasing him until a harsh shiver wracks his body.
"God damn, come here," he grabs her arm roughly and marches her to the couch opposite the one Tim is passed out on. He quickly pushes down his mesh shorts and kicks them away.
Sitting down in the center of the couch, he strips off his tank top and tosses it aside, leaving him completely naked except for the slides on his feet. Stanley beckons mom with one of his hands as he spreads his legs, leaving his big dick protruding straight up out of the thick bushel of dark pubic hair that covers his groin.
Stepping forward, he grabs her by the waist and turns her around so that she's facing Tim's unconscious body and pushes the hem of her dress up, revealing her bare, curvy ass. Stanley runs his large hand down her left cheek, giving it a sharp whack before gripping it tightly.
"You ready to be violated by my dick, bitch?"
"God, yes!"
"Second time today, and in front of your fiancé too," Stanley's cock twitches as he slowly lowers her to meet his cock, pausing when the head is placed at the opening to her entrance.
"You dirty fucking whore," he spits out, and pulls her down onto his dick.
They both let out moans of pleasure as mom slowly becomes impaled on Stanley's rod, sinking lower and lower until the curves of her luscious ass rest against the thick muscles of his hairy thighs.
"Oh, fuck," mom mutters with her eyes shut tight.
She slowly rotates her hips, her mouth hanging half open in wonder, as she gets a feel for the giant dick stretching her inner walls. Stanley impatiently delivers a loud smack to her ass cheek.
"Get to fucking work, you stupid cunt," he growls.
Mom whimpers and slowly starts to ride him, reverse cowgirl style, bouncing up and down his shaft. She quickly builds to a fast but steady pace, her round ass cheeks slapping against his thighs as his thick meat plunges into her tunnel over and over.
"Yeah, work that dick," Stanley mutters.
He stares, mesmerized, at her bubbly, round ass cheeks rippling each time they collide against his muscular thighs. Closing his eyes, Stanley leans back and places his hands behind his head before sighing, letting mom do all the work to fuck herself on his cock while he relaxes and enjoys the tight, visceral grip of her pussy muscles milking his shaft.
The clapping sound her ass makes as it slams against his legs makes my dick twitch in my pants and I quickly extract it, pulling the zipper down just enough to free my hard on.
Gripping it tightly, I start jerking off while observing mom gleefully riding Stanley on the couch. She has the hem of her dress bunched up in her hands, removing it as an obstacle in order to make it easier to slide along Stanley's monster cock. Her hips move with skillful and deft precision, pushing the lower half of her body up and down onto his thick shaft repeatedly in a quick but steady rhythm.
Mom bites her lip in unbridled pleasure as she takes more and more of Stanley inside her. Her scrunched up eyes and deep, low groans indicate she's building to an orgasm. Stanley realizes this also and leans forward to take a rough hold of her hips with his large, strong hands, slowing her down.
"I didn't give you permission to cum yet," he admonishes in a stern voice.
"Oh, please," she begs breathlessly. "Please let me cum, Stanley."
"Not until I'm ready to fill you with my seed."
Taking control, he uses his grip to move her along his cock at a slower pace, causing mom to release a long moan of desperation.
"Feel my thick cock stretching you?"
"God, yes, I'm so fucking full. Ohhhh, your dick is amazing!"
Stanley chuckles to himself and begins to thrust his hips forward in the same slow manner in which he's pushing and pulling mom along his cock. Tentatively, he releases her hips, his hands hovering slightly off her waist until he's sure she would continue to ride him at the slow pace he had set. Once he sees that she is, he leans forward and slides his hands along the inside of her smooth thighs, placing his chin on top of her left shoulder.
Mom groans as Stanley roughly paws at her thighs with his large hands, never breaking stride as she slowly moves her hips to meet his as he thrusts forward, his cock repeatedly disappearing deep inside her.
"God damn nasty skank," Stanley says into her ear, a deep huskiness in his voice. "Riding my donkey dick in front of your passed out fiancé."
"Ugh, I can't help it," she barely manages to get out in between deeply inhaled breaths of pleasure. "You're the dominant male, it's instinct to mate with you."
"Fuck yeah I am. I'm a true alpha, and you were created to serve a real man like me, not the pathetic cuck in front of you. Look at him, too drunk to realize the love of his life is being taken by a stronger, younger stud."
"Yes," she cries, her eyes shut tight. "I'm yours to take whenever you want. I belong to you and only you!"
"And don't you forget it," he growls in response.
Stanley slides his hands up her body, gripping her breasts through her dress before freeing them. He roughly squeezes and kneads her bare tits as they continue fuck slowly, occasionally tweaking her nipples which causes mom to writhe and call out his name in pleasure.
Watching them fuck slowly like this in front of a passed out Tim is almost intoxicating. The slow movement of their bodies against one another as Stanley greedily mauls her large tits with his big hands brings me closer to cumming, as it evidently does them.
"You like fucking me in front of your little bitch of a fiancé?"
"Yes, yes, I want him to wake up and see what's it like for a real man to fuck me."
"Do you want to cum on my dick like the filthy whore you are?"
"I do, badly!"
The earnestness of her voice is matched by the tension in her body. It's clear that she wants to ride him faster and finally bring herself to orgasm. But she knows better than to defy him and break the pace that he's set. Stanley has trained her well.
"Beg me," he commands before licking and nipping at the side of her neck.
"Please let me cum, Stanley! I need it so bad! Please allow me to cum on your cock and cover it with my cream!"
Without a word, Stanley's left hand leaves her breast and slides back down her body. Slipping between her legs, he uses his fingers to stimulate her clit as she continues to push back against his cock at the same slow pace.
"Oh God," she cries out.
Stanley begins to thrust harder into her mound, grunting beast-like into her neck.
"Get ready to receive my load, slut."
Mom can't even offer a response, only emit low whines in short bursts. Stanley's right hand moves to her head, quickly titling it to the left to allow him to lean in and shove his tongue into her open mouth. She barely registers the invasion as deep shudders rack her body as Stanley roughly pulls her ass against his groin, holding her there in a signal that he's depositing his semen deep inside her.
With a final burst, cum explodes out of my cock, splashing all over the front of my shirt. I brace my feet against the steps until I'm finished emptying myself, slowly releasing my deflating hard on as my body relaxes.
On the couch, mom finally recovers her senses, moaning as she begins to kiss Stanley back, moving her tongue against his in a deeply passionate post-coital kiss, a reward for making her cum as hard as she did.
After they break apart, she rests her forehead against his, taking deep breaths with her eyes shut before she slowly starts to untangle herself. Upon standing up, Stanley's thick cum begins to seep out from her slit in small drips, landing on the hardwood floor with light plops.
"Shit," she mutters, quickly making her way to the kitchen.
Stanley leans back against the couch, resting his hands behind his head once more. He looks completely at ease relaxing on the couch, his sculpted body glistening with sweat, long legs splayed out wide in front of him, exposing his flaccid cock completely covered in my mother's juices.
It's clear to me that he considers this house his now, and mom his woman, here to serve him in any way he wishes. The question though, the one that sends fear racing into my heart, is how long before he decides to make it official and get rid of the only man who ever acted like some semblance of a father to me.
As if on cue, Tim lets out a small but deep snore, and Stanley's gaze shifts to him, a cruel smirk etched into his face.
"Are you heading back to your place soon?" mom asks from the kitchen.
"Fuck no," Stanley says, as if it were obvious. "I wanna take you again in the morning."
"Really?"
"Yeah, I'll spend the night, plough you when I wake up, then hopefully beat it before this dipshit pulls himself out of his coma," he nods his head towards Tim's unconscious body.
"You think he'll wake up before you have a chance to leave?" Mom walks back into the living room.
Stanley gives a nonchalant shrug of his shoulders, "Probably not. He drank enough to be passed out til noon. If he doesn't though," he shrugs again. "No big deal, bout time he learned his place in this house. And mine." He said this last part with conviction.
"I love when you assert yourself," mom says adoringly.
Stanley smirks, putting his slide covered feet up on the coffee table and crossing them at the ankles.
"I know, baby. It's why you belong to me now and not him. Now finish cleaning that pussy up so we can get to bed. I'm fucking beat."
Mom blew him a kiss and disappeared back into the kitchen while Stanley stretched and then rested his elbows on either side of him, closing his eyes.
I used this as my opportunity to quietly slip up the stairs and into my room, where I shuck my shirt off and clamber into a fresh one before sinking under the bed covers in the dark.
It isn't much later when I hear the sounds of multiple feet moving up the stairs, a pair of them falling particularly harder than the other, before the soft squeak of mom's door shutting.
In the silence that follows, I fall asleep quicker than I anticipate, waking up the next morning before my alarm has the chance to go off. I'm working a short shift today, so I lay in bed for a few minutes, slowly coming awake before getting up to get dressed.
Opening my bedroom door, I creep into the hallway, nervous about disturbing the tentative early morning silence. As I reach the top of the landing on the other side of the hall, I can hear a mixture of heavy breathing, quiet moans, and the soft slapping of flesh coming from behind mom's closed bedroom door.
Stanley appears to be making good on his promised intentions from last night. My cock gives a twitch as I pause briefly to listen to their hushed, sordid rutting before continuing downstairs, careful not to make too much noise lest I alert them to my presence.
Tim is still sprawled out on the couch downstairs, completely unconscious, his mouth open and emitting deep snores as a patch of drool clings to the side of his chin.
I fix myself breakfast in the kitchen, sitting down at the table and scrolling through my phone as I slowly consume the bowl of cereal I prepared. The sound of heavy footsteps on the stairs causes me to look up and see Stanley, fully dressed, plodding down them on his way to the front door.
He looks into the living room as he reaches for the handle, smirking when he sees Tim's sleeping form, then notices me sitting at the kitchen table. Pausing, we make eye contact as his smirk morphs into a genuine grin, and he winks at me before wrenching open the door to step outside, shutting it with a slight thump behind him.
I stare after him for a few seconds before returning to my cereal. I'm just about finished with it when Tim lets out a snore so loud he startles himself awake, sitting up in confusion.
"Wuh...," he mumbles, bleary eyed as his head turns back and forth, taking stock of his surroundings.
"Oh," recognition finally dawns on him. He puts his head in his hands, gently massaging his temples for the next minute or so before muttering, "Jesus Christ."
Standing slowly, he walks toward the kitchen, greeting me once he crosses the threshold of the archway.
"Morning," I mumble back.
He fills a glass with water from the sink before taking a few tentative sips, then drinks a mouthful and burps, moaning a little afterward.
"I drank way too much yesterday," he says more to himself than me. "I can barely remember anything after the first couple of hours we were at that barbecue."
"Yeah, sounds about right," I offer, staring down at the bottom of my empty bowl.
"Your mother still asleep?"
I nod my head in response.
"Might need to do some more of that later," he chuckles softly, but I don't respond to his attempt at lightening the situation.
My phone buzzes on the table. Sarah's picking me up for our shift today, and she's only a few minutes out.
"I gotta head off to work," I pick up the bowl and quickly wash it, leaving it to dry on the rack beside the sink and head upstairs as Tim goes through the robotic motions of making toast.
Mom's door is still shut as I pass it and I'm curious about the state in which Tim will find her in if he pokes his head inside. The image of him peering into the dimly lit room to find her naked and passed out with Stanley's cum oozing from her pussy causes my cock to rapidly harden in my pants. I try and shake it off as I brush my teeth in the bathroom, leaving me with sad thoughts that he might really find her like that one day soon, or even worse, catch them in the middle having sex, a very real possibility considering how daring and uncaring they've become. Then any semblance of the happy home life I imagined when they first got engaged will truly be gone.
Sarah pulls up to the curb outside not too long later, interrupting my melancholic ruminations, and I bound down the stairs and out the front door, crossing the small yard before lowering myself into her car.
"Hi," she greets me with a small smile.
"Hey," I reply back.
She frowns slightly, looking more closely at my face, detecting traces of my unhappy thoughts from earlier etched there.
"Is everything ok?"
I look back at my house, staring at its facade for a bit before I feel the soft, pudginess of her hand as it slips gently into mine. Squeezing it gently, I face her and finally smile back.
"Yeah."
-------
Our day at work together helps ease the sour mood I was in when I left the house that morning. Spending time with Sarah always seems to brighten my day, even if we're slaving away in the sad off white interior of Office Depot.
However, whatever good condition she creates for me, disappears the moment she drops me off back at home. The kitchen is empty and quiet when I come in through the back door early in the evening, and I can see that the living room is as well.
I'm about to call out for either mom or Tim when I hear a small, feminine giggle from behind the closed laundry room door. My heart sinks as I immediately guess who's making it and what the likely cause is.
The giggle is followed a few seconds later by a quiet moan of pleasure, confirming what I already know is occurring.
Yet, I can't help myself. Despite how much despair it brings me, I feel my legs carry me forward, following the direction my hardened cock points in as it bulges out through the pants I'm wearing.
I can hear heavy breathing along with the faint sound of wet, smacking bodies as I approach the laundry room door, and my hands nimbly ease it to the side, just a crack, creating a personal peephole for me to glimpse the perversion occurring inside.



Across from the door, mom is sitting on the dryer while Stanley stands ood between her spread legs, briskly pumping away at her pussy. Slide clad feet planted firmly apart, I have a direct view of his fury ass, with the waistband of his mesh shorts tucked just underneath his cheeks, straining with every shove of his cock deep inside her.
Mom has her legs pulled up on either side of him, offering her pussy for him to use. Her arms were locked around the back of his neck, pulling his head toward hers so they could kiss sloppily while he took her with lustful purpose.
The dryer rocked gently in time with Stanley's thrusts into mom's body and I could see her clutching to him tightly, barely able to withstand the great pleasure she was receiving from his thick, uncut cock.
She eventually broke their kiss, unable to focus on anything else other than his large meat pummeling her, and tilted her head back with her eyes closed.
"Two times in one day, huh, slut?"
"Mmm, I needed it so bad," mom replies
"You could barely wait for your fiancé's head to hit the pillow before you're begging for my cock."
"I suggested it because I wanted your dick inside me again."
Stanley let out a groan as he increased the pace of his thrusting.
"You deceitful fucking whore," he growls lustily.
Mom's legs encircle his waist, clutching him tightly. Her body jostles up and down as he gleefully humps her brains out.
"God damn, you're fucking squeezing me good," he says in a strained voice.
"Uhh, yes, I'm so close," mom's nails dig into her shoulder blades as she bites her lip to stop herself from screaming.
Stanley's orgasm hits him quickly.
"Fucking... shit," he gasps, his body jerking as he gives several quick pumps deep inside her cunt, his mouth falling open and his eyes squeezed shut.
Mom lets out a gasp and her body shudders as she cums all over Stanley's hard and heavy cock, slumping forward against his broad chest once she's through being wracked by indescribable pleasure. Stanley sighs heavily, still giving small thrusts to ensure she's milked him for all the cum his balls will release.
I shut the door quietly on them, my dick raging inside my underwear, and hurry upstairs. Passing by mom's room, I can see Tim asleep on the bed inside, snoring heavily.
Safely inside my room, I undress quickly before standing naked and jerking my cock desperately. It doesn't take me very long until I shoot my load all over the clothes scattered on the floor in front of me.
Breathing heavily, I stare down at the mess I made before glumly gathering all the clothes up to shove deep into the hamper.
I hear mom coming up the stairs a few minutes later, shutting the door to the bathroom before starting up the shower. Guess she had to wash of the stank of her sweaty sex with Stanley before Tim woke up, which he finally did not long before we sat down to dinner that night.
"God, I hope I never feel like this again."
"Well, it was your mistake for drinking so much that led to it," mom chastises from her seat next to him.
"I didn't intend to drink so much, Julie. Stuart and his friends kept egging me on, refilling my glass when it was empty. I couldn't just say no."
"You definitely could have. All you had to do was stand up for yourself."
"It's not that easy."
"Of course it is! You're not twelve."
Tim sighed heavily and shut his eyes before punching the bridge of his nose.
"Can we just forget about this already?"
"Fine," mom replied evenly.
She shook her head softly and I could sense her disapproval from across the table. I knew she was internally comparing him to Stanley. It seemed like she was becoming more and more fed up with Tim with each passing day.
We ate the rest of dinner in relative silence, and I excused myself to go upstairs after I was done clearing and clearing the dishes.
Tim was leaving for another work trip the next day, this time a bit of a longer one, and I was fully prepared for Stanley to be here twenty four seven the minute Tim left the house.
Sure enough, when I came home from work the next evening, I walked through the back door to be greeted by his stupid smirk as he sat on the couch.
"Hey, Kyle. Long time no see."
I slowly padded into the living room, mumbling a greeting in response, and took in the scene. Stanley lay across the couch, knocking back a beer, while mom sat on the other end, giving him a foot massage.
"Hello, sweetheart," she greets me with a quick smile before returning to pressing firmly on the soles of Stanley's feet.
"Fuck, that feels good," Stanley finishes the rest of his beer and belches loudly, casually tossing the empty can onto the coffee table next to several others. He stretches his upper body, the muscles of his biceps bulging out as mom watches him with adoration in her eyes.
"You know how to treat a man right, baby," he tells her, a drunken grin on his face.
"Well, I know how hard you work all day."
"Damn right. A real man's work too, on his feet and using his hands. Not buttoned up in some shitty office somewhere."
He says this last part disdainfully, and it's not lost on me who he's referring to. Nor is it lost on mom either, who gives Stanley a coy look from under her eyelashes. He winks in return.
"I'm gonna head upstairs to get changed," I tell them.
"Get Stanley another beer before you go," mom tells me, and I frown before trudging to the fridge and back.
"Here," I grumble as I hand it to him.
"Thanks, pal," he takes it from me, a stupid smirk plastered across his face.
I saunter out of the living and toward the stairs, pausing toward the landing at the top. With one hand on the banister, I look to my right and glance into the living room below.
Stanley was laying back with his eyes closed, slowly sipping beer and enjoying mom's foot rub. She looked completely content, happy I'd dare say, in what she was doing. Watching them was a stark reminder of just how much control he'd established over her and a prelude of what the next few weeks would be like.
-------
"Ohh... yes, ohhh, Stanley," mom cries, head thrown back, eyes shut.
Her arms encircle the back of his broad, well defined shoulders, holding on tight as her body jostles on the bed in response to him thrusting his long, thick uncut cock in and out of her. She bites her lip in pleasure, tightening her visceral grip on his waist with her legs as he pushes against the slippery walls of her cunt, filling her completely with every buck of his hips forward.
His long, muscular legs are planted firmly apart, giving him plenty of leverage to shove himself roughly into her over and over, causing her stiff, pink nipples to scrape against his chest with every bounce of her large tits.
"Tell me how much you like this dick, slut," he commands.
"I fucking love it, stretching and filling me up. You're such a fucking stud, so big and strong," she praises.
I watch from the dark shadows of the closet, my erection enclosed around my fist, as their bodies writhe together in a fluid rhythm on top of the mussed sheets. The bi-fold doors are open just a crack, allowing a small cavity for me to peer through and observe my mother and my bully engaging in a heated, frenzied fucking.
"Fuck yeah, I am," he tells her gruffly. "I'm your fucking God. You were put on this earth to serve me, to be a hole for my cock to use."
"Yes, I was made to be your whore," mom replies eagerly. "You own me, in every way. I'm yours to take whenever, wherever!"
The dim, bedside lamp illuminates their naked, intertwined bodies, writhing furiously as they succumb to the intense pleasure derived from an instinctive need to mate. Stanley, large, hairy, and muscular, takes up a large portion of the bed, his long limbs planted securely at all four corners, trapping mom beneath him. He emits deep, gorilla grunts while thrusting into her soft, delicate body with the movements of a feral beast, roughly taking its prey for his own grotesque pleasure.
Mom revels in being taken so savagely, her face the picture of euphoria as she clings to his body, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist. She pushes back enthusiastically against his thrusts, desperate to meet the large, thick shaft crudely invading her. His ass rapidly rises and falls as he repeatedly stuffs his hog inside her.
They both fuck like fanatic animals, the unhinged movements of their interlocked bodies borders on obscene as they take their carnal pleasure from one another. It's both sickening and incredibly arousing at the same time, observing their overt mating taking place on mom's bed.
Their lust filled grunts and groans fill the room along with the quick, hard, and wet slapping of skin against skin. Stanley stares intensely into mom's eyes, conveying his ownership of her with a penetrating look.
"You're fucking soaked," he tells her, slowing his movements down. "You love this shit, don't you, whore? Cuckolding your dumbass fiancé by being defiled by my donkey dick?"
"Yes, it's what he gets for being so weak! You're the better man, a real man. My pussy is what you deserve!"
"It's fucking mine," he snarls. "I own you, slut!"
"You do, since the first time you stuck your dick in my pussy and claimed me, I was yours! Mmmm!"
Her moans are muffled as Stanley shoves his tongue into her mouth, covering her lips with his own. His thrusts are now slow and steady but deep and purposeful, ensuring she feels every inch of his meat as he pushes himself all the way inside her.
Mom unwraps her legs from around his waist, sliding them along his firm, hairy calves and thighs while moving to grab onto his large arms, clutching his bulging biceps tightly as they flex from holding his large body just above hers.
My eyes focus on his large, uncut cock, long and girthy, as it disappears past the swollen pink folds of her pussy, reemerging covered in her juices, an indication of just how aroused she is.
Leaning forward slightly, I inhale deeply, collecting the strong, musky scent of their nasty sex that permeates the enclosed room. My cock swells and I shudder from the pleasure of it all.
Mom begins to emit high pitched squeals into Stanley's mouth and her appendages begin to tighten around his body as she feverishly pushes back against the cock that's invading her.
"Scream for my cock, bitch, scream for it," Stanley snarls at her.
"Yes, yes, fuck me with your huge cock, Stanley! Blow your load deep inside your cunt!"
Stanley begins grunting deeply, pressing forward until his hairy bush tickles her pussy lips and holds his dick deep inside her. He exhales sharply, a look of deep concentration on his face as his hips give short, sharp jabs, firing thick semen into her cervix.
Mom's fingernails dig into his arms as she gasps from being filled with his large cock, and promptly cums hard all over it as it blasts inside her.
Unable to hold back any longer, I shoot my own load against the closet doors, watching as it immediately begins to dribble down to the floor. Quickly, I grip the hem of my shirt and use it to wipe up my cum before it drips all over.
My gaze returns to mom and Stanley kissing on the bed as I reign my heavy breathing in. Now that my lustful desire has been satisfied, I want nothing more than to make a swift exit, cursing myself for not thinking in advance when I made the snap decision to hide out in here earlier.
The night ended up playing out differently than it was supposed to. I originally made plans to hang out with Sarah, something that had been occurring frequently since Tim had left on his business trip almost two weeks ago.
Predictably, mom and Stanley's relationship had resumed under the guise of their "friendship", and he was over every minute he wasn't at work or exercising, flirting with mom and issuing commands.
The bastard had even come up with a chore schedule for me, introducing it a couple of days after Tim left, after we'd finished eating dinner.
"What is this?" I furrowed my brow down at the calendar that Stanley had placed on the table as I was clearing the dishes.
"It's everything you're expected to complete from now on," Stanley told me firmly from his seat at the head of the table.
Mom sat in his lap, her right arm hooked around the back of his neck while she sipped from a glass of wine. Stanley slowly caressed the inside of her thigh, pushing up the hem of her red sundress to gain access.
I stared unbelievingly down at the calendar, my eyes scanning the contents found there.
Monday: clean the bathroom
Tuesday: laundry - sheets and towels
Wednesday: mop the kitchen floor
So on and so forth it went, listing the various household chores that needed to be completed in a well organized monthly system.
I looked up at Stanley, my mouth open slightly in disbelief and he stared back at me with a stern look on his face, raising his chin slightly in challenge.
"But... but, I work most days," I tell him.
"So do your mother and I. That doesn't stop her cooking and cleaning or me from fixing shit around here."
Mom sipped causally at her wine, her fingertips softly grazing affectionately across the top of Stanley's chest.
"It's time you did more around here to help your mother out," he continued. "Besides, it'll help prepare you for when you go away to college."
"He's right, sweetheart," mom added. "You've always relied on me to take care of you, and with the start of the semester coming up soon, I don't think you're really prepared to take care of your own place. Even if it is just a dorm room."
I glanced back at Stanley and he had a satisfied smirk on his face, pleased with mom supporting him. Despite feeling defeated, anger bubbled deep inside me. I'm not sure I resented his presence and influence more than I did at that moment.
Stanley narrowed his eyes slightly as his smile was wiped away, seemingly having sensed the rage boiling in the pit of my stomach.
"Oh, and you won't be allowed to play any video games or do anything recreational until you've finished your chores for the day."
Mom briefly glanced at Stanley from the corner of her eye and something gave me the impression that this hadn't been a part of their discussion about the matter. Still, she said nothing, keeping firm in her support of Stanley.
"It will be a good reward system," he added.
I stared down at the table in frustration, knowing if I spoke out negatively there'd be some sort of consequence I'd have to deal with. Stanley gave mom a couple quick pats on the butt and she hopped off his lap just before he stood up, signaling an end to the conversation.
"Don't be too upset, sweetheart," mom tried to comfort. "I'll still be taking care of some of the housework too, like cleaning the kitchen."
I looked up at them, my heart tugging at the patient kindness on her face.
"Stanley just thought it'd be a good idea to teach you some responsibility is all," she finished.
My gaze shifted to him and he offered me a small, nefarious smirk in response before leading mom into the living room, leaving me with a table full of dirty dishes and a new list of chores.
After that, I had tried to spend as little time at the house as possible, completing the housework I'd been assigned with efficiency each day before usually hanging out with Sarah, who'd become my solace from my new home life.
We spent so much time together now and had grown close. She was kind and listened to all the problems I had at home, although I spared her the nefarious details of it all. And the other night, after we had gotten out of a movie, she kissed me. I was so nervous, I almost forgot to move my lips against hers, and I'm sure she felt how sweaty my hands were when I gently touched her arms. Still, it was wonderful.
Sarah was an angel, and it was looking forward to being with her everyday that got me through living at home and dealing with Stanley's smug grin every time he saw me following the chore schedule he set up, which never failed to make me clench my jaw in anger. I think what pissed me off the most though, was how quick mom was to give Stanley credit for it all after noticing how diligent I was about getting the work done, praising him after dinner a few nights later.
"It's nothing," he dismissed with a wave of his hand and a false sense of modesty. "I'm just trying to prepare him for real life."
I saw his lips lift in a small smile.
"Maybe he should start calling me 'dad' from now on. Seems like I'm the only one behaving as such around here."
He laughed it off as a joke, and mom joined in, but out of the corner of my eye, I saw her squeeze his thigh in approval.
The thought of referring to that asshole as "dad" made my stomach heave, even more so than usual.
So I've tried to avoid him as much as possible, not being able to stand his domineering presence or the way mom fawns all over him.
As such, I hadn't been around to engage in any covert jerk sessions while watching their illicit sex, and despite how much better it was not being around the house, a deep, sick part of me missed watching them fuck.
But it wasn't until they had gotten home tonight that I realized how much I had missed it, and how much I'd been craving it.
Sarah had canceled our plans not long after mom and Stanley left to go out to dinner, so I'd ended up playing video games for most of the evening until I heard them come in.
I'd paused the game and gotten up to shut the door when I saw across the hall that mom's closet doors were slightly ajar. I paused as a twisted idea flashed through my mind, the sounds of giggling and kissing drifted up from below.
Mom and Stanley didn't know I was home. They'd left before my plans for the night got canceled and I hadn't bothered to inform them, figuring they wouldn't really care.
Frozen with my hand on the door knob, I felt a tug deep in my groin as I listened to the noises of lustful, suppressed moans and wet tongue kisses. My brain furiously calculated all the factors of what I was considering, the biggest of which was my deep seated desire to watch my bully fuck my mother while she screamed for his cock.
I was still hotly debating what to do when I heard Stanley speak from below.
"You ready to take my dick, bitch?"
Mom only moaned in response, but it was enough to make my cock harden to full mast and ultimately settled my internal dilemma.
I quickly slipped out into the hall, shutting the door quietly behind me, and crept into mom's room before hiding away in her closet, leaving the bi-fold doors slightly open a crack, just how I'd found it.
So here I was, wiping up the last of my cum off the closet doors while Stanley rolled off my mother. She snuggled up against his broad chest looking content while he basked in the afterglow of hot sex.
"Fuck, I gotta take a piss," Stanley said after about ten minutes of silence.
He moved languidly off the bed, stretching once his feet are off the ground.
"Go and get the mousse we brought back from the restaurant. I want to eat some off your tits when I'm done."
I shivered and felt a brief but strong pulse in my groin despite having just cum.
Stanley scratched his balls as he walked out of the room, his big, flaccid cock, shiny from being covered in mom's fluids, dangled heavily against his leg.
Mom eagerly followed him and I saw this as my opportunity to hightail it back to my room. Parting the doors just enough to slip through, I left them slightly ajar and stepped out into the hall, crossing it silently, using the sound of Stanley's loud piss stream to cover any noise I might make.
I managed to make it into my room without being detected and soon heard both mom and Stanley returning to their room, the door shutting firmly behind them.
Over the next few days, I found myself craving to watch them again, my spur of the moment voyeuristic episode having reignited the deeply ingrained lust I had for watching my bully fuck my mother. The other night was the first time in a while I remember cumming as hard as I did, and despite the intense shame I felt from it, I desperately wanted to feel that pleasure again after having gone weeks without it.



About three nights later, a golden opportunity fell in my lap when I arrived home. It was well past midnight when I came in through the back door, having just gotten back from hanging out with Sarah.
The house was dark and quiet, so I assumed that mom and Stanley had already fallen asleep after their ritualistic fucking.
I silently passed through the living, using the flashlight on my phone to guide me, when something on the coffee table caught my eye. It was a cell phone. Stanley's I realized, recognizing his case as I snagged it. He must've left it down here.
The screen lit up, prompting me to enter a passcode, which sparked a memory. About a week ago, Stanley told me to bring him another beer before I went upstairs. When I came up behind him and leaned over the back of the couch to hand it over, I saw him unlock his phone and couldn't help by roll my eyes at how stupidly simple and childlike the passcode was.
Gingerly, I typed in "1122" and just like that, I was staring at Stanley Pachis' home screen. Standing there, my mind raced with all the possibilities of what this access might provide me with before my eyes grew wide as I recalled the several times he filmed him and mom while they were having sex.
My dick began to swell up at the thought that I held a treasure trove of nasty, dirty videos of Stanley and mom engaging in various lewd and sordid sex acts, growing fully hard in a matter of seconds.
I quickly make my way up to my room, stopping only briefly to ensure there was nothing but silence from behind mom's door. Once inside, I strip naked and lay down in bed before popping my headphones in and plugging them into Stanley's phone.
My dick throbs as I eagerly pull up the photos app and I'm surprised to see that he has numerous albums, all titled with different women's names, each of which contains photos and videos of them engaged in some type of sex act.
I find mom's, opening it to see dozens of nudes and a number of videos among them, several of which I'm already familiar with, such as the one of her sucking his dick while on the phone with Tim and the one of him pounding her from behind that he sent me while I was at work.
But there are plenty of others to choose from, ones that I haven't been privy to, and I randomly chose one.
The video starts in front facing camera mode. A shirtless, sweaty Stanley sits on the bench press in his garage, his dark, shoulder length hair tied back behind his ears. The camera suddenly shifts to rear facing mode, showing his long, muscular legs planted apart on the concrete floor, while mom kneels shirtless between them, her face pressed into the sweaty crotch of his mesh shorts, inhaling deeply.
I felt my dick give a sharp jerk and I reached down with my free hand to take a hold of it and slowly start pumping my hand up and down.
Light streams in from behind mom through the open garage door and the sounds of midday traffic play faintly in the background. Mom's eyes are shut tight, a content look on her face as she inhales the scent of Stanley's sweat soaked groin.
"That shit smell good?" Stanley asks.
Mom opens her eyes and looks up at him, offering a smile as she nods her head in agreement.
"Take my dick out so you can get it from the source."
Mom tucks her fingers into the waistband of his shorts and begins to pull them down along with his underwear. Stanley raises his butt off the bench briefly to allow her to pull everything down to his ankles.
Stanley's big dick rises from his thick bush, already hard from mom gathering his scents. Leaning in, she nestles her nose against the pubes that surround the base of his sweaty cock. The sound of her inhaling deeply fills my ears as I watch her tongue dart out and begin lapping at his large, low hanging, hairy nads.
"Awww fuck yeah, you want a taste of what I've worked up, don't t ya?"
Mom could only moan in response as she takes long licks of his salty nuts while breathing in the strong musk produced from his unwashed cock and pubes. After several minutes of bathing his balls, her tongue gradually begins to move upwards, sliding along the shaft of his hard dick.
"Better get my dick nice and clean, bitch. I don't want you leaving any sweat behind."
He reaches out with his left hand, taking the hardened nipple of her right breast between his thumb and index finger, and begins tweaking it. Spurned on, mom's mouth encloses around the top half of his cock and she starts enthusiastically sucking him.
Stanley lets out a low groan, alternating between pinching her nipple and taking her entire tit in his large hand to squeeze and play with.
"Go ahead and slide my dick in between those big, soft titties," Stanley commands.
Mom pulls off his cock and sits up. Leaning forward she takes each of her tits in her hands and mashes them around his spit covered cock.
"Fuuuuck," Stanley utters under his breath.
Mom's large, round tits envelop his long, thick pole, her hands manipulating them to squeeze and jerk his shaft while staring alluring at the camera.
Starting off with slow, gentle caresses, she gradually builds up speed and pressure until Stanley's thrusting his hips upward, sliding his cock between the velvety firmness of her creamy globes in a glorious titty fuck.
Stanley begins huffing heavily, his voice strained as he announces his impending orgasm. With a final thrust, he begins unloading heavy amounts of thick semen all across the top of her chest.
He gives several more shallow thrusts, emptying his balls of cum. Thick rivets of sperm quickly start running down her chest, covering her luscious tits and dripping off her perky nipples.
Letting out a sigh of satisfaction, Stanley lets his softening cock slide out from between her cum soaked tits and zooms the camera in for a close up of her chest and face. I can just make out a smudge of his splooge stuck to her chin.
"Yeah, that's what I like to see," he tells her. "My little cock hungry slut covered in my seed."
Mom smiles seductively up at the camera and winks. With his left hand, Stanley scoops some cum off her tits with his fingers and holds them out to her. Still looking into the camera, she leans in and takes his cum covered fingers into her mouth before gently sucking on them.
"Mmm, you like the taste of my babies?"
She nods her head gently, still cleaning off his fingers. The rest of the video proceeds with Stanley slowly feeding her his cum that he gathers off of her chest until the majority of it is gone, settling at the bottom of her stomach.
Mom giggles and begins to stand as the video ends. I swipe out, returning to the album to find another. My dick is hard as a rock from wanting to cum so badly, but I resist, slowly edging myself to build up to an amazing orgasm.
The next video I pull up is shorter than the first and begins with the rear facing camera showing mom's naked ass rising and falling as she rides Stanley's cock reverse cowgirl style while he lays slumped down in a lounge chair on what appears to be the end of dock overlooking a lake. This must've been taken when they went up to his family's cabin.
Stanley's long legs hang off the sides of the lounge chair while mom's bubbly ass cheeks softly slap against his muscular thighs, her hips moving with slow but deliberately robust momentum. Their bathing suits lay in a wet pile on the dock next to them.
Both of them are panting low, and mom lets out a little moan as she squeezes her naked tits. Stanley's left hand reaches out and slides along her ass cheek, gripping it tightly as it bounces against his thigh.
"Ahh, two perfect views," Stanley mumbles.
In the background, a small boat begins to chug by with what looks to be like a bunch of teenage boys aboard.
At first they appear not to notice mom and Stanley fucking out in the open, but eventually one of them points and says, "Holy shit, are they fucking?"
This causes the rest of them to turn and look, yelling and jeering.
"What a stud!"
"Show us your tits!"
"Yeaaaah, ride him harder!"
Stanley gives mom's ass a sharp whack.
"You heard them, slut," he says, heavy amounts of lust in his voice.
Mom begins riding Stanley with more ferocity, rapidly jostling her hips up and down, her ass making quick, loud smacking noises as it descends onto his thighs over and over. She thrusts her chest out, proudly showing off her tits as she fucks herself against Stanley's cock.
The teenagers cheer and begin a series of crude cat calls, yelling out all the nasty things they want to do to her before their boat drifts out of view and their voices start to fade.
By this point, mom's emitting high pitched whines, clearly excited by fucking Stanley openly in front of others.
"Fuck yeah," Stanley says huskily, "didn't realize I had an exhibitionist for a whore."
He smacks her ass hard, causing her to cry out.
"Let them hear you scream, bitch!"
Stanley begins delivering harsh whacks to her ass, making mom scream out in pain and pleasure. The video ends abruptly, leaving me slightly frustrated.
Quickly pulling up the next, it begins in front facing mode. Mom holds the phone out in front of her, capturing the back of Stanley's head as he sucks on her bare tits.
Shifting the phone, she holds it out to the right, away from her body, and I can see that they're both naked on the couch. Stanley's in the center with his long legs spread open while mom sits in his lap, each of her knees planted on the outside of his muscular thighs. His large, erect cock sticks straight up and rests against her ass crack.
Mom leans to the right, gently placing the phone on the end table and propping it up against a lamp while Stanley moves to take a hold of her waist with both hands.
He eagerly resumes lapping at her breasts once she's facing him again, his head moving from side to side as he sucks on her engorged nipples. Occasionally his thick tongue darts out, taking large licks of her pink nipples before his lips close around them again, tugging firmly as he suckles her.
Mom moans softly, running her hands along his well defined biceps and broad shoulders. With prompting from Stanley, she begins to grind her ass against his hard cock. Precum slowly leaks out of the tip, smearing all over her round, bubbly cheeks.
Stanley moans as he feasts on mom's big tits, alternating between taking each of her perky nipples into his mouth to vigorously suck on. She runs her fingers through his hair, taking a hold of his dark locks to encourage him to keep tasting her breasts.
Eventually, he lets go of her nipple and takes a firm hold of her ass, raising her up in order to position the head of his thick meat at her slick entrance.
He slowly lowers her down onto his twitching rod, his long, girthy shaft stretching her pussy lips as he invades her channel, causing mom to gasp deeply in pleasure.
Once she's fully impaled on his cock, Stanley places both of his hands behind his head and leans back against the couch. He watches with a cocky smirk on his face as mom rotates her hips, enjoying the feeling of his pole lodged deep inside her, putting immense pleasurable pressure on the inner walls of her cunt.
"Glad you sent Kyle to pick up Tim from the airport?"
"Oh God yes," mom groans in response. Her eyes are shut tight in concentration as she slowly maneuvers up and down Stanley's sizable tool.
"Yeah, you'd rather be here riding me, wouldn't you?"
Mom bit her lip as she nods her head, "I want as much of your dick as I can get!"
"So ride me then, slut!"
He gives her ass a sharp smack like a jockey gives a horse to urge it on. She yelps and starts to move her hips faster, thrusting them up and forward to take all of his cock inside her. His hands move back to her tits again, grabbing them and pinching her nipples.
Mom thrusts her chest into his touch as she bounces on his cock, repeatedly fucking herself on his long, thick shaft.
"Uh, uh, it feels so good," she wails uncontrollably.
"You fucking love my dick, don't you, whore?"
"I do! I love how big it is!"
Their back and forth continues as she rides him, with mom praising how big his dick is and his prowess as a lover, until she declares that she's about to cum.
"Cum all over my huge cock, bitch," Stanley tells her as he takes her nipple into his mouth again.
Mom's wails reach a crescendo as she stiffens, clutching his pecs tightly, before shudders rack her body as she cums all over the thick shaft filling her up.
Stanley releases her nipple, "Oh, fuck, here it comes!"
He begins grunting as he jabs his cock upward sharply, delivering a monstrous amount of semen deep inside her pussy.
Mom slumps against his sculpted chest, panting as she tries to catch her breath. Stanley leans his head back and shuts his eyes, both of his hands kneading her ass cheeks softly as he comes down from an intense peak.
"Grab the phone," he tells her eventually. She pushes off from his chest and leans over to grab the phone, ending the video.
I'm fighting hard to keep myself from cumming, slowly stroking myself despite the desperate urge to beat my stiff meat with ferocity.
I scroll down and find the most recent video, another short one. When it starts, the camera is angled down at what appears to be mom's ass hanging off the edge of a bed while Stanley repeatedly rams her with his throbbing cock from behind.
Watching in rapt attention, the video focuses on his enormous erection, rigid and veiny, as it pushes its way past her pink, inflamed folds over and over, stuffing her tiny hole full of his girthy meat.
"Shit, you were right about her mouth, Stanley," a man says off camera. "This bitch could suck the chrome off a bumper!"
The camera pans upward, revealing mom in the doggy position on the bed while Stanley's father, Stuart, kneels naked in front of her. His hairy, unclothed body displays his beefy frame; well muscled with a slightly protruding belly. Hands attached to strong, thick arms grip the back of mom's head, moving her up and down his cock, which sticks out from dark pubic hair that almost seems to crawl up his shaft.
I inhale sharply, almost cumming, and let go of my hard on until I've stepped back from the precipice of an orgasm. Carefully, I grip the base, giving my shaft the occasional stroke to keep it hard while being keenly aware not to go overboard lest I nut all over my chest.
In the video, Stuart pulls mom roughly off his cock, displaying it proudly for the camera.
"Look how hard she's got me. You found yourself a real whore, didn't you?"
Unlike Stanley, Stuart's cock is shorter, but much thicker; the head of which is quite large and flares out like a mushroom cap.
"Didn't take much convincing to let both of us tap her at the same time," Stanley says without stopping his assault of her pussy.
"Oh yeah?" Stuart smears the underside of his wet shaft up against mom's face.
"Uh-huh, this bitch will do anything I say. I own her skanky fucking ass. Isn't that right, slut?"
He gives her ass a harsh smack, causing mom to moan in response.
"Yes, Stanley," she agrees, her voice heavily laden with lust. "I love being used by you. And your big cock."
She pushes her ass back against his invading dick, trying to stuff as much of his hog inside her pussy as she can fit.
"Oh fuck," Stuart chuckles, moving her head down to his fat, hairy balls. "You're getting double the taste then."
Mom begins enthusiastically licking and sucking on his nuts, which hang between his thick, wide thighs.
"You're gonna be a hole for the Pachis men to use," he continues, a dark edge in his voice.
"Watch it," Stanley warns. "She belongs to me, and you'll only get to use her if I let you."
Stuart holds his hands up in surrender before taking a hold of mom's hair to return her mouth to his cock. She inhales it and immediately begins sucking him in earnest, moaning along his shaft as Stanley pumps into her from behind.
The next several minutes of the video records father and son using mom from both ends, her body jostling from being stuffed full of Stanley's cock. The only sounds are the low pants and grunts from Stuart and Stanley while mom moans and slurps all over Stuart's cock.
"You having a good time, dad?"
"Fuck yeah. Nothing like some quality father-son time with my eldest boy. What better way to bond than by plugging some nasty whore from each end?"
"Can't think of anything better. You want to get a bit more rough with her?"
"Really?"
"Definitely. Don't hold back, she loves being roughed up, like a true slut."
As if to prove his point, he brings his hand up and delivers a resounding smack against her ass so hard that it not only jiggles but leaves a big, red hand print across her round, alabaster skin.
Mom squeals loudly, her mouth full of Stuart's fat dick, gripping the mussed sheets of the bed tightly.
"Shit, I don't need to be told twice," Stuart replies happily.
Bringing his hands to the back of mom's head, he holds her in place before he starts pummeling her mouth at a rapid pace. She immediately starts gagging from the sudden onset of him harshly face fucking her, instinctively reaching out to grab his hips in an attempt to slow him down.
Stuart slaps her hands away.
"Stupid fucking bitch," he spits out. His breathing becomes heavy as he focuses his gaze down on her while she chokes on his shaft, a look of disdain in his eyes.
"Remember your place, cunt," Stanley growls at her, giving her ass several more beatings as punishment.
Mom's wails of intense pleasure and pain are muffled by Stuart's cock being shoveled down her throat repeatedly.
"Your purpose is to be used by men like us," he continues.
"It's a privilege to choke on my fat dick," Stuart snarls, pressing his hips forward until his pubes brush against her lips and his entire cock is in her mouth.
Mom gags for a few seconds before he removes it and resumes jabbing at her mouth.
"Fuck, your slutty lips loves my cock."
"Just like her cunt loves mine," Stanley adds.
On and on they continue hurling out insults and degrading comments either at her or about her, finding a very rough rhythm to use her body for their pleasure; Stanley slamming her aching pussy and Stuart her well worn throat.
And mom loves it all. In between their vile and humiliating statements, her moans can be occasionally heard, muted slightly from her mouth being full of dick. Slowly, she loses the ability to keep up with both of them, going limp at one point.
"Mmmm, she's fucking cumming on my dick," Stanley announces.
"God damn, she really loves this shit, huh?"
"Oh yeah, she loves being pegged by Pachis men from both ends. You bout ready to finish using her?"
"I am," he grunts in response.
"Bet, let's fill two of her holes with Pachis family cream."
With that, they both begin to fuck her merciless, no longer holding back as they strive to achieve their long sought climaxes.
By this point, mom's mostly recovered from her orgasm and resumes her form, allowing them both easier and better access to her body for their pleasure.
Both of them grunt deeply in unison, huffing out air as they let their primal instincts as men take over to prepare them for depositing their semen inside mom. Their rutting is near animalistic, barely a degree away from how ancient barbaric cavemen took their women in fits of carnal lust.
They approach their orgasms at nearly the same time, with Stuart reaching his first, shouting loudly as he jams his dick into mom's mouth, blasting ropes of thick cum down her throat. Stanley isn't far behind, practically roaring with manly triumph as he bangs his hips harshly against her luscious, creamy ass, making her cheeks jiggle with every thrust, while he hoses down the inside of her walls with his babies.



Both of them pant heavily as they finish emptying themselves in mom, using her respective holes to drain their softening shafts of every last bit of their family seed until she's full of not only their cocks but the very essence of what brought them both into existence.
"Ahhhh," Stuart sighs as he slides his meat from between mom's lips. "You did a good job. Didn't bite down even once," he pats her head approvingly, like an owner praising his puppy.
"Glad you enjoyed it so much," Stanley says cockily, easing his cock out of her cunt. "Maybe next time I'll let you have a crack at her pussy."
"Huh, that'd be fucking something," Stuart replies as he ambles offscreen.
"Come clean me off," Stanley taps mom on her behind. She turns around and scoots forward, taking his flaccid penis into her mouth to tenderly cleanse it of her juices.
The sound of piss hitting water can be heard in the background as mom finishes cleaning off Stanley's cock, gently releasing it before smiling up at the camera.
The video ends, and I'm left slowly jerking myself, once again on the verge of cumming. This had been the hottest video of the bunch and I'd almost busted several times throughout.
With a flick of my thumb, I'm back to the photo album, cycling through to find more. Unfortunately for me, the only other videos left are from interactions that I bore witness to firsthand, and while I can appreciate experiencing them again from a different perspective, I'm really more interested in the sex acts I haven't been privy too.
I close the photos app and pull up his text messages, thinking maybe they'd have exchanged some other videos that she had or some that have since been deleted. Disappointingly, I found nothing, not even any texts between them.
I'm about to return to videos he has saved when I remember that they never text, only Snapchat. I'm so desperately horny I can't think straight apparently.
I pull up the app, quickly find her name and tap on it. Once again, I'm left disappointed. Scrolling backward through their history, there's only some saved chats, and while dirty, they aren't what I'm looking for.
Because I'm just casually skimming their conversations, I almost miss it, the words registering only once I've scrolled past. Pausing, I scramble back down using my thumb, hastily looking for the conversation to ensure I hadn't misread something.
Finally finding it again, I slowly begin to read through from the beginning, my eyes growing wider the further I get.
"You were pretty damn furious last night when we fucked," Stanley wrote. "Tim piss you off?"
"Yeah," she replied. "We had another fight?"
"What'd he do this time? Blow off the wedding planner again?"
"No, it's a bit more serious than that. We've sort of been having this same fight since we've been engaged."
"Which is?"
"It's ok, I'll spare you the boring details of our relationship issues."
"No, tell me. I want to know."
"Well, I've always wanted to have another child, for years now, and I thought I'd finally get the chance to when Tim and I got engaged, but he told me not long after that his sperm count is a bit on the low side. That didn't really bother me, I figured we might have a bit of a tougher time anyway, given my age, and I told him it was ok, that we'd look into fertility treatments. But he didn't seem very keen about the idea."
"How so?"
"He went on about how expensive it is and how even after spending all that money, there's no guarantee. Plus he said he wasn't totally sure if he wanted to have a kid anymore, that he thought he might be too old. It just left me so devastated. Watching Kyle getting older each year just makes me want another baby more and more, so we've been arguing about it ever since, although we seem to be at an impasse. He hasn't changed his mind and neither have I."
"Shit, didn't realize you wanted another kid so bad. You should've said something sooner, I'd give you a baby in a heartbeat."
"Stanley, stop it."
"What?"
"I'm being serious."
"So am I."
"Having another child is really important to me, it's not something to be taken lightly."
"I'm being deadass about this. Go off your birth control and see what happens. I dare you."
"Oh my god, you really aren't kidding are you?"
"I told you I wasn't. Plus, you've seen how many siblings I've got, so you know I'd be able to knock you up in no time too."
"I can't decide if this is incredibly sweet or completely crazy."
"What's so crazy about it? You said you wanted to have another kid, so I'll put a baby in you, make you a mommy again, and you'll give me a little Stanley Jr. Simple as that."
Cum starts unexpectedly blasting out of my cock like a cannon, the thought of Stanley impregnating mom too overwhelming for my already heightened arousal. The first shot forces a surprised gasp from my mouth as warm semen hits the right side of my face.
"Ugh," I whimper meagerly, my toes curling as I dowse my bare upper torso with cum. Spurt after spurt brings the most intense pleasure I think I've ever felt, and it seems almost endless. I never knew I could cum so much or so powerfully, my skinny body wriggling on the bed in euphoria as I pump sperm all over myself while thoughts of my mother carrying my bully's child run amok inside my head, fueling the near fugue state I currently lay waste in.
Eventually, my groin runs out of cum to eject, leaving with me a softening cock, an incredibly high heart rate, and a chest full of so much splooge, a mop is needed to clean it all up.
My arms are weak from cumming so hard and they tremble slightly, causing me to almost drop Stanley's phone.
Removing my headphones, I place the phone on the bed and very carefully stand up before moving quickly to grab the towel hanging from the hook on the back of my door.
I race to wipe all the cum off myself before it runs too far down my body or hits the floor. Once most of it has been cleaned, my thoughts return to the conversation I just read, causing my heart to race in anxiety at the same thought that had only a few minutes ago made me orgasm.
Dumping the towel into the hamper, I pulled on underwear and pajamas before crawling into bed to continue reading the conversation that had been interrupted, picking up right where I left off.
"It's cute to picture a baby version of you," mom wrote, "but I don't think so, Stanley. I like you and all but I don't know you well enough to consider having your baby. Not to mention Tim and I will hopefully be getting married later this year, so that'd be an issue lol."
I sighed in great relief seeing her turn his offer down. Even though imagining it while jerking off was hot, the thought of Stanley getting mom pregnant was a nightmare I couldn't even fathom.
"I get it," he responded. "But the door's always open. You never know what changes the future will bring."
"I'll keep that in mind haha."
My stomach sinks again, the brief alleviation I felt dispersing with his ominous statement.
I checked the date the conversation took place, my despair deepening when I see that it was a while ago, not long after they had first started sleeping together but before she had become so enamored by him and he had started trying to displace Tim from our home.
Exiting out of Snapchat, I sat in bed contemplating everything that had happened since the start of summer; mom's growing relationship with Stanley, the apparent breakdown her's and Tim's, Stanley's domineering presence in our household, and I tried to reconcile it all with mom's strong desire to have a baby as well as Stanley's previous offer to give her one.
It all seemed incredibly grim in context and I put my head in my hands out of frustration, ultimately deciding it was too late and I was too tired to process anymore.
I unplug my headphones and am about to stand when I stare down at the photos app. Despite how shitty I'm feeling, a small part of me knows I'll be craving those videos again at some point, not being able to resist now that I'm aware of what's available.
So I quickly find all the videos Stanley has of him and mom fucking and airdrop them to my own phone, saving them in a hidden, password protected album.
Finally, I return Stanley's phone to where I found it before getting back into my bed to let sleep be my escape from the harsh reality I face.
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The warm summer night air washes over my skin as I step out of the ice cold interior of Sarah's car and onto the driveway. Waving goodbye, I watch as she backs out and pulls off, disappearing down the street. I let out a long happy sigh. We had recently made our relationship official and I couldn't be happier.
I turn and walk up the driveway, approaching the back door and opening it carefully. It's pitch black inside and I hear nothing but silence. Mom and Stanley must already be in bed.
After shutting the door behind me, I flick on the lights to discover the dirty dishes from dinner still left scattered on the table as well as the pots and pans used to cook the meal on top of the stove.
My mouth falls open in disbelief. I had texted mom earlier, letting her know that I wouldn't be home for dinner, going straight to Sarah's place once we left work. She'd responded that it was ok, but evidently, Stanley had decided that didn't mean I could skip out on my chores.
I stare at the mess, taking it all in. Suddenly, I felt very tired. My phone tells me it's just past midnight, and I debate whether to leave this all for tomorrow morning but quickly decide against it, fearing Stanley's reaction when he discovers I haven't done what he's expected of me.
Sighing, I roll up my sleeves and begin running the hot water before moving everything into the sink. If I hustle I can get this done in under half an hour. I truly hate washing the dishes, but I fear Stanley too much to risk disobeying him. He's capable of more than I can even comprehend.
My thoughts start to wander as I fall into the usual rhythm of doing the dishes. I hadn't needed to do them yesterday since mom and Stanley went out to dinner. I overheard him telling her it was a reward for "putting up with that dipshit for a week", meaning Tim.
When I'd taken him to the airport yesterday morning before work, he asked me if there was anything wrong with mom.
"What do you mean?" I asked nervously, caught off guard by his sudden inquiry.
"She just seems so distant lately," he pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose as he stared out at the highway. "Is she still upset that we had to push back the wedding?"
"I'm not sure," I said carefully. "She hasn't said anything to me about it."
"Well I can't think of any other reason other than that, can you?"
I offered a casual shrug, my eyes focused intently on the road ahead of me.
"You know, I've been so busy with work and hanging out with Sarah, I haven't been home a lot," I answered, desperately trying to evade his questions and too afraid to answer any other way.
As much as I hate what mom is doing to him, I'm more worried about what the repercussions will be if he finds out.
"Well, I get why she's upset then, I really do. But I'm just trying to get everything squared away at work, that way I won't have to travel as much once we actually do get married."
"Right," I told him, internally worrying if they'll even get that far.
"Maybe when I get back I'll do something to lift her mood. Take her out to a movie or a nice brunch."
He sat next to me quietly pondering to himself until we arrived at the airport. As I watched him go, I couldn't help but think just how in over his head he was, and that it'd take more than just brunch to unhook Stanley's claws from mom.
With the last of the dishes clean, I shut the water off and head upstairs for bed, leaving behind my thoughts on Tim, mom, and Stanley.
Mom's door is still shut when I leave for work the following day and when I get home early that evening I'm surprised to find the house silent and empty.
A note on the table catches my attention and I lift it up to read.
"Kyle,
Stanley and I are spending the day up at the lake. We probably won't be back until tonight, so I took some leftovers out of the freezer to defrost in the fridge. See you later.
Love, Mom"
Frowning, I crumble the note and throw it into the trash can before opening the fridge. The lasagna she had taken out of the freezer was still half frozen, making a loud thunk when I drop it onto the counter.
I text Sarah to see if she wanted to come over and hang out, but she already has plans with some of her friends to go out to dinner and then a movie afterward. So I ended up spending the evening by myself, playing video games after heating up and choking down the lasagna, which is a bit freezer burnt.
When I go to bed shortly after eleven, mom and Stanley still aren't home yet, but the last time they went to the lake they hadn't gotten back until late at night, and after finding the video of them having sex on the dock up there, I understood why. So I don't think too much of it as I fall asleep.
The sound of my phone buzzing on the nightstand wakes me groggily from my sleep. Bleary eyed and confused, I glance at the clock to see it's very early in the morning, the soft glow of pink sunlight filtering in through the blinds.
My phone stops buzzing and I turn over, resenting whoever had called and woken me up. Today's my day off and I definitely don't want to be awake this early when I don't have to be. A few minutes later, just as I'm on the cusp of falling back to sleep, my phone starts vibrating again.
Letting out an annoyed groan, I reach behind me, fumbling to grab it and not bothering to check who's calling before I answer.
"Hello," I mumble a bit angry.
"Kyle?" It's Tim. "I'm so sorry for calling you this early, but your mom's not picking up."
"What?" I sit up and run my eyes, trying hard to keep the annoyance out of my voice.
"Your mom. I tried calling her last night like usual but she didn't answer, nor did she a few minutes ago. I just wanted to check if she's ok."
I sigh heavily, "I'm sure she's fine."
"What do you mean? Isn't she there?"
I pause, realizing I slipped up in my half awake state of annoyance.
"Um..."
"Can you just put her on the phone please?"
I try and fail to remember if I heard her come in last night, then reach over to part the blinds and look out the window. Stanley's truck is still absent from his driveway.
"Uh, Tim, I think she might be slee--"
"Just wake her up if that's what you're worried about."
I open my mouth but no words come out.
"Hello? Kyle? Can you just give her the phone, please?"
His incessant impatience leaks into his voice and suddenly it's all too much. My resentment of everything finally boils over; mom's carelessness, her relationship with Stanley, his behavior, even Tim's naivety, all of it, combined with the fatigue of having been woken up so early and forced to try and cover for mom and Stanley, makes my blood simmer.
Anger rockets through me, and in my fed up state, it eclipses all other logic and emotions in addition to emboldening my recklessness.
So, enraged, I open my mouth and carelessly blurt out, "She's not here!"
"What? Where is--"
"With Stanley, she went to the lake with him yesterday and hasn't come back."
"Stanley? That guy from next door?"
"Yes!" I practically shout in exasperation.
"But why--?"
"Ask her," I cut him off harshly. "Im fucking tired of this shit. Stop pestering me with questions so I can get back to sleep!"
I end the phone call in anger and turn off my phone before tossing it back onto the nightstand. Rolling over, I pull the covers up to my chin and angrily shut my eyes, but any attempt to fall back asleep fails, my anger too great to let unconsciousness tug me back under.
But my anger gradually starts to fade, being replaced with a slow boiling dread over my actions, and soon I'm on the verge of panic as I imagine the consequences of what I said to Tim emerging.
What did I do? What the fuck did I do?!
My mind races with all the possible outcomes of this situation now that I've thrown a bunch of cards out onto the table. Will Tim confront mom now? Or Stanley? What would they say? Admit it? Deny it? Then what?
I feel overwhelmed, too many scenarios flashing by and too many conflicting emotions battling inside my chest. Small tears roll gently down my cheeks as I sniffle softly. I feel better letting it out, so much so, that I inadvertently fall asleep at some point after shutting my eyes.
My dreamless sleep is interrupted by the sound of the back door shutting, startling me awake. I sit up quickly and glance at the clock. It's mid morning, and I've been asleep for almost two hours.
Getting out of bed, I open the door and walk into the hall. I can hear mom moving around in the kitchen, so I tentatively climb down the stairs, cautious of what she might say to me when I approach her.
"Morning, sweetheart," she says after spying me creeping around the corner.
"Hey, mom," I say gently. "Where've you been?"
"Didn't you get my note?"
"I did, but you said you'd be back by last night."
"Oh, well there was a terrible storm that rolled in right before we were set to leave, so we thought it best to wait it out in the cabin. It lasted so long that we ended up falling asleep. I would have texted but my phone died and I forgot to bring a charger."
"Uh-huh," I reply skeptically.
"I should get this on a charger, actually," she holds up her phone. "And I really need to shower."
She gathers up her belongings and heads upstairs. I watch her leave, pondering what was waiting for her on that phone once she plugs it in and expect the worst.
To my surprise, however, there is no explosion. The rest of the day, I wait, anxiety gnawing at my insides, expecting the shoe to drop at some point but it strangely never does.
I hear mom on the phone with Tim at one point not long after she gets back home, but their conversation is normal, and he appears to not say anything about what I blurted out earlier.
Despite this, I feel no relief. In fact, this only makes me more anxious that something bad is coming. There's no way that Tim could ignore what I told him, even he's not that daft.
These thoughts occupy my mind in the days preceding his arrival home. The day his flight is due to get in, I practically shake with nervousness, not to mention I'm entirely distracted while working, so much so that Sarah even comments on it.
"Are you ok? You've been jittery for days but it's kinda bad today?"
"Oh," I mumble, "I'm just nervous about Tim coming home. I think he and mom might be fighting."
"About what?"
"Um, I'm not sure," I lie. "Maybe about him traveling so much?"
"You shouldn't make yourself so nervous. Couples fight, I'm sure it'll all be ok."
She places her hand over mine in encouragement and support. I smile softly at her even though I know very well that things surely might not be ok.
That evening when I get home, I hesitantly push through the back door into the kitchen, not knowing what to expect, and find everything completely normal.
Mom is by the counter, preparing dinner, and she looks up and smiles in greeting briefly before returning to chopping vegetables.
"Hey there, kiddo," Tim calls from his seat on the couch and glances at me over his tablet.
"Hey," I offer back, a bit unsure. Standing in the doorway for several seconds, I silently observe them, looking for signs of any cracks in their facade but there doesn't appear to be any.
After changing, I hang out downstairs until dinner is ready to continue studying the dynamic between. When we sit down to eat, I begin to question if I'd maybe dreamed the entire conversation with Tim the other morning. Maybe my fears manifested in some crazy but authentic nightmare that I'd come to believe as the truth.
I've almost convinced myself of this, pondering it throughout most of dinner, when I finally notice Tim, oh so subtly, watching mom from under his eye lashes as she sits next to him, alternating between taking bites of her food and typing on her phone.
My heart thuds heavily in my chest as I carefully peek at him from across the table, attempting to appear nonchalant as possible. His gaze is casual but attentive, carefully tracking her facial expressions whenever she focuses on her phone. When mom's lips briefly turn up in a small but wry smile, my eyes quickly dart quickly to Tim's face and I just manage to catch the slight narrowing of his eyes as he zeroes in on it.
I look back down to my near empty plate, no longer hungry as anxiety settles back into my stomach. How could I have been so stupid as to think, even for a second, that I might've imagined that conversation? It's not that Tim didn't know or wasn't doing anything about it, he just didn't immediately confront her about what I'd said, which means he will at some point, especially if he keeps observing her as he's doing now. The question is when.
--------
Over the next several days, I keep catching Tim subtly watching mom whenever I'm home, keenly observing her actions when she thinks he isn't looking. He's quite discreet about it, much more than I thought him capable of. If I'm not actively looking, I won't notice his eyes discreetly moving from his tablet to her sitting by her desk as she types out on her phone.
Since I work every day, I only see what happens when I'm home and have no idea what Tim observes mom getting up to during the day when I'm not there.
Besides this, they continue on as normal, just with Tim carefully keeping track of mom's actions now that his feelers are up.
My nerves are practically shot and I'm wracked by anxiety as the impending sense of doom looms over me. I have no idea what or when something is going to happen, so my insides remain coiled like a spring loaded trap, ready and waiting.
Nearly a week after Tim has been home, Sarah drops me off in front of the house shortly after 11 at night. I had intended to stay over at her place but she had gotten a call from our boss who needed her to cover for someone the next day. Since I didn't have to work, I decided I'd rather sleep at home than get up early with her so she could drop me off.
I wave goodbye as she drives away, then turn and head up the driveway. As I approach the back door, I hear the faint muffled voices of shouting coming from the other side.
Slowing down, I slowly creep up to the back door and listen carefully. The voices are louder now, though still not clear enough for me to hear what they're saying, though I have a pretty good idea of who's arguing and what they're arguing about.
Is this finally it? My heart begins to beat fast and nervously, careening around the inside of my chest. I take a few steps back and attempt to peer through the window into the kitchen and can just barely see the back of mom's head and nothing else.
Frowning, I stand in the dark of the backyard, unsure of what to do, until an idea crosses my mind. I quickly hurry back down the driveway and around to the front of the house, climbing up the steps to the front porch.
Facing the front door, I grip the doorknob in one hand while sliding my key into the lock with the other. The lock clicks as the key rotates and I gently turn the handle before slowly and quietly pushing open the door just wide enough for me to slip inside.
The pitch black of the front hall cloaks me as I enter and quickly shut the door, the shouting voices no longer muffled by the thick walls.
"You're never here half the time," mom yells.
I crouch and dart toward the staircase, trying to make as little noise as possible.
"And that's your excuse?" Tim yells back incredulously.
He's standing in the living room and even though he has his back to me, I practically see the anger pouring out of him. His body is tense, neck straining as he yells with his hands balled into fists at his side.
I climb the first couple of steps before settling deep into the shadows and looking through the large gaps in the bannister at the spectacle unfolding before me.
Mom stands with her arms crossed under the archway that leads to the kitchen from the living room. She's partially obscured by Tim so I can't see her face but I can definitely sense how she's feeling by her tone.
"No," she answers emphatically, frustration leaking into her voice. "But it's what led us here. What don't you get about that?"
"What I don't get is how! How did it go from just sex to this?! My God, Julie, are you really doing this? Throwing our relationship, our future together, away? For some twenty year old punk you barely know?"
Just then, an unseen voice sound off, carrying a warning tinged with authority, "Watch it!"
Even though I can't see him, I recognize Stanley's voice immediately. He must be lurking in the kitchen, somewhere behind mom.
"No one was talking to you," Tim says through gritted teeth, his head turning slightly to the left as he addresses Stanley.
"I don't give a shit! You were the one that initiated this big confrontation, not the other way around, so I'll speak whenever I damn well please to whoever the fuck I want!"
"I don't know who you think you are--"
"I don't know who you think you are!"
Stanley steps forward, striding purposefully out of the kitchen to stand in front of mom, closely facing Tim. Arms crossed, he wears an expression of disdain on his face, his large, muscular frame towering intimidatingly over Tim. He's close enough that I can see his eyes practically burning with contempt as he stares down at the smaller man.
"I'm tired of this bullshit back and forth," Stanley practically spits in his face. "You can't seem to get it through your thick fucking skull so let me make it clear for you; Julie is with me now and all your questioning of 'how' and 'why' won't change that. Do you finally understand now?"
Throughout his little speech, mom had slowly moved to stand just to the right of and slightly behind Stanley, leaning into him and reaching out to gently stroke his bicep in support. Her touch causes a small smile of triumph to cross Stanley's face, a smile that seems to convey confirmation of everything he just said. Finally, he raises his chin slightly in challenge, daring Tim to say otherwise and contradict him in some way.
Tim's face turns a light shade of red as he looks up angrily at Stanley for several silent seconds before letting out a frustrated yell. Turning he quickly storms toward the front hall and I crouch as low as possible, pressing myself against the wall as he walks by the stairs, wrenches the door open and slams it shut behind him.
Stanley and mom stand together in the living room, watching him leave and then turn to face each other as soon as the door rattles closed.
"You good?" Stanley asks her.
Mom doesn't respond but simply leans in and wraps her arms around him, closing the distance between her lips and his. Stanley's big hands grip her waist before sliding down to squeeze her ass as she kisses him deeply. She moans lightly, pressing her body tightly against his as their lips urgently mold together.
After several seconds, she pulls away, looking up at him adoringly.
"Shit, I'll take that as a yes," he says, offering her a cocky grin.
"The way you stepped in and asserted yourself was just..." she trails off, unable to finish her thought. "It reminded me exactly why I chose you over him and quashed any feelings of doubt I might've had if he'd kept going on."
Her hands run up and down his bare arms, lovingly caressing his round biceps.
"Good. Remember, you're mine now," he tells her firmly, squeezing her ass possessively in order to reinforce his words.
"Always," she brings her mouth back to his and they resume kissing, which quickly deepens to a heavy make out session.
Their heads turn to the side as their lips fight one another. The sounds of wet tongues interlocking mixes with deep moans of pleasure as they pull each other closer, their hands searching and finding different body parts to grab and hold onto.
Mom's hand eventually finds its way down to Stanley's crotch, massaging the bulge in his mesh shorts and causing him to grunt in a mixture of approval and encouragement. Soon, his monster is free, sprouting obscenely from the dark, thick pubic hair that covers his groin and large balls, which hang heavily against the waistband of his shorts.



Mom jerks him fast, her delicate manicured fingers wrapped tightly around his thick shaft, forming a tight fist that pumps his tool firmly and with a determined, steady pace.
Stanley breaks their kiss and tilts his head back, a look of concentration on his face as he begins to buck his hips against her persistent strokes. He emits a deep, guttural grunt from the back of his throat and clenches his teeth as mom increases her pace, rapidly moving her hand up and down his hog, coating it with the precum leaking from his tip.
"Fuck," Stanley pulls away from her touch. "Hands against the couch."
Without waiting, he grabs mom by the waist and pushes her towards the back of the couch, pressing down on her lower back to force her ass up and out. Mom quickly scrambles to brace herself, placing her hands along the top of the back of the couch for purchase.
Stanley gathers the lower half of her mid-length yellow sundress in his right hand, hurriedly bunching it up around her waist as she moves her feet apart, widening her stance and presenting her panty clad ass and pussy to him.
His index and middle fingers gently trace along the soft, lacy surface of her cream colored panties, teasing her folds through the thin material. Mom's soft moans are replaced by a surprised yelp and the sound of tearing fabric as Stanley wrenches the thong roughly from her body.
He flings the tattered remains of her underwear off to the side, forgotten the second they leave his grip, and transfers the bundle of fabric that is mom's dress from his right hand to his left before placing his palm along her round ass cheek.
Stanley rubs it softly, marveling at the smooth, pale skin underneath his touch. Then, without any warning, he raises his hand and swiftly brings his palm down hard, making contact with her ass cheek in a loud and vicious smack.
Mom's cries are a mix of pain and pleasure, and they get louder and more intense with every fierce slap delivered to her right ass cheek. Stanley doesn't stop until she's panting heavily and a large, bright red hand print marks her as his territory.
"Fuck yeah," he mutters, admiring his handy work with a sadistic smile.
Without another word, he takes his throbbing cock in his hand and places the head at her entrance, making mom gasp in anticipation. Slowly, he pushes past the pink folds of her pussy, the wide girth of his shaft stretching her inner walls as he fills her completely with his manhood, not stopping until his scraggly pubes tickle her opening.
"Ohhh fuck, you're so wet. God damn," Stanley mutters in wonder.
Mom barely manages to muster up a low moan as a response, her face scrunched up in intense pleasure as she hangs her head, her grip on the couch tight.
"You liked that I put Tim in his place, huh?"
He slowly withdraws his cock from inside her, causing mom to issue a series of needy and frustrated groans, until the tip of his fat cockhead is positioned at her entrance.
"Answer me, slut," he rubs his cockhead teasingly along her slit.
"I did, I love that you finally proved to him that I belong to you!"
"Damn right, showed him how a true man behaves when claiming his bitch."
With that, he reinserts his dick back inside her.
"God, yes," mom cries.
"Yeah, you're my fucking slut," Stanley mutters as he begins sawing his cock in and out of her at a leisurely pace, enjoying free reign of lands now wholly his.
Just then, the front door swings open. My heart nearly stops as Tim quickly crosses the threshold with a determined stride. I go completely still, ready for his eyes to land on me, but he's so angry and singularly focused that he quickly moves past the foot of the staircase, leaving me still unnoticed and lurking in the darkness of the front hall.
"Alright, asshole, I'm not just gonna leave without a--"
His words are cut off by a soft gurgle when he rounds the corner and comes to a screeching halt under the archway leading to the living room.
Leaning to the left, I can just make out the aghast look on his face as he takes in the sight of mom bent over with her dress bunched up around her waist while Stanley takes her from behind.
Stanley pauses his thrusting and turns his head towards Tim as he comes into view under the archway. They both stare at each other for several seconds; Tim, stunned and horrified, and Stanley with a mischievous grin, his huge cock half inside mom, who raises her head at the interruption. There's a glint of defiance in her eyes when Tim's stare briefly meets hers.
Eventually, Stanley resumes fucking mom, slowly pushing the rest of his cock inside her before withdrawing it from deep within, never breaking eye contact with Tim. His mischievous smile turns malicious as he notices Tim's gaze shift to focus on his donkey dick disappearing into mom's body before reappearing.
As he slides himself back out of mom's pussy, Stanley pauses for several seconds, putting his cock on display by showing off its substantial length and girth as well as the copious amounts of juices from mom's pussy that cling to his shaft.
"You see this shit? You see how fucking wet she is? This is the real reason you lost her. This right here, my big dick." His cock throbs as he addresses Tim, practically twitching in the dim light of the living room.
"You couldn't keep her satisfied you pathetic fuck," he continues, "so she had to go out and get some dick from a real man, a true alpha that knew how to give her exactly what she needed, and now she can't get enough. Isn't that right, slut?"
Stanley slowly pushes his cock back inside mom, burying it up to the hilt.
"Ohhhhhhhh," she moans in lust filled confirmation as he stuffs her full of his heavy meat.
"Yeah, that's right. Tell him, tell him what you are," Stanley increases his pace slightly as he starts fucking her.
"I'm your whore," mom mutters, her mouth falling open from the intense pleasure of Stanley's cock filling her up.
"Louder," he commands in a stern voice.
"I'm your whore, Stanley," mom declares.
"Fuck yeah you are," his hips begin to move faster, thrusting into her to create a small slapping sound.
Tim continues to stare at them in abject horror, frozen in place as he begins to finally comprehend the full extent of mom's descent into Stanley's cock obsessed slut.
"And what's he?" Stanley prompts.
"He's a loser," mom states without hesitation. "A weakling who doesn't know how to please a woman. Uhhhh!"
Stanley's fucking her hard and fast now, his hips slapping against her ass cheeks, which jiggle as he pummels her pussy with his engorged cock.
Tears begin to prickle in Tim's eyes, his anger and shock long gone. It breaks my heart seeing the anguish so clear on his face as he watches the love of his life degrade him while being violated by the dick of a douchebag twenty years younger than him.
He turns around to flee just as the first set of tears start to roll down his face.
"Yeah, get lost you miserable cuck," Stanley yells after him before descending into a fit of hateful laughter.
Tim stalks out the front door, not even bothering to shut it behind him. I watch as the kindest man my mom has ever been with disappears into the black of the night.
A dull, hopeless ache settles in the center of my chest while a small amount of tears gather in the corners of my eyes. I don't know how long I stare mutely out into the darkness for, but the cracking sound of a palm against bountiful bare flesh brings me back to reality, and I close my eyes as the noise of fervent, animal sex once again fills my ears.
"That's it, you're officially mine now, slut. There's no going back," there's an intensity into Stanley's deep voice that's crystal clear even over the sounds of his thick pole wetly penetrating her and his hips crashing into her ass repeatedly.
"Uh, uh, yes Stanley, ugh, I'm yours, hgh, forever!"
Despite how hurt I am over Tim's departure, my cock still rages hard in my pants. I shake my head even though I know what comes next.
Forcing my eyes I open, I turn my head to take in the sight of Stanley and mom rutting like dogs in heat. I can't help but marvel at how he takes her so forcefully, a stern, almost angry look on his face as he grips her shoulder with his right hand, pulling her back roughly every time he thrusts his cock sharply inside her.
"You're fucking mine, skank, do you hear me? You're mine now that I've pushed out that dumbass and taken his place. You're my fucking property, bitch!"
"Yes, yes, Stanley, you own me! I'm yours for the rest of my life!"
My cock is out and in my hand as I furiously jerk it. At the rate that they're going, they aren't going to last long. And neither will I.
Stanley grunts deeply while swiftly pumping into mom, his thick cock slamming past her folds and cramming into her tight hole over and over.
"Mine. You're mine," he repeats under his breath, eyes ablaze with power.
"Uh, Stanley, I'm gonna cum! Cum with me, cum inside me, please!"
Mom gasps as her body tightens and then shudders, waves of pleasure coursing through her. She opens and closes her mouth, riding out an orgasm against his shaft.
"Ugh, you're squeezing me so tight, I'm gonna blow my load! Oh shit, god damn it! Arghhh!"
Stanley shoves his entire cock all the way inside her, holding his groin tightly against her ass while hosing down her inner walls with his seed.
Mom groans from the feeling of his cock spasming deep within her, flooding the entrance to her cervix with thick amounts of sperm.
My own cock bursts as they begin to come down for their peaks, spurting white fluid all over my shirt. I squeeze my eyes shut tight, concentrating on controlling my breathing as I empty my balls.
Once they're well drained, I release my half limp cock and open my eyes. Stanley is in the process of disengaging his cock from mom's hole, causing her baby batter to leak out and down her crevice.
"Fuck yeah," he utters, letting go of her dress before pulling his tank top over his head.
Mom stands up, her legs shaking in the aftermath of a powerful orgasm as well as from being bent over. She watches Stanley toss his tank top off to the side and then push his shorts and underwear down the rest of the way down, stepping out of them along with his slides before ambling around the side of the couch and collapsing on top of it completely naked.
His large frame occupies both cushions, his long limbs splayed out, and he half gestures for her to come to him.
Mom quickly lifts her dress up, stripping naked and then joining him by laying her body across his. She slides her left hand up along his well defined torso while he wraps his muscular arms around her delicate body, holding her possessively against him. They don't say anything, just merely hold each other for several minutes before beginning to kiss.
I watch for several minutes as they press their bodies closely together, hands freely exploring while their kissing persists with a subtle yet intense passion. Eventually, I decide I've seen enough and begin to climb the stairs as silently as possible.
After my bedroom door clicks closed behind me, I change out of my cum covered clothes and into my pajamas. I feel very tired and almost devoid of emotion as I crawl into bed, greatly looking forward to a long, deadened sleep.
Laying in the dark not too long later, the last thing that I hear before unconsciousness tugs me under is the faint sound of high pitched moaning coming from downstairs.
--------
When I wake up early the next day, memories of the previous night instantly come flooding back, and I close my eyes in a vain attempt at falling back to sleep. Eventually, I get up and head downstairs to find mom and Stanley still naked on the couch, bodies pressed together and limbs interlocked as they sleep soundly, never having bothered to go upstairs. Guess now there's no real need to hide anymore.
I return to my room to get dressed before leaving with a strong desire to be anywhere but there. With no real idea of where to go, I hop on the bus, riding it aimlessly until I spot a diner across the street from one of the stops. My stomach rumbles loudly and I quickly disembark before heading inside for breakfast.
I spend the next several hours just wandering around from place to place; the library, the arcade, the movies, anywhere where I can occupy my time and take my mind off of home.
By early evening, I've exhausted every idea I had to keep myself busy, and since Sarah is going directly to her cousin's place after work to have dinner, I have no other option but to return home.
Mom's alone and cooking when I come in through the back door. She greets me when I walk in and tells me dinner will be ready soon. I stand in the kitchen expecting her to say something about Tim but she doesn't. It's only when we're just about finished eating that she finally tells me they broke up.
"We just couldn't make it work, sweetheart," she says gently, a small, remorseful look on her face, which I know is really more for my benefit than because she's actually regretful.
"Are you ok?" She tilts her head slightly to the side. "I know how much you and Tim got along and liked each other."
"I guess," I stare at my plate, avoiding eye contact with her.
"You sure? You don't see all that surprised or upset even?"
I shrug, "Kinda figured you guys were having problems."
"Well, if you want, you can always talk to me about it."
"I know," I say, pushing the last bits of food around with my fork.
"Ok," she says after several seconds, returning to her food.
And that was that. We didn't discuss it any further. Mom and Tim officially weren't together anymore. A few days later, I'm walking home from the bus stop after work when I spot a small U-Haul trailer attached to the back of a car in our driveway.
I stop right there on the sidewalk, watching as Tim emerges from within and pulls down the grate. He walks around to the driver's side then opens the door, and just before he sinks down into the seat, his head turns and he sees me.
We both stand perfectly still looking at one another, the sorrowful expression on his face surely a reflection of mine. He gives a small wave goodbye before getting in the car, starting it, and driving away. I watch the taillights slowly get smaller the further away he drives until they disappear around a turn.
Sighing, I trudge inside, taking notice of the small absences of Tim's belongings around the house as I head up to my room. Mom's nowhere to be found, probably somewhere else avoiding Tim while he gathered his things.
When I come down to the kitchen to get some water a bit later, movement out the window catches my eye. Next door, I can see mom and Stanley kissing goodbye on his back porch. Her hair is a bit ruffled and he's wearing nothing but a pair of boxer-briefs. Guess I know how she spent her time while Tim was moving out.
Watching them, I wonder how long it'll be before they finally come clean about their relationship. Turns out, I don't have to wait very long to find out.
The next day after work, I come home and find mom and Stanley laughing together on the couch, his arm around her.
"Hello, sweetheart," mom greets me with a smile as I slowly walk into the living room. "How was work?"
"Uh, good," I tell her.
"Why don't you have a seat? We want to talk to you about something."
Stanley grins at me while I settle down across from them. I can already tell what's coming, having sensed a completely different, more relaxed atmosphere around the two of them as soon as I walked in.
It's quiet for several seconds, none of us really know what to say, before Stanley gives mom a small nudge and she finally addresses me.
"As you know, sweetheart, Stanley and I have gotten to know each other quite well this past summer and we have become close. He's spent a lot of time here and it was during all that time together that we realized we had feelings for each other, and when Tim and I separated we decided to explore those feelings. So, Stanley and I are now together, as a couple."
She leans into him and he places his free hand on her knee while tightening his arm around her, his wicked grin growing.
Even though I've been expecting this, her words still make my body go numb. No matter how hard I tried to prepare myself, a small part of me had still been in denial that this would happen. But now with mom openly declaring that she's dating my bully, cold hard reality washes over me.
I swallow hard and try to maintain a neutral face, apparently not doing a very good job, however.
"Oh, sweetheart," mom says, empathetically, "I know you're probably still upset about Tim, but I promise you, Stanley is the right man for me and I'm sure that in time you'll come to see him as the right fit for our family."
She smiles earnestly at me and I manage to smile weakly back while resisting the urge to vomit. A quick glance at Stanley tells me he's clearly enjoying the situation as it's unfolding.
"Well, that's all we really wanted to talk to you about, so..."
I nod and start to stand up, wanting more than anything to just go up to my room.
"Oh, by the way," she says suddenly, "Stanley and I are going out to dinner tonight, sort of our first official date together as a couple, so you'll be on your own."
"Ok," I tell her, a bit relieved. At least I'll have the house alone to myself tonight.
I leave them sitting on the couch together and head upstairs. Once I'm safely in my room, I'm finally able to release some of the tension in my body, having managed to have made it through a conversation I knew was coming but still wasn't prepared for and absolutely dreaded.
I take several deep breaths, trying to get my heart rate under control. The next several weeks will be tough, but the silver lining is that I'll be off at college soon and then I won't have to deal with this except for when I'm home occasionally. I keep telling myself that until I finally calm down enough to relax and play some video games to distract myself until they're gone.
A couple of hours later, I hear mom call for me from the living room. Hitting pause, I toss the controller aside and head downstairs where I find mom and Stanley standing together.
Mom's wearing a dark green mini dress with a small slit along the thigh, held up by thin straps. Her black stilettos add several inches to her height while her blond hair cascades loosely down her back. Stanley's rich blue button down shirt clings tightly to his muscular chest and his dark slacks, form fitting against his long legs, end at a pair of black dress shoes.
"Sweetheart, would you mind taking a picture of us?" She holds out her phone to me with an eager smile.
I look from the phone to her and back before silently taking it. Stanley wraps his left arm around mom's waist and pulls her close enough for her to place her hand on his chest while leaning against it. I snap a quick picture of the two of them, mom with a stupidly happy grin on her face and Stanley with a shit eating one on his.
"Thank you," she says as I hand her back her phone.
"Ready?" She asks Stanley.
"Almost, go wait for me in the car, I wanna talk to Kyle here about something real quick."
My heart drops in my chest as mom takes the keys from Stanley and walks out the back door, saying goodbye to me on the way. Stanley stares at the door after it closes behind mom for what feels like 10 minutes even though it's more like one.
But then he slowly turns his head towards me, and the dark, steely look on his face is enough for my body to tense up in anticipation.
"You know," he begins calmly, "I was really hoping after the last couple of times that you would get the hint not to fuck with me."
"Wha-what do you mean?"
"Don't play dumb with me. You don't think I know it was you who told Tim about your mom staying up in the cabin with me that weekend?"



"I-I... it was a mistake, I didn't mean--"
"Oh, you bet your ass it was a mistake, a grave one." He takes a step toward me and I take one back.
"You opened your big mouth and wrecked what I had planned," he continues. "All those months of set up, ruined."
My heart is racing now, the blood having drained from my face. Of all the scenarios I had considered after talking to Tim, Stanley confronting me about it had somehow not crossed my mind.
"I warned you not to interfere and cause any more problems with me and your mom. You didn't listen, so now, you'll have to be punished."
I turn and make a move to run, but before I could get anywhere, Stanley lunges forward and snags the back of my collar. He drags me back toward him while I fight, fruitlessly, against his incredible strength, my socks sliding against the lacquered wood of the floor.
His large hands clamp onto my shoulders and shoves me roughly onto my knees, maneuvering my body until I'm crouched with my chest and face pressed against the living room floor and my ass turned upwards.
Kneeling horizontally next to me, Stanley uses his land hand to hold me down while his right takes a hold of the waistband of my shorts and begins yanking them down to expose my ass.
I go deadly still as I hear the clink of his belt being undone, then my eyes widen in alarm as realization rushes through me.
"No, please Stanley, don't! I'm sorry, I'm sorry," I beg.
"Too late for apologies, faggot. You need to be taught a lesson, one you won't soon forget."
With that he raises his hand high then brings it down fast and his looped leather belt cracks across the bare skin of my ass.
My scream echoes off the walls of the living room. Stanley lets the pain settle in for several seconds before bringing the belt down against my ass again.
"This is your punishment, faggot!"
*whack*
"Having your ass beat like a child!"
*whack*
"I fucking own you now!"
*whack*
"You and your bitch mother!"
*whack*
Over and over he brings the belt down, the leather biting sharply into the flesh of my skin. I beg and plead for him to stop, apologizing profusely in between yells of pain, but this does not deter him.
After what feels like an eternity, he finally ceases his beating. We're both panting heavily as he removes the hand keeping me pinned down against the floor. I slowly turn over to gently lay on my side and curl up in the fetal position, tears silently running down my cheeks. My ass cheeks throb with a burning pain and I swear I can feel the welts beginning to form already.
Stanley leans in closer, "From now on, anytime you even so much as ponder stepping out of line, I want your ass to throb with the memory of the spanking I just gave you. Do you understand me?"
I nod my head in acquiescence. He stands back up, towering over me. I hear the sound of a zipper being lowered and a few seconds later, a warm, thick stream of yellow liquid hits the side of my face.
"Ahhhhh," Stanley sighs heavily as he begins relieving himself all over me.
My mouth opens in surprise, causing some of his piss to trickle inside. I sputter, turning my face away and holding up my hand in a weak attempt to shield myself, but he continues swinging his big dick back and forth like a fireman wielding a hose, dousing my entire upper body in his urine.
His stream finally begins to wane after almost two minutes, dissipating slowly to small drips until he's finally done emptying himself of a large quantity of piss. He gives several shakes of his cock, loosening a few last droplets before tucking his shaft back inside his pants and zipping up.
My entire upper body is soaked as I lay in a puddle of his piss. I can smell it radiating off of me, saturating the hair matted against my forehead. I shift my neck to look up at him as he puts his belt back on.
"Make sure this is cleaned up before your mother and I come home tonight. And shower too, you fucking reek."
His twisted smile bears down on me as he finishes inserting the belt through the buckle, "You know, you scream just like your mom does when I beat her ass too."
He chuckles darkly as he walks around me and proceeds out the back door. The slam of it closing behind him leaves the house silent except for my small sniffles.
I don't know how long I lay there in Stanley's piss, waiting for the throbbing on the surface of my ass to calm down a bit before I attempt to stand. When I eventually climb to my feet, I'm already partially dry, his urine baked into my skin.
Shuffling slowly toward the kitchen, I fill a bucket with soap and water before grabbing a sponge. I spend the next fifteen minutes on my knees, scrubbing the floor clean of Stanley's piss, small, silent tears rolling down my cheeks.
Once I'm finished, I dump the contents of the bucket down the kitchen sink and rinse it out, then head upstairs to scrub the smell of his urine off me.
I stand under the warm water of the shower for a long time, just letting the soft jets pummel my face and body, before I finally begin lathering myself with soap.
I wash myself thoroughly to ensure that I'm completely devoid of any essence of him. The burn of humiliation in my cheeks matches the burning of my ass from his spanking as the whole thing replays in my head over and over.
Stanley had wasted absolutely no time establishing his dominance in our household, setting himself up for complete control by putting me in my place and ensuring that I knew where that was within the new hierarchy.
I didn't dare tell mom about this, shuddering at the thought of what he'd do if I did. He'd finally beaten me into submission, and I'll stay there until I have to leave for college.
I begin repeating my mantra from earlier, but it doesn't have the same effect in the aftermath of what just happened. Once the water starts to go cold, I slam the handle down and step out of the shower. In my room, I dress quickly and slip between the sheets of my bed, gently laying on my side to avoid the irritating sting of my ass making contact with the mattress.
Sleep comes very quickly and a bit unexpectedly. Guess being held down and spanked really takes the energy out of you.
However, I'm woken up several hours later by noises coming downstairs. Glancing at the clock, I see that it's quite late. Thuds on the stairs and quiet giggling let me know exactly who's making those noises.
I can hear lips smacking together once mom and Stanley reach the top of the stairs.
"We can't be too loud," mom drunkenly slurs in a poor attempt at whispering. "He might be sleeping."
"Let's see if you still feel that way once my dick's inside you," Stanley replies in a normal tone of voice.
Mom giggles and her door shuts with a thud several seconds later. It isn't long before the gentle squeaking of her box spring echoes from down the hall along with quiet, restrained moans from mom.
But as the squeaking increases in volume, so does she.
"Ohhhh," comes a constrained moan.
"Just fucking let it out, already," Stanley huffs.
He makes no attempts to quiet his voice. The wet slapping of bodies begins to join the other noises coming from their bedroom as their sex intensifies.
"Oh, yes, Stanley," mom says, her will to keep quiet slowly breaking down as the pleasure she's receiving from his cock builds.
"Tell me how much you love it," he prompts.
"I love it so much," she tells him immediately, her voice rising a bit in volume.
"What do you love?"
"Your cock," she says, louder still.
"And what else?"
"You," she proclaims at full volume. "Oh God, I love you, Stanley!" Her voice rings out, tinged with the freedom of doing so.
"Ugh, say it louder, ugh."
"I love you, Stanley," she practically yells. "I love you so much!"
He's fucking her fast and hard now, the box spring squeaking incessantly while the clapping from their colliding bodies is rapid. Her loud words are clearly a driving source of pleasure for him.
"Fuck yeah you do, bitch! Ugh, say it again!"
I reach down to free my cock from my pajama bottoms and take a hold of it. Tears silently roll down my cheeks as I jerk off while listening to my mother loudly declare her undying love for my bully while he fucks her.
Their cries of passion and love quickly reach their crescendo, signaling that both of them have achieved their respective orgasm. Mine is not far behind.
Once they're finished, silence finally descends on the house. As I lay in bed, mom's words continue echo inside my head, unable to be quieted. What she had not said to Tim in such a long time escaped her tonight, directed toward the asshole that had made my life miserable throughout most of high school while his prick was buried deep inside her.
The worst part was, I detected nothing but the truth from her. Even if forced out of her by his cock, I knew she meant every word she had said, and from the way Stanley urged her on, so did he.
--------
I wake up the next morning unaware of having fallen asleep. Glancing at the clock, I see that it's almost half past eight and stretch.
My stomach rumbles and I move to get out of bed. Opening the door, I step out into the hall and walk quietly to the stairs. When I reach the top landing, I can see mom's bedroom door is wide open. Either her or Stanley must've gotten up in the middle of the night to use the bathroom or something and not shut it upon returning.
Inside, both of them are fast asleep as they lay completely naked in bed, the thin sheets covering them just around the waist. Mom has her head resting on Stanley's well sculpted upper torso, her smooth legs intertwined with his thick, hairy ones. With every slow breath, her chest rises and falls causing her bare tits to push up against his defined abs.
I swallow hard and wonder if this will be the new normal for them, unashamedly displaying their relationship around the house now that they longer have to hide it. Their loud, passionate sex last night seemed to indicate so, almost as if they were emboldened from no longer having to suppress their strong desire for one another, even if they were barely managing to do so before.
Continuing downstairs, I made myself a bowl of cereal, wincing as I carefully sat down at the table. My butt cheeks were still sore from Stanley's spanking last night, and the pain brought back the memory of it, causing shame and humiliation to flood through me. I no longer felt any rage or anger about the situation, having had it beaten out of me as a consequence for letting it influence my actions in the first place.
I'm only a few bites in when I hear the loud thuds of someone coming down the stairs and my heart begins to speed up knowing who it is.
Stanley comes striding into the kitchen wearing only a pair of purple boxer briefs that cling tightly to his groin, the bulge from his large, flaccid cock evident.
"Sup, faggot?" He thumps me hard on the head as he passes by, causing me to spill the contents of my spoon into my lap.
He laughs as I stare down at the stain on the front of my pajama bottoms. Taking some napkins from the holder, I begin cleaning off the milk and cereal. Behind me, Stanley fiddles with the coffee maker before plopping down into what is now his seat at the head of the table.
The noise of the percolating coffee fills the silence of the room as Stanley gets comfortable in his seat, stretching his legs out in front of him and spreading them wide, displaying the bulge in his underwear from his large, flaccid cock, while clasping both of his hands behind his head, making his muscles stand out.
"What a great night's sleep. Your mom was eager to make sure I was well taken care of before I passed out, especially now that she no longer has to worry about that wimpy prick."
Out of the corner of my eye I could see him looking intently at me and I knew he was asserting his dominance, proudly displaying, not just the fact that he'd conquered my mother, but the cock and body he'd used to do it.
Avoiding eye contact, I resumed eating and Stanley snorted in derision and cockiness, looking away once he was assured that I'd understood him.
Mom came into the kitchen a few minutes later wearing a pink satin nightie, the hem of which ended at the tops of her thighs. She went straight to Stanley, her eyes fixed on him adoringly.
"Good morning, darling," she greets him with a deep kiss that lasts several seconds.
"Sup, baby? Sleep well?" He gives her a cocky grin as he eyes her body scantily covered by the nightie.
"It was the best night's sleep I've had in a long time," she says sincerely before giving him another kiss, this time slower and more passionate.
"That's what I like to hear. You're gonna be sleeping like that from now on with me around permanently."
"Nothing sounds better," she smiles affectionately at him, lightly grazing the top of his chest.
"How about you get that fine ass over to the stove and cook me up some breakfast, hm?"
"Of course! Any requests?"
"Three eggs, sunny side up, four slices of bacon, and some rye toast. Oh, and a cup of coffee when it's done."
"Anything for you," she kisses him one final time before rounding the table.
"Good morning, sweetheart."
"Morning," I mumble back.
"You want any eggs since I'm making Stanley some?"
"Sure, why not."
"Scrambled, right?"
I nod at her and soon the kitchen is filled with the smell of bacon grease and toasted bread. Mom places Stanley's large plate down in front of him before handing me mine, and he digs in as she refills his mug with more coffee.
"How is it?" She asks, climbing into his lap upon returning to the table.
"Fucking amazing," he tells her with his mouth full.
"I'm glad you're enjoying it. I'll cook you a full breakfast just like this every morning if you want."
"That's exactly what I want," he wraps his large arms around her as he leans in for a kiss, his left hand palming one of her ass cheeks while his right caresses her inner thigh.
She giggles as he gently kisses her neck. Pulling away he gestures with his head toward the plate and she takes his cue, picking up a slice of bacon to bring to his open mouth. He bites down on it, chewing loudly while smiling up at her.
Mom alternates between feeding him pieces of bacon and forkfuls of egg, occasionally taking bites herself, looking the happiest I've ever seen her. I have to force myself not to gawk at them. She never treated Tim this way, waiting on him hand and foot like this. I knew she enjoyed the domestic aspect of her relationship with Stanley but this was complete subservience. Is this how she'd wanted to be him the entire time? Holding herself back from this behavior under the guise that they were merely friends?
This was never a phase or some deception he's tricked her into. Deep down she truly desired a gruff, commanding, brutish man to serve, and somehow Stanley had recognized that in her, then used his cock as bait to reel her in before revealing himself to be just the sort of man she craved to be with; no, to be possessed by.
This revelation about my mother has me reevaluating everything about this past summer, making my head spin. It all makes sense now, and I finally understand that there ultimately wasn't anything I could have done to change the trajectory of what had occurred.
I realize I've just been sitting here staring down at my eggs as my mind attempts to process all of this. My arm begins to move again, mechanically shoveling the now cold eggs into my mouth. I don't really taste them but I chew and swallow anyway.
Neither Stanley or mom had noticed me just sitting here, eyeing my plate. She was too focused on giving him tender kisses in between bites of food. Out of the corner of my eye, I finally notice her free hand has disappeared underneath the table, the arm attached to it moving gently as she attempts to discreetly massage the bulge in his underwear.
I return to eating my food, simultaneously aroused and repulsed by their behavior. My fork scrapes the empty plate just as mom and Stanley stand. His cock pushes out against the fabric of his boxer-briefs even more than they did when he first came down, no doubt from mom's handling of his package.
"Good timing," he notes. "Make sure to wipe down the stovetop when you're down with the dishes. You know how greasy bacon gets while it cooks."
With that, he leads mom into the living room, easing them both down onto the couch as he turns on the TV. I get to work collecting all the plates and cookware, washing them in the sink before setting them to dry on the rack.
Before switching off the water, I realize I missed a bowl by the stove and walk over to grab it. In my periphery, I notice some movement on the couch in the living room. Turning in that direction, I see the back of mom's head bobbing up and down over Stanley's crotch as she leans over from her spot on the couch next to him. His large body blocks me from seeing anything further as he relaxes back, legs spread wide open while he stretches his muscular arms along the top of the back of the couch.
I stare frozen by the stove with my arm outstretched, the glass bowl clenched tightly in my grip. She really isn't holding back now that she doesn't have to. My cock begins to stir watching her blonde hair cascading around her shoulders with every rise and fall of her head.
Suddenly, Stanley turns and glances over his shoulder, making eye contact with me as mom continues to go down on him, obvious to anything but the thick cock she's swallowing. My breath hitches in my throat from being caught watching them, fear causes the growing hardon in my pants to shrivel back up.
A slow, sadistic smile slowly spreads across Stanley's face and he winks at me before facing forward again, spreading his legs wider to provide mom with better access to his cock.
I stare after him for almost a minute, my mouth hanging half open as I anxiously contemplate if he saw how aroused I was becoming through the thin material of my pajama bottoms.
Slowly, I made my way back to the sink, watching the water slosh around inside. Eventually I clean the last bowl before scrubbing the stovetop, taking my time before making my way into the living room to go back upstairs.
As I approach, mom's back to sitting in an upright position on the couch. But next to her, Stanley sits with his legs wide open, his full erection on display as it strains against the front of his underwear, which has a wet spot on it, while the head of his cock just manages to poke out from the top.
He looks completely unashamed, not caring in the slightest bitt how indecent he appears, his eyes focused on the tv in front of him and nothing else. Mom has the decency to at least appear sheepish as she avoids eye contact with me. But she doesn't say anything or even attempt to offer any type of explanation, no longer feeling the need to pretend she isn't completely sexually enamored with him.
I hurry up the stairs and shut the door behind me. It isn't very long after when I hear the sounds of mom and Stanley's feet as they follow in my path, closing themselves away in her room.
They spend the rest of the morning having passionate sex, again unable to control their volume. I jerk off twice while listening before getting dressed and texting Sarah to come pick me up. She pulls up to the curb just as the shower starts in the bathroom, their giggles from inside almost seeming to follow me as I bound down the stairs and out the front door.
------
Stanley moved in with us not longer after that, assuming his rightful place as man of the house. He didn't have much stuff to bring, just some clothes and his Xbox. He left his workout equipment in his dad's garage since there wasn't a space for it all in our house.
It was more difficult adjusting to his presence than I initially thought it'd be. He was spending so much time at our house beforehand that I figured it wouldn't be that different from how we were already living, but alas, I was wrong.



Being home was tolerable, pleasant even, when he was exercising or at work. But when he wasn't, it was awful. I'd come home from work to find him staring idly at the screen, splayed out on the couch in nothing but his underwear and slides, beer cans littering the coffee table from hours of drinking while watching tv or playing Call of Duty.
Mom completely enabled his behavior too, stopping whatever she was doing when he would call out, "Julie, get me another beer."
I'd often catch her checking him out, eyeing his almost naked body from behind the computer at her desk, drinking in his rippling muscles and smiling to herself whenever he let out a burp or scratched his balls. He'd catch her sometimes and smile drunkenly at her before gesturing to join him on the couch. She'd happily skip over, laying herself across his body before engaging in a heavy make out session which eventually led to them going upstairs to fuck, which they did constantly and without any inhibition. Multiple times a day, loud and passionate.
If this was the extent of his behavior, then I could deal with it. But it went beyond that. He made every decision in our house. Not just what we had for dinner but what we bought or didn't buy, where we would be going and at what time. He seemed to relish in making all our decisions for us, particularly since mom ceded complete authority to him and deferred to whatever he decided, unwavering in her support of him as the head of the household.
If I hadn't heard her declare her love for him, I'd be able to tell just by the actions she took; constantly doting on him, doing what he told her too, serving him like the king she saw him as.
She also began dressing up a lot whenever they went anywhere together, regardless of the occasion. So much effort went into doing her hair and make-up as well as putting together outfits that were sexy and showed off all her assets. Her wardrobe was replaced over the course of several large shopping trips. The modest, flowing sundresses she normally preferred were discarded in favor of tight miniskirts, form fitting dresses, and halter tops that showed plenty of cleavage; clothes carefully picked out to put her body on display for him, never showing enough to be outright slutty but just the right amount to let everyone know all the goods she was packing underneath.
In public, they looked almost mismatched, this gorgeous older blonde all dressed up walking with a twenty year old muscle headed douchebag wearing mesh shorts, a tank top, and slides. Mom would stand tall and strut with her chest thrust out, proudly showing off her body and that it belonged to Stanley. I could see it in her face when I was with them. She enjoyed the looks of desire other men gave her, leaning into Stanley to indicate that only he had the pleasure of enjoying her. I'd watch their looks turn from desire to envy as each one of them took in the arm casually draped around her shoulder, a sign of Stanley's ownership that said, "You can look but I get to fuck her." He reveled in their envious glares, happily plastering a sleazy grin across his face as they strolled around together.
I was often made to tag along with them on their outings. "Family time," Stanley would call it. But I think he really just wanted me to see him showing off mom as his whore.
Once, on a trip to the mall, we ran into a group of people that Stanley and I went to high school with. Neither of us were really friends with any of them but we all were well acquainted with each other.
The three of us were in the center of the mall where it branched out into four separate wings. Stanley sat on a low half wall, his feet planted firmly apart, while mom stood in between his legs with her arms encircling his neck. Victoria's Secret bags were on the floor next to them as they kissed, Stanley's large hands slid down her back and came to rest on her ass over the material of her tight skirt.
I sat on the same half wall a few feet away, trying my hardest not to appear associated with them. The mall was filled with passerbyers who would raise their brow quizzically as they took in the sight of my mother and Stanley making out.
They broke apart to take a breather, mom resting her forehead against his.
"I can't wait to put on that little lace teddy I just bought for you," she told him, biting his lower lip.
"Good, I love having you all dressed when you present yourself to me."
"It's what you deserve," she tells him before pressing her lips to his again.
I shudder from embarrassment and arousal as they resume kissing. A few minutes later is when I recognize the group of people heading in our direction and quickly whip out my phone to stare down at, watching them out of the corner of my eye and praying they don't notice me or Stanley.
No such luck. As they passed by I heard one of the guys, Drew, greet Stanley, who reluctantly pulled away from mom to look over at them.
"Sup?" He greeted him back. Mom gingerly took a seat on his lap and one of Stanley's hands automatically started caressing her inner thigh, the other sliding around her waist. She threw her right arm around his neck and begins gently stroking his bicep possessively.
"How've you been, man? Haven't seen you since Aaron's rager after graduation."
"I'm good, been keeping myself busy. You know how it is."
He offers Drew a knowing smile.
"Yeah, I see you went and caught yourself a milf," Drew answered, finally taking notice of mom, scanning her up and down.
"Sure did," mom answered confidently.
One of the other guys says, "Damn Pachis, so which of our classmates are you playing step daddy to?"
The group laughed, clearly taking the rhetorical question as the joke it was meant as. My hands went numb and I turned my head toward Stanley in fear, a desperate, pleading look in my eyes. We made eye contact, and for a couple of seconds, his face was expressionless, giving me a flutter of hope that he wouldn't say anything. But then a large smile slowly spread across his face, and he nodded in my direction.
"Kyle Finnegan," he answered with clear distinction.
Eight heads suddenly snapped in rotation to look at me. Some mouths dropped open while others eyes grew wide. There was a heartbeat of silence as they all processed what he'd said along with my presence only a few feet away, then the collective outburst ensued.
"No way!"
"Oh shit, didn't see you there, Kyle."
"Is that actually his mom?"
"And are you really dating her?"
"Let's go, stud!"
My cheeks burned hot in humiliation as I stared back at the kids I went to highschool with, some of whom still went there. Two girls at the back exchanged astonished glances as they attempted to hold back laughter, covering their mouths with their hands.
"I actually just moved in with them," Stanley continued. "You all should come by to chill sometime."
"Oh, that'd be so nice," mom interjected. "It's been so long since Kyle had any friends over."
I finally looked away, unable to bear their mixed looks of surprise, amusement, and pity. The humiliation of it all was just too much.
They chatted only a minute or so longer, then left with a few of the guys promising to hit Stanley up on Snapchat soon. Drew mockingly called out goodbye to me, his voice tinged with hilarity. I held out my hand in a small wave, not even bothering to look their way.
Once they were gone, mom said, "What a nice group. You really should invite them over soon. Wouldn't that be nice, Kyle? Seeing some of your school friends again?"
I merely nodded, not wanting to drag this conversation out any longer than need be.
"We'll see about it," Stanley told her. "I haven't had a chance to show you off to any of my friends yet."
He grinned at her and she giggled before leaning in for more kisses.
I wanted to get out of there so badly, but Stanley declared he was hungry and led us to the food court. I sat down opposite them at a table and watched them eat their lunch; mom had a salad while Stanley tore into a double bacon cheeseburger. My appetite had long ago left me and the space on the plastic table in front of me remained empty.
The group of people we knew from school showed up on the opposite end of the food court a bit later, and I saw them looking over at us and whispering. I stared down at the table, taking occasional glances up to see if they were still there.
"You have a bit of dressing on your mouth," Stanley said to mom.
He reached out and wiped off the glob of ranch that clung to the edge of her lips with the tip of his index finger. When he didn't make a move to clean it off with a napkin, mom leaned in and took his finger in her mouth, slowly sucking it clean while making eye contact with him. Stanley smirked back at her.
"Good girl," he complimented.
Glancing up again, I saw several people in the group with their phones out, pointed in our direction. I hurriedly looked away, feeling my cheeks redden again. Stanley returned to his burger, smiling to himself, and I wondered if he had done that on purpose, to give them all a show.
Thankfully we had left after that and managed to avoid that group on our way out. I was quiet and sullen the entire ride home and neither mom nor Stanley paid me any mind. They both disappeared upstairs as soon as we got home, to "put our stuff away", but the sounds of their sensuous rutting started up not long after the bedroom door shut behind them.
Alone in my room, I listened as the noise of their sex picked up; the moaning, grunting, and thudding of the headboard clear even through their closed door and mine. My erection popped up just as they began, but I only pulled it out to jerk off when the talking began.
"Fuck, you were all over me in the mall," Stanley grunted out. "You like touching me like that in front of people I went to school with?"
"Yes, I wanted them all to know I was yours!"
"You want me to fuck you in front of them too?"
"I do, I do! They'll watch and see you taking what belongs to you!"
"God damn, you skanky hoe!"
I beat my cock faster, their talk about him fucking her in front of people we knew driving my arousal further and further until I blew my load.
A few hours later, I'm playing video games when my phone buzzes in my pocket. Mom and Stanley still hadn't come out of their room, having sex once more about forty five minutes ago.
I pause the game to retrieve it and see that it's a text message from Patrick, my old chemistry lab partner. The text read, "Is that your mom?", and attached was a video.
My heart sinks, and when I click on it, I see that it's a screen recording of a Snapchat which shows mom sucking on Stanley's finger during lunch this afternoon at the mall. The Snapchat is captioned, "Stanley Pachis out here having his finger sucked on by Kyle Finnegan's mom!"
It's zoomed in, having been recorded from afar, but it's clear enough to tell that it's Stanley in the Snapchat. Both him and mom take up the entire frame, obscuring me from view.
I delete the text and block Patrick's number, then decide to turn my phone off altogether, but not before I text Sarah to ask if we can hang out. Once I get the ok from her, I shut off my switch and head out front to wait for her, not really wanting to be here any longer. Feminine giggles echo from behind mom and Stanley's door as I hurry down the stairs.
As abhorrent as it was to be around them now that they were officially together, the silver lining that I initially clung to was that I'd be away at college soon enough, and then I could finally find the peace I so desperately wanted. But, just like everything else in my life save my relationship with Sarah, that proved to also fall apart.
With the breakup and Stanley moving in, it had completely slipped my mind, and it wasn't until I was speaking to one of the admissions advisors that it finally surfaced.
"So you're move-in date is next week," she was saying, "and after that, there will be freshman orientation."
"Sounds great, I'm really looking forward to it."
"Now, the payment for room and board is due on the same day as your tuition. What kind of payment method are you using?"
I open my mouth automatically, ready to say that my soon-to-be stepfather was paying by check, when it finally hit me. My eyes grow wide, and I feel the breath leave my lungs as a sudden wave of panic slams into my chest.
No. How could I have overlooked this? Had I gotten so used to the idea that college was set to be paid for that it didn't even register when Tim and mom broke up that he'd no longer pay for it?
It was only when I heard the woman on the other end say, "Hello? Hello? Are you still there?", that I realized I hadn't responded, my mind going blank with blind panic.
"I... uh, I need to double check on that," I whisper hoarsely. My vision starts to swim.
"Ok, well the payment date is coming up quite soon, so keep that in mind and get back to us as soon as you can."
"I will," I tell her before hanging up. I feel the phone slip out of my hand and fall with a soft whomp onto the bed.
I run my hands through my hair out of stress, my mind racing a mile a minute as I try to simultaneously comprehend the entire situation and come up with potential solutions.
This can't be happening. I have to do something. I can't let everything slip away like this, I just can't.
Pulling out my laptop, I quickly switch it on to do some research; on loans, financial aid, bank robberies, anything. When mom calls me down for dinner several hours later, I'm exhausted and my eyes are bleary from staring at a screen up close for so long.
I must be wearing my emotions on my face when I sit down at the table because mom asks what's wrong.
"I was talking to the school today. They reminded me that payment for everything is due soon and I'd completely forgotten about it."
"How do you forget about paying for school?" Stanley asks.
"Well... Tim was going to pay for it," I say gently.
"Ah," is his response.
"Yeah, so I've been frantically trying to figure out how to come up with the money last minute."
"Can't imagine it's going well," he says, taking a swig of beer.
"It isn't."
Mom gives me a sympathetic look. "I'm so sorry, sweetheart. You know if we had the money that I would help you out."
"I know," I tell her. "But, there might be something else you could help me with."
I see Stanley's eyes narrow slightly across the table.
"What is it?" She asks.
"Well, it's too late to apply for financial aid, the deadline has long since passed. But I still might be able to take out a loan in time."
I pause, steeling myself before forcing out the next part.
"I just need someone to cosign the loan for me."
There's a beat of silence as what I said hangs in the air and I hold my breath in anticipation of what she'll say. She finally opens her mouth to speak but Stanley cuts in before she can say anything.
"I don't think that's such a good idea," he says firmly.
I stare at him despondently.
"How come?"
"Why should your mother be saddled with your debt? Is that fair to her?"
"But I'll pay it back, every cent. I swear!"
"How? It took you ages to finally get the job you have now. What makes you think you'll be able to find a decent paying job after graduating to help pay off a loan like that?"
I'm hot with humiliation, and I try my hardest to hold back tears.
"Please," I beg him, my voice cracking. "I need this."
"Well we won't always get what we want. It's about time you learned that. You've been handed everything your whole life, never had to work for any of it. If you really want this that much, then you'll have to work hard for it, just like everyone else. So the answer is no."
He took another swig of beer while I turned desperately toward mom, hoping she can rectify this in some way. I'm met with the same sympathetic look but I can see the resolve in her eyes too. She's sticking by Stanley and his decision.
I stare down at my plate in despair, tears pricking in the corner of my eyes.
"Oh, don't cry," Stanley says dismissively, thunking his beer down. "It's not like you won't ever get to go. You'll just have to earn it, and it will actually mean something when you do. You should be thanking me really."
I look up at him sniffling and he stares intently back. Pushing the chair away, I get up and stalk out of the room. The sound of a chair scraping across the floor behind me is cut off when Stanley speaks.
"Don't follow him. He needs to start taking care of himself."
The chair softly scrapes back into place, which only makes everything worse. I shove my feet into my shoes and slam the front door behind me as I clomp down the steps.
Sarah pulls up to the curb about fifteen minutes later and I climb in before burying my head in her shoulder to ball my eyes out.
I can feel her soft hands caressing the back of head as she comforts me while I cry. We go back to her place and talk for hours. She listens while I tell her about what happened and calms me down when I keep getting upset.
She knows all the right things to say to make me feel better, telling me how I can always start during the spring semester and how she'll help me apply for financial aid.
By the time we go to sleep, I'm still upset but I feel much better than I did whenever she first picked me up. We cuddle together on her bed and the last thing I remember thinking about before passing out is just how lucky I am to have someone like Sarah in my life. I really don't know how I'd get by without her.
------
Stanley celebrated his 21st birthday a few weeks after moving in with us. He threw a small party early in the afternoon and invited over some of his friends as well as his dad and brother, Wade.
Sarah's car is parked on the curb outside of our house and I sit in the passenger's seat staring out the window at Stanley and his friends crowded around his truck at the far end of the driveway. Both doors were open and rap music was blasting out of the speakers. I can feel the thud of the bass in my chest even from this far away.
"You sure you don't want me to be there with you?"
I turn and look at Sarah, an imploring look etched into her face, and offer her a small smile.
"Yes, I'm sure. Meeting Stanley is one thing but while he's with his dipshit friends is a different story. I couldn't subject you to that."
"I know, I just hope to meet your mom one day soon. Even if her boyfriend is a terrible person, she's still your mom."
"Yeah," I nod my head. "Maybe one day when he's at work, you can come over for lunch or something."
"I can deal with him, Kyle. I've been dealing with assholes like that my whole life, you don't need to shield me or whatever."
"It's just embarrassing more than anything else. This whole summer has been crazy and it's still super weird to have my mom dating some douchebag I went to school with. Especially with how quickly their relationship has moved."
"Well, whenever you're ready, I'll be there for you. You know you can always count on me."
She took my hand in hers and gave it a squeeze. I smile at her again, then lean in for a kiss.
"Text me and let me know how it goes, ok?"
"I will."
I open the car door and step out onto the sidewalk. Sarah pulls away as I wave to her, then I slowly turn toward the driveway, inhaling deeply as I steel myself. Today is going to be so obnoxious. Mom and Stanley had gone out to dinner last night to celebrate his birthday, so I spent the night at Sarah's. However, both of them made sure to let me know that attendance today was mandatory.
"It's our first celebration as a family," mom had said. "We should all be together, sweetheart."
That she had referred to all three of us as a family had made me shudder, and it still did. I don't care how much she loves him, I would never consider Stanley Pachis as anything remotely close to a member of our family.



I slowly walk up the driveway, getting closer to Stanley and his friends. They are all drinking beer while laughing and joking around. I'm hoping to slip by them without being noticed but one of his friends sees me approaching and thumps Stanley on the shoulder before nodding in my direction. He reaches into his truck to turn down the music and my ears pop at the sudden reduction of noise.
"Yo, faggot," he calls out, a grin on his face. "Come check out the birthday present your mom got me."
They all snicker as I frown and walk up to them. Off to the side was a large, white cardboard box, the side of which displays the image of a deluxe sound system.
"Check this shit out," he gestures toward the inside door of his truck. The metallic glint of new speakers shine in the late summer light.
Stanley reaches back into the truck, turning up the music again. The vehicle's frame practically rattles from how deep the bass is and I fight the urge to cover my ears. He turns it down after about thirty seconds.
"That's a crazy fucking system," his friend Brock compliments.
"Hell yeah it is," Stanley answers.
"I can't believe she got you that on top of the watch, too."
"Don't forget about the chain," Stanley hooks his index finger around the thick gold chain adorning his neck and holds it out to show off. They all emit various sounds of approval.
"Shit, she must've dropped a chunk of change on all that."
"You bet your ass she did. She went out and sold the engagement ring that cuck bought to pay for it all. Can't believe how much that loser spent on a ring for a whore that left him for some better dick."
I stare silently down at the ground, fuming as I thought back to when mom told me she didn't have the money to help me pay for college. Now she sells her engagement ring to buy gifts for this douchebag.
"You lucky bastard. Sounds like you got it made here."
"I really fucking do," he leans back casually against his truck before continuing. "She woke me up this morning with a blowjob before making me breakfast in bed. Then after I opened her gifts, she asked me to fuck her in front of the mirror wearing nothing but the chain and the watch she bought me."
"Shit bro," his friend Darryl smiles while shaking his head. "You're a legend for this. You really got this bitch obsessed with you."
"She really knows the right way to treat me," he says arrogantly. "I think I'll be setting up shop here for a while now that I got her to kick that little twerp to the curb.
"Seriously?"
"Absolutely. She does anything I tell her to, gives me complete control, and treats me like a fucking god. That's every man's dream right there."
"Damn, never thought I'd see the day when Stanley Pachis hitches himself to just one woman."
"Who said anything about just one woman? Shit, I had Lacy Graham licking my balls just the other day. Julie's my at home whore, but I got plenty of others to play with on the side."
"You're a fucking animal, bro," Brock says, laughing.
"Yo, aren't you worried about him saying anything?" Darryl gestures with his head in my direction.
"Who? The fairy? Nah, he's been beaten into submission. Knows his place now. He won't say shit," Stanley gives me a dark look before finishing off his beer and tossing it into the trash can a few feet away.
"Go get me and the boys another round," he commands me. "And tell your mom she should be getting the steaks ready to be grilled up soon."
Turning, I slowly trudge inside as his friends snicker behind me. Today is going to be a long day, and it is. Mom runs around preparing an array of food for everyone while I'm made to fetch beers for Stanley and his friends as they stand around, get drunk, and have the most banal conversations.
Eventually, Stanley's brother Wade and their dad wander over. Every time I see him, I can't help but recall the image of him throat fucking mom from the video Stanley made of them tag teaming her. His eyes greedily drink in mom's form whenever she steps outside and I can't help but shiver.
"You did good with that one," I hear him tell Stanley quietly at one point. "You played your cards right and now you've got her waiting on you hand and foot."
"Just like you taught me. You're the man, pops," Stanley clamps him on the shoulder and Stuart responds in kind.
The rest of the day ticks by slowly, but everyone eventually peels away to go home, leaving mom and me to clean up the mess left in their wake.
I'm at the sink washing dishes, scrubbing the grease off a pan, when I hear the sound of glass breaking outside. I look up and out the window. Mom has a handful of empty beer bottles she's collected from around the yard, one of which fell and shattered on the ground.
She sets them down on the table next to her before grabbing the dustpan and hand broom, bending down to begin sweeping it up. As she does, her halter top rides up revealing the bare skin of her lower back.
I squint, noticing some kind of marking there, and stand on my toes to lean forward for a better look. Her body moves as she sweeps up the glass, making it hard to see, but when she pauses long enough, I can finally make out that it's two small letters inked across the center of her lower back just above the tailbone which reads, "S.P."
I gasp and nearly drop the pan that I'm holding. My brain scrambles trying to comprehend if what I'm seeing is true. Mom abhors tattoos, there's no possible way she'd get his initials permanently embossed onto her skin.
A large presence appears behind me just as a heavy arm is thrown casually around my neck. Stanley's face hovers over my left shoulder, a stupid, drunken grin etched into his features as he stares out the window with me.
"That was her real birthday present to me," he slurs, the smell of beer washing over me.
"I wanted something permanent," he pauses and burps before continuing, "something permanent to show she belongs to me. For the rest of her life, everybody will see that I've marked her; no, branded her, as mine."
I shudder at his words. The way he speaks about it makes mom seem like a piece of cattle. It's sickening and arousing at the same time.
"I thought it was gonna be much harder than it was to convince her. But she agreed almost immediately after I brought it up. I could tell she loved the idea of having my initials engraved on her. We went to the shop after dinner last night to have it done. I couldn't believe she actually went through with it. It turned me on so much, seeing my initials appear across her skin. I took her to the alley out back afterward and fucked her from behind while she braced herself against the wall. Just plowed away while staring at my initials above her jiggling ass. Best fuck I've had in a while."
I swallow hard as he recounts everything to me. He clearly takes sadistic pleasure in demonstrating the extent of her fixation on him and how far he's willing to push her to show it.
Mom comes in and dumps the glass from the dustpan into the garbage before noticing me and Stanley.
"Look at my men, getting along so well," she smiles broadly at us. "What are you two plotting over there?"
Stanley turns his sleazy, drunken grin on her. "Just how to thank you for such an amazing birthday."
He removes his arm from around my neck and takes two big strides over to her before taking ahold of her waist. His lips quickly find hers as he pulls her body close to his. He plants a big kiss on her before pulling away.
"I can think of one way you can thank me," she tells him enticingly before pushing her lips against his again.
Their heads tilt to the side, deepening their kiss, and mom moans into his mouth. I continue silently washing dishes for the next few minutes as they make out a few feet away. They break apart and stare into each other's eyes, passion and arousal burning between them.
"Make sure that everything down here and outside gets cleaned up," Stanley tells me, not looking away. "You're mom and I have to go upstairs for a bit."
With that, he leads her out of the kitchen by the hand. I can hear her giggles echo from the hall as they climb the stairs.
They spend the rest of the evening having sex while I scrub the kitchen and make sure the backyard is returned to the same state it was in before the party. Finally, I'm finished and I tiredly climb up to my room.
At the top of the stairs, I can hear their ongoing rutting from behind the closed door; groans and grunts of pleasure accompany the fast squeak of the bed's box spring.
"Here's the thank you you wanted, slut!"
A sharp, fleshy whack makes mom cry out in pain and pleasure.
"Yes, yes, thank me again!"
Several more smacks are delivered in quick and powerful succession, and mom's subsequent squeals of delight are her answer of "You're welcome."
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It was late in the morning when I woke up. Having worked until closing the previous day, it wasn't that surprising that I had slept so long.
Stretching as I sat up, I cracked my neck and grabbed my phone off the bedside table. Sarah had texted me about an hour ago to confirm that she was coming to pick me up once her shift was over this evening. I smiled to myself and quickly replied with a confirmation.
We had different schedules this week, so I hadn't seen her in a few days and was looking forward to hanging out with her, especially since we'd been fooling around more and more recently. It hadn't progressed to sex yet but we were slowly inching our way there. I was pretty eager for it and to finally shed my status as a virgin, even though I was a bit apprehensive about actually performing. I sometimes found it difficult to maintain my erection with Sarah when we were messing around and had to concentrate to keep it up.
I had read about death grip before but never really understood how it could be a problem until I experienced it firsthand. I had vowed to cut back on masturbating frequently but that was much easier said than done, especially with how often, and how loudly, mom and Stanley had sex.
Still, I had been managing to hold myself back while they fucked raucously during all hours of the day, and I was proud of myself for doing so.
I climbed out of bed when my stomach began rumbling loudly and headed downstairs in search of food. Grocery bags were scattered across the countertops in the kitchen and I observed mom reaching up on her toes to shove a bag of flour onto the top shelf in one of the open cabinets.
As she did so, her halter top rode up, revealing her tattoo of Stanley's initials on her lower back just above the waistband of her denim cutoff shorts. Even though it had been two weeks since Stanley's birthday when she had gotten it, seeing the small "S.P." branded onto her in dark, black ink never failed to make me feel just a tad despondent, or to make my cock leap.
Just then, Stanley comes bounding through the backdoor into the kitchen, both of his hands full of grocery bags and a self satisfied smirk on his face. He caught me frowning as I stared at mom's tattoo and didn't waste the opportunity to feel smug about convincing her to have it done, something he reminded me of by grinning like an asshole as we made eye contact. I looked away, embarrassed at being caught as well as him taking pleasure in the whole thing.
"These are the last of the groceries," Stanley says, dropping the bags onto the counter.
"Thank you, baby."
Stanley reaches over and gives her a smack on the ass. Mom's yelp quickly turns into a teasing laugh as she puts her arms around his neck and kisses him deeply in return.
I move into the kitchen, ignoring them as they kiss and giggle. Mom finally notices my presence when I open the fridge to grab the milk.
"Oh, good morning, sweetheart," she smiles as she turns her head toward me.
"Morning," I mumble back, maneuvering around them to grab a bowl and spoon.
"There's an unopened box of cereal in one of the bags," she stifles a giggle while trying to ignore Stanley's imploring lips as they move along her neck.
"Tell him now," he says in her ear.
My eyes shift from her face to his then back again.
"Tell me what," I ask warily.
"Sweetheart, why don't we sit down."
She unlocks her arms from around Stanley and pulls a chair out. I sit down, watching as she grabs something from inside her purse and moves to take the seat opposite me. Elation seems to exude from her as Stanley plops down in the chair to her right.
I shift nervously in my seat, unsure of what to expect. The last time this happened, they told me that they were officially together.
I glance back and forth between them as they sit across from me. Mom is practically glowing, a beaming smile on her face while Stanley leans back casually with his arms behind his head, his legs spread wide open. He wears a small smirk as he watches me, as if he's in on a joke that I'm not aware of.
"Sooo..." I trail off pensively. "What's this all about?"
Mom glances sideways at Stanley, still smiling. She looks as if she's about to burst.
"Well sweetheart, we found something out a little while ago, something incredibly exciting. But we didn't want to share it with you until we got confirmation and knew for sure. And, well, we did, early this morning while you were asleep."
It's then that I finally get a glimpse of the item she's been clutching tightly in both hands as her fingers unfurl, revealing something small and square. It almost looks like the back of a Polaroid picture.
My heart skips a beat as I process what she's holding along with her words. I can feel the blood slowly draining from my face and patches of black swim in my vision. No, please God, don't let it be what I think it is. In front of me, Stanley's smirk grows wider as he observes my reaction.
"Kyle, Stanley and I are going to have a baby. You're going to be a big brother!" She says this last part with a burst of enthusiasm and places what she's holding face up on the table.
My fears are confirmed as I stare down at a sonogram, the grainy black and white image of a small fetus burning itself into my brain. Printed at the bottom are the words, "Baby Pachis - 9 weeks," along with today's date.
She's nine weeks along. Her and Stanley have only been official together for five, meaning he got her pregnant a whole month before she broke up with Tim.
The memory of finding their conversation on Snapchat where he tells her to go off her birth control flashes quickly through my mind and I feel like I'm going to throw up. She had rejected the idea at the time but clearly must've come around to it at a later point.
My mouth opens as I attempt to speak. Mom stares hopefully back at me, waiting for my response, while Stanley continues to just smirk.
"Th- that's great, mom," I finally manage to force out along with a small smile. "That's really... great."
"Oh, I'm so happy you think so," she gleefully claps her hands before getting up to wrap me in a tight hug. "We finally have the family we always wanted!"
My arms mechanically move to hug her back as the happy image of mom, Tim, and I as a family is obliterated and replaced with this reality.
Mom kisses me on the cheek several times before pulling away.
"I'm going to call your grandmother. She'll be excited to hear the news as well."
She bounds off into the living room while I stare dully at nothing in particular, a hollow, empty feeling inside my chest. Stanley chortles softly as he slowly pushes his chair back from the table and stands. I look up at him when he moves to stand in front of me and see his smirk has transformed into a sadistic grin.
Leaning down, his face is only a few inches from mine when he says, "You can call me 'daddy' from now on."
His laughter is loud and obnoxious as I shudder from displeasure. He stalks out of the room, still laughing heartily while I sit and attempt to comprehend the last few minutes.
A baby. A fucking baby. That asshole, that piece of shit, stuck his prick inside my mother, my wonderful mother, and got her pregnant. This was much more permanent than any tattoo could ever be.
Slowly, I rise from the chair and walk, trance-like, to my room, no longer hungry. I pass mom talking excitedly on the phone while Stanley sits grinning next to her.
Once inside, I shut the door softly and lean against it. I still can't wrap my mind around mom's pregnancy. In just under seven months, a baby is going to come out of hrt looking just like Stanley. She willingly let him inside her unprotected, over and over, until they made a baby, one that would be my younger sibling and who would share DNA with both Stanley and I.
The idea of it filled me with existential dread and unbelieving despair, but also an intense and extreme arousal, and as I lean with my back against the door, an erection rages inside my pants, aching to burst free and be stimulated.
I quickly undo my button and zipper, pulling out my hardened cock. My hand starts moving rapidly along my shaft, a strong, almost numbing sensation deep in my groin, as I think of all the times mom and Stanley had fucked over two months ago, how he'd rammed his bare cock deep inside her newly unprotected cunt, fired copious amounts of his seed into her fertile womb, mixing their DNA to create a child together.
My hips push forward as I begin shooting all over the hardwood floor of my bedroom. Cum drenches the area in front of me as I grunt from the exertion of a powerful orgasm. When the last drop finally dribbles out, I practically collapse from exhaustion, panting heavily as I stare down at the mess I made.
I eventually mop it all up with the towel hanging on the back of my door before tossing it into the closet and laying face down on my bed. So much had changed in the last several weeks but this was the biggest of them all. A baby essentially ensured Stanley's presence in our lives forever, something I'm sure he was acutely aware of when he'd done the deed.
My mind swam with all the new possibilities of what was to come, and despite the appalling nature of the entire situation, as well as having just finished jerking off, I soon found myself masturbating again, the thought of my bully impregnating my cheating mother just too arousing to resist.
------
Summer ended and fall commenced as things settled down in our house. We all fell into our routines and roles by a certain point, which helped a bit in dealing with everything but not by much. Mom's pregnancy progressed beyond her first trimester, and despite how much it hurt seeing her belly swell with Stanley's child, her impregnation by him became my go to fantasy when jerking off. I still watched the videos I had of them fucking but nothing turned me on more than picturing them mating for the first time.
This became a problem of sorts once Sarah and I started having sex. The first time we did it, I had trouble keeping my erection. I initially chalked it up to the nervousness of having sex, not just for the first time with her, but for the first time in general. When it happened the second time, I realized I needed to once again cut down on jerking off so much.
It proved to be more difficult than it was the first time, however. Especially since mom and Stanley continued to have very loud and passionate sex multiple times a day, her pregnancy seemingly having no effect on her libido. In fact, him impregnating her found its way into their conversations during sex, making it even harder to avoid jerking off.
Eventually, I realized that if I thought of the two of them fucking while I was having sex with Sarah, it made it much easier to keep my erection. I could even manage to cum if I was particularly horny.
Other than the awkwardness of first time sex, my relationship with Sarah was going great. She's what got me through the difficulty of living at home and dealing with Stanley as well as mom's pregnancy.
She even came over for dinner once in October, even though I tried my hardest to prevent it. Mom had noticed how much time I was spending out of the house and put two and two together once she saw me getting into Sarah's car. So she insisted on meeting her one night. I put it off as much as I could until Stanley finally forced me to set it up.
I was a nervous wreck for days leading up to it. Every possible scenario of what could happen with Stanley there ran through my mind and none of them ended well.
But it surprisingly went ok. Mom was very welcoming and Stanley was quiet most of the evening, silently watching our interactions throughout dinner. This made me nervous at first but I was able to tentatively relax after a while.
Even though dinner turned out better than expected, I was still relieved when Sarah told me she was going to be spending Thanksgiving with her family, who lived several hours away. I knew I couldn't count on Stanley having some type of subdued behavior regularly, so the more I could minimize them interacting, the better.
So, Thanksgiving dinner ended up just being me, mom, and Stanley. His dad left for Las Vegas with some of his friends while his brothers were with his mom, who he talked to in the morning.
Mom already had a decent sized bump by then which she displayed proudly and took joy in caressing. She was so happy being pregnant and I think a big part of it was that Stanley was the father.
She cooked a big meal and our table was practically overflowing. After we were finished, we all got up; mom and Stanley moved to relax on the couch while I cleaned up the table and packed away the leftovers, a duty that I performed automatically now.
As I moved empty dishes from the table to the sink, I could see mom and Stanley making out in the living room. She sat in his lap, her arms locked around his neck as they kissed fervently.
After twenty minutes of tongue wrestling, I heard her speak quietly to him while I silently put leftover food into Tupperware.
"You know you're what I'm most thankful for this year, right?"
"Am I?" Cockiness dripped from his voice.
"Absolutely. You made me yours and put a baby inside me. I couldn't have wanted anything more."
"Shit, I was just doing what came natural."
"I know, you were just following your instincts when you claimed me, and that's partly the reason I'm yours."
"You recognized a real man when you finally had one inside you. The rest just fell into place."
"God, I love you," she tells him with passion before clamping her mouth to his once more.
They resumed kissing with a new intensity and it wasn't long before they headed to their room. I made sure the kitchen was spotless before heading upstairs myself, the sounds of lewd and ravenous fucking coming from behind mom and Stanley's closed door. Thus, Thanksgiving ended with all three of us cumming; Stanley inside of mom, mom on Stanley's cock, and me all over my stomach as I jerked off while listening to them.
------
The music playing from downstairs went perfectly with the smell of freshly baked cookies that hit me as soon as I opened the door. Christmas is several weeks away, but mom always goes crazy as soon as the calendar rolls over to the first of December. That's why she's baking cookies so early in the morning. Hopefully they've cooled enough so that I could snag some before I head into work.
Mom was bustling around the kitchen, her swollen belly jiggling as she moved from the table to the stove and back again. Stanley was in his usual spot at the head of the table, sipping coffee while scrolling through his phone. The colder weather apparently had little effect on him as he was, typically, wearing very little, just boxer briefs and slides.
"Morning, sweetheart," mom greets me with a broad smile. The last several months have been the happiest I have ever seen her.
"Morning," I reply. "The cookies smell great mom."
"If you wait a few minutes, you can snag a couple on your way out."
"I think I can be a little late for some of your cookies."
I drop into a chair, eyeing the dozens of cookies laid out on metal sheets that cover half the table, and notice something off to the side. Reaching over, I grab the slick, rectangular edges and hold it up.
"Oh, that's a mock-up of our Christmas card this year," mom tells me. "What do you think? Cute isn't it?"
The front of the Christmas card is taken up by a large photo of mom and Stanley. They're both on the ground in front of our fully decorated Christmas tree, the soft, plush red skirt beneath them. Mom sits in between Stanley's long spread open legs and leans back against his chest. His arms encircle her and his hands overlay hers, which cradle her pregnant belly. Mom beams proudly at the camera, while Stanley offers a huge, shit eating grin, as if saying, "Yeah, I fucking did it. I knocked her up."
At the very bottom, underneath the photo, written in white cursive lettering against the blue background, is the message, "Seasons greeting and Merry Christmas, With much love, Stanley, Julie, and little S.J."
Mom just found out she was having a boy not too long ago. My mouth almost fell open when she told me they were going to name him Stanley Jr., S.J. for short.
I stare down unbelievably at the card for several seconds before looking up at her.
"What? You don't like it?"
"Wh-why didn't you include my name in the message?"
"You said you didn't want to be in the picture when we asked you, so it didn't seem to make any sense to include your name if you weren't going to be in the picture with us."
"But you could've asked. It's like I don't even exist anymore."
Out of the corner of my eye, I see a small smirk tug at the corner of Stanley's mouth.
"Oh, don't be ridiculous," she dismisses. "Who's going to forget that you're my son? Besides, you wouldn't have been in the picture anyway if you had moved out and gone to school."
"That's different, I'm still living here."
She sighed in frustration and turned toward the counter.
"Kyle, why are you getting all wound up over this? You said you didn't want to be in the picture, so you're not, and now you're upset because you're not in the picture but your name's not on the card?"
I sat not saying anything with my mouth in a firm line. When she said it like that, it did sound childish and ridiculous.
"Look, I don't want to argue about this and ruin the morning. Here are your cookies," she set a bundle of warm cookies in front of me. "I have to go pee."
She walks off toward the bathroom and I quietly place the card back onto the table and reach for the cookies, which are wrapped in paper towels.
"Don't worry, fairy," Stanley finally speaks, not looking up from his phone. "No one's going to forget about you. I made sure that a bunch of people we went to school with are on the mailing list for one of our Christmas cards. Oh, and I made sure that cuck Tim got one as well."
I stare at him in horror for several seconds before he slowly looks up at me, a sadistic grin on his face.
"Why?" I finally say.
"Just trying to share the Christmas joy," he answers sarcastically before standing up. "Isn't that what Jesus would do?"
He laughs and stalks out of the room, the stairs thumping loudly as his large feet come down on them. I look back down at the picture of the two of them, taking in the Christmas card that will be greeting possibly dozens of kids I went to school with, letting them all know, if they didn't already, that my mom was carrying Stanley Pachis' son.
The cookies felt cold in my hands as I stood to go to work and I no longer wanted to eat them. So I left the bundle on the bus when I got off at my stop. Sarah wasn't working today, so I didn't have anyone at work to cheer me up.
Luckily, I was going shopping for her Christmas present after work and that alone was enough to lift my spirits a bit. I wanted to get her something really special. She's such an amazing person and has helped me out so much since I met her. She truly made my life better and I wanted something that would reflect that.
After some thinking and a bit of research, I decided on a little gold heart necklace to show how much I adored her. The jewelry store I went to was offering me a great deal, but even then, it still costs a decent of chunking of what I'd saved up from working at Office Depot, but Sarah was worth it, and I couldn't wait to see the look on her face when she opened it on Christmas Day.
------
Late one afternoon a few days before Christmas, I was cleaning the living room, trying to get my chores done before I went over to Sarah's. I pulled up the blinds of the bay window that looked out the front of the house. Dowsing the glass in windex, I began carefully wiping it down, trying to not to leave any streaks.



I pause when I see mom standing on the sidewalk in front of our house. She's talking with our neighbor from across the street, Janet Meyer, who's out walking her dog. They're both talking animatedly and I see mom gesture to her stomach before rubbing it as they both laugh. She eventually removes her hands only for them to be replaced by Mrs. Meyer's, who appears to be talking to mom's stomach, waiting for a response from the baby. Mom looks overjoyed, grinning widely as she watches the older woman fawn over her pregnant belly.
A small bout of anxiety flutters through me. I still haven't quite come to terms with mom's pregnancy yet, a weird hodgepodge of emotions constantly battling one another whenever the thought crosses my mind.
On its own, the prospect of a little brother is actually exciting. For years I dreamed of having someone to play with and tell secrets to, someone with whom I could form that special bond that siblings so often share.
But any joy that I would normally feel about having a little brother is besieged by anguish when I remember who his father is, as well as a small but substantial fear that I would be displaced by the arrival of his offspring.
As if on cue, Stanley saddles up beside me, thumping the back of my head in greeting.
"Sup, faggot? You slacking off?"
He notices me looking out the window and turns his head, following my gaze.
"Aye, your fine ass mom is out there talking to that old biddy from across the street."
He slings a large muscular arm over my shoulder, weighing me down with sheer muscle and trapping me beside him as we both continue to stare out at mom and Mrs. Meyer.
"Ah, fairy, who would've thought all those years ago when I first dropped you on your ass in gym that we'd end up here; me, kickin it as your wannabe stepdad, and your mom knocked up with my kid. Look at that shit, look how fucking good she looks carrying my baby around inside her. She has the right genes for it, not to mention she was eager as fuck for me to get her pregnant."
A shiver runs through me as I can't help but imagine them fucking with the intention of breeding mom, her excited yells urging him to fertilize one of her eggs. I straighten up a bit, trying not to squirm as my cock begins to harden in my pants.
"After I finally convinced her to go off birth control, she was begging me to put a baby in her. The first time I fucked her unprotected was magical, easily one of the hottest things I've ever experienced; cucking another man is one thing, but to take his woman while she's ripe and fertile with nothing protecting her from being inseminated is a whole new kind of high."
Out of the corner of my eye, I could see he was hard in his mesh shorts, his bulge evident beneath the thin fabric. But unlike me, he made no attempts to hide his arousal, basking in the lust from sharing how he'd impregnated my mother.
"You should've heard how she pleaded for it the entire time, practically squealing with desperation for me to fill her unprotected cunt with my seed. It was so fucking hot. I put that shit up on PornHub, just couldn't keep it to myself."
My breath came in short gasps and my eyes grew wide as I stared at my mother chatting with Mrs. Meyer while gently caressing her tummy. I could feel Stanley giving me a sideways glance.
"What? You think I'm lying?"
I realize I've been subconsciously shaking my head back and forth, refusing to acknowledge his words.
"Oh trust me, fag, that video is very much up and running. Your mom's a natural born pornstar, all the strangers commenting say so."
Tears prickle in my eyes knowing a video of my mom being fucked and bred by my bully is out floating around on the internet. Simultaneously, my cock presses stiffly against the inside of my underwear at the same thought.
"You know you really fucked with my plans. I was gonna wait and show that shit to Tim once my kid was born and they'd gotten married. You don't know how badly I wanted to see the look on his face when he realized the kid his wife bore him wasn't his."
A couple of tears made their way slowly down my cheeks. I had no doubts about the validity of anything he just told me. Stanley was just that cruel of a human being.
"But, shit happens, doesn't it? And now here we are. Funny thing is, if you hadn't opened up your big mouth, you'd have had Tim around for a bit longer. Certainly long enough for him to pay for college I imagine."
He grinned sadistically at me and laughed, unslinging his arm from around my neck.
"Get back to work, Cinderbitch. I'm gonna go get your mom to come take care of this," he grabbed his hardon crudely through his mesh shorts as he moved towards the front hall.
"Julie, get in here," he called out to her after cracking open the door.
I wiped the tears from my cheeks while watching mom say goodbye to Mrs. Meyers and head for the house. Stanley led her upstairs once she was inside and not too long later the sounds of sex drifted down to me as I finished up cleaning the windows.
When Sarah came to pick me up a few hours later, they were still up in their room. I couldn't stop thinking about what Stanley had told me all day. Thoughts of that video circulated through my mind while I finished my chores and hung out with Sarah, leaving me distraught and quiet, but most of all, horny.
Sarah kept asking me why I was so distracted, but I just told her I was tired and that Stanley had been a pain in the ass today. No way was I going to tell her about what had actually happened, she'd be horrified.
I was hoping the two of us would have sex. I'd been pent up the entire afternoon and evening, so some release would have been great. But she had unfortunately started her period this morning, so that was out of the question.
However, I knew I needed to cum at some point and the thought of waiting until I went home the next day seemed impossible. On top of it all, and despite how horrible I felt about it, I was anxious to find and watch the video online, and I knew I wouldn't have been able to clear my mind or concentrate on anything until I did so.
So, later that night, after Sarah had fallen asleep, I broke a rule that I had made when we had started dating; to never watch anything mom and Stanley related while I was with her. But the intense arousal that had been building the last several hours overrode all the logical reasons I shouldn't do it.
Yet, I still found myself creeping out of bed while Sarah breathed softly beside me. My cock was already completely hard with anticipation as I moved around the side of the bed to grab my phone and headphones from the dresser.
I shut myself inside the bathroom, flicking on the light before shoving my pajama bottoms and underwear to the floor and taking a seat in the toilet. Hastily, I plug my headphones in and pull up the internet to begin my search.
Twenty fruitless minutes later and I'm still scrolling through PornHub. I've tried every possible search suggestion I can think of, yet I haven't found anything, much to my disappointment.
Frustrated both sexually and mentally, I decide to give up the search for now and just jerk off to one of the videos I have saved in the hidden album on my phone. I can continue to look at a different time, but right now, I desperately just want to satisfy my lustful desire of watching mom and Stanley fucking in some way, regardless of the context.
I pull up the video of them fucking on the couch, where the camera is resting against the lamp, filming as she sits in his lap riding him.
Capturing my rock hard cock in my hand, I quickly begin stroking, sighing with the relief of finally stimulating myself sexually. I know I'm not going to last very long, and I quickly build up to a moderate rhythm.
Not long into the video, the churning starts deep in my groin, signaling the beginning of an orgasm. My fisted hand excitedly pumps my shaft, and I'm so deeply engrossed in the video that when the door abruptly opens, I nearly fall off the toilet in surprise.
The phone slips in my sweaty palm and I scramble for several seconds trying to recover it while Sarah's shocked face stares at me from the doorway. In my panic, I'm unable to get a firm hold of it, and I watch in horror as the phone tumbles to the floor and slides across the tile to the center of the small room. The force of the fall causes the headphones to be yanked free from the phone's jack.
"Oh my god," she blurts. "I'm so sor--"
She stops as the sounds of raunchy sex fills the room; moaning, grunting, the wet slapping of flesh against flesh. I'm frozen in panic, unsure what to do, when clear voices come from the phone.
"Yeah, you like this big dick, slut?"
"Yes, I love it so much!"
"Are you my nasty little whore?"
"God, yes!"
I watch as Sarah's eyes grow big in recognition, and her head slowly moves down to look at the phone face up on the floor.
"Ugh, ugh, fucking cheating skank. Ride my cock, bitch!"
There's a rough slap and mom's wails of pleasure practically echo off the bathroom walls.
"Slap my ass again, Stanley. Slap it again!"
Sarah's mouth opens in disbelief before she covers it in one hand.
"Wait, Sarah, it's- it's not what you think, I swear," my voice comes out in a high pitched panic.
Her eyes shift from the phone back up to me and I can see there's tears in them just before her face transforms from a look of disbelieving horror to one of inherent revulsion.
She turns and flees from the doorway. I stand to run after her but stumble over the clothing bunched around my ankles and fall to the floor with a thud.
I climb to my feet, roughly pulling up my pants as I exit the bathroom. Sarah is pacing the living room when I walk in. Her back is to me but I can hear her crying.
"Sarah, I--"
"What the fuck was that?" She turns and yells at me, tears streaming down her face.
"It's not what it looks like, I swear!" I hold up my hands in defense.
"Not what it looks like?! You were jerking off while watching a video of your mom fucking her boyfriend!"
"No, I- I found the video, and- and... I was- I was..." I stammer incoherently trying to come up with some explanation, any explanation, that could make this all better, to no avail.
Sarah's shaking her head at me, her lips trembling. "That's so fucked up," she whispers, as her face crinkles in anguish.
Sarah," I beg. "Please--"
"Go."
"Wh-what?"
"Go, get out of my apartment," she points at the door.
"Sarah--"
"Kyle, stop! Just get your stuff and go."
I stare into her eyes, at the resolve there, and know that it's over. It feels like the air has left room. Mechanically, I move into the bedroom, only vaguely registering my actions as I collect the few things I have here. The video is still playing when I scoop my phone up off the bathroom floor. The ringing in my ears becomes louder when I close it out.
Sarah has her back to me when I shuffle into the living room and I stand there for several seconds, my mouth repeatedly opening and closing as I try to figure out something to say. Ultimately, I elect to say nothing at all, opening the door and shutting it behind me once I'm in the hall.
The walk to the bus stop and the ride home pass by in a daze, my body on autopilot as it carries me along. The house is dark and quiet when I push my way in through the front door. I stand in the unlit silence of the front hall before climbing the staircase on the way to my room, crawling into bed fully clothed once the door is shut behind me.
With the pillow pressed against my right cheek, I stare blankly at the wall a few inches from my face. Sarah got me through everything that had happened in the last several months. Now I lost her too, all because Stanley.
Deep down I knew I shared some, if not most, of the blame. But in this moment, wallowing in misery, I just wanted him to be at fault for everything. After all, this started at the beginning of summer when he moved in next door, waltzing into mine and mom's lives, wreaking reckless havoc in his wake. And all I have left is myself to count on. Nobody else.
------
Snow falls hard on Christmas morning, adding to the cheer that mom exuberates. Opening presents is the first thing that we do in the morning after mom and I finish talking to grandma on the phone. We normally spend Christmas with her down in Florida since she doesn't like the cold. She moved down there five years ago after marrying her third husband, staying even after he left.
But Stanley didn't want to travel during the busy holiday season, so instead, I'm sitting sullenly on the couch watching Stanley greedily tear into his mound of gifts while mom stands off to the side, beaming.
Video games, a watch, designer clothes, a new iPhone; he opens each present before smugly showing off what's inside and declaring, with an incredible amount of false modesty, how he doesn't deserve to have so much money spent on him, prompting mom to enthusiastically reassure him that he indeed does. I look down at the package of socks and underwear in my lap, frowning.
"What's the matter, sweetheart? Didn't you need some new socks and underwear?"
I look up at her and open my mouth to answer, Stanley cutting me off before I even have a chance to speak.
"He's still moping about being dumped by that girl," he says with an eye roll.
"Oh, sweetie," mom coos, concern etched across her face. "I know how hard that must've been on you. You really liked her, huh?"
"I did," I said, getting choked up.
"Why though?" Stanley asks, mystified. "She was a complete cow. So damn dull."
He hoists himself to his feet and moves toward the kitchen as I shoot him a nasty glare that he either doesn't see or ignores.
"Listen," mom says as she perches on the coffee table, "It'll get better in time, and when you meet someone else, someone you love, nothing else will matter, trust me."
She places her hand on mine in comfort, and I feel a bit better, although that last bit about nothing else mattering when you find love rings a bit too true on her part. Still, it's a nice gesture.
"Ugh, enough with all the damn sulking," I hear from behind me. "Let's get back to the fucking joy."
Mom's eyes shift up from mine, catching sight of something that makes her gasp and her face light up. I turn to look as she gets to her feet. Stanley stands behind the couch, his large, muscular arms carrying a light blue wooden bassinet.
"Merry Christmas, baby," he smirks.
And just like that, I'm forgotten.
"Oh my god," mom squeals, approaching him. "Stanley, I- it's..."
"You like it?"
He sets it down beside him and mom leans over, admiring it.
"I love it! It's beautiful," she reaches out, gently gliding her hands across the smooth, refined wood. "So much detail."
She traces the heart carved into the wood above where the baby's head would be. The words, "Stanley Jr.", are centered in the middle.
"Did you make this yourself?"
"It wasn't that big a deal," his voice drips with fall modestly. "Look, it rocks too."
He gives the bassinet a small push and it gently rocks side to side in response.
"Stanley, it's perfect. You're amazing." She throws her arms around his neck, planting several kisses on his lips, muttering in between each, "You're amazing, and perfect."
His hands slide around her waist and cup both ass cheeks.
"I love you so fucking much," she says in an adoring voice before kissing him.
Their head turns in opposite directions as their kiss deepens, low moans of satisfaction matching the sound of their tongues intertwining.
I stare at the bassinet as it continues to slowly sway next to them.
------
Later that evening, mom and Stanley head out to have dinner at his mom's house with all his brothers. His dad flew out a couple of days ago to spend Christmas with his family.
I told them I'm not feeling well and didn't want to go, half expecting Stanley to tell me to stop being a pussy and deal with it. Instead, he just rolled his eyes and said, "Whatever."
I think he honestly just wanted a break from my sulking. Either way, I didn't have to spend the rest of Christmas around Stanley and his obnoxious brothers. Instead I got to spend it by myself in our quiet house. Mom promises to bring me back a plate as they leave, but I'm not very hungry.
Once they're gone, I change into my pajamas and settle in for a solemn night of playing video games before going to bed early. Several hours in, I just finish a round of Smash Bros. when I feel my phone buzz in my pocket.
I set down the controller and pull my phone out, the notification indicating I have a text from Stanley. Wary but curious, I open it and realize that it's a group text, sent to dozens of numbers including mine. My eyes scan the brief message.
"Merry Christmas, here's to spreading joy the way Julie spreads her legs for me."
There's a link underneath the message and I spot the word "pornhub" at the beginning of the URL, making my heart skip a beat.
Tentatively, I click the link, bringing up the homepage of a PornHub account. I swallow hard, seeing the name, "Stanley_the_Stallion", under the profile picture of a muscular man in a ski mask flexing. My mind flashes back to the conversation I had with Stanley a few days ago.
Thumbing down the page I see an assortment of videos have been uploaded, spanning back months. All of the thumbnails are of mom in various lewd sex positions, and I think of all the numbers in the group text he sent this link to. My cock pulses as a shudder rocks my body.
Scanning the page, my eyes go wide when they stop on the most recently uploaded video, the title of which reads, "Cheating Whore Impregnated by Young Stud".
My breathing becomes heavy as I stare down at the screen. Moving quickly, I grab my headphones off the nightstand and plug them in, my hands shaking in anticipation. Tentatively, I hit play and expand the video to full screen.
The video starts in an unfamiliar but well lit bedroom. Tacky posters of cars and women in bikinis cover the walls, while the floor is littered with a variety of dirty clothes and empty beer cans. The place looks gross and I imagine that it must have some type of musty smell to it.
The camera is nearly eye level with the simple bed that faces it; a mattress with rumpled, unmade sheets atop a box spring pushed up against the wall opposite the camera. Naked and laying horizontally on her back is mom, her toned legs spread open while she sensually fingers herself. Her eyes are trained on something off screen, mouth slightly ajar, releasing deep, lust filled pants as she continuously plays with her pussy.
A man steps forward from the right hand side of the screen and comes into view. Despite being only visible from the neck down, I recognize Stanley immediately, and wonder if this was recorded in his room at the house next door. His large body, rippling with sheer muscle, is turned to the side, showing off his incredibly long and girthy uncut dick. Completely erect, it sticks straight out from a wild bush of dark, coarse pubic hair, pulsing energetically as he prepares to mount and impregnate my waiting mother. I can just make out the shine from some precum dotting the tip of his cockhead.
"Breeding position, slut," he declares in a deep, commanding voice.
Mom shuffles to reposition herself in the center of the bed, ruffling the already disheveled sheets before opening her legs and tucking them up above her body, exposing her small, pink, hairless pussy to the camera.
Stanley turns and approaches the end of the bed, greeting the lens with a full view of his hairy ass and fat, equally hairy, low hanging balls. He languidly climbs onto the bed and crawls in between mom's legs, deftly maneuvering his large body over her small, delicate one. Mom hooks the heels of her feet onto the back of his muscular thighs as he spreads them wide, giving himself plenty of space and purchase for thrusting while she simultaneously opens herself up for him to be able to enter her more easily. Her arms encircle his broad, well defined shoulders as he lowers himself down onto her, his big, strong arms planted on either side of her head.



They spend the next several seconds settling into this position, enjoying the sensual feeling of their bodies fitting together before proceeding. My cock is practically bursting out of the front of my pajama bottoms, having grown to its full length while they enjoined their bodies.
I stare intensely at their limbs, tightly entangled, and fiercely clutching each other, completely aroused as they prepare to mate in the way that God intended when he created us.
On screen, Stanley shallowly moves his hips back and forth, sliding his engorged shaft along her slick entrance. Their low moans are a mix of both satisfaction and anticipation.
Once his cock is well lubed with her juices, he moves his hips back, his fuzzy ass rising in the air as he aligns the tip of his cockhead with the opening to her cunt. Slowly, he begins driving his hips forward, pushing his pole past her inflamed lips as he enters her and breaching the inner walls of her tunnel as he packs her full of his hefty meat.
"Oh God," she moans as if in a daze.
Stanley doesn't stop until he's completely inside her and his fat, scruffy nuts are pressed tightly against the soft, velvety smooth alabaster skin of her round ass.
"Oh fuck, I'm in you unprotected," Stanley utters, his voice a mix of disbelief, triumph, and lust. "Jesus fucking Christ. You feel that, slut? You feel how hard I am? That's the cock that's going to impregnate you."
"So big," mom pants, "I can't wait for you to breed me."
His mouth quickly finds hers in near exasperation and they both moan alongside the wet sounds of their tongues interlocking. They kiss for about a minute before Stanley ends it, his face hovering just a few inches above hers, watching as he slowly withdraws his cock until just the tip is left inside her and then pushing slowly back in.
Mom groans loudly as he fills her up again, her legs and arms clutching him tightly. Stanley breathes heavily as he repeatedly pulls his cock almost completely out before pushing it back in all the way, fucking her at a slow but steady pace.
I pull my cock out of my pajama bottoms and grip it tightly to start jerking while watching Stanley and my mom create my little brother. I'm mesmerized by the sight of Stanley's furry balls straining against mom's luscious pale ass cheeks every time he bottoms out inside her. They look so heavy and full, no doubt from containing ample amounts of sperm that he'll soon be flooding her cervix with.
"You're so fucking wet," Stanley grunts. "You excited for me to knock you up?"
"Yeeeesss," mom groans exuberantly. "I want you to put a baby inside me."
"Oh don't you worry, I have several days worth of my seed stored up to inseminate you with. Gonna saturate your insides with grade-A Pachis family spunk. Won't be long before you've got my kid planted in your womb."
Mom moans in intense pleasure and her breaths come out in excited gasps.
"Yeah, you like the sound of that, don't ya? My fucking baby growing inside you."
"I do, I want my stomach to get big and round with your child, feel it kick inside of me. I want to make you a daddy!"
Stanley's pace starts to quicken, pushing his meaty hog inside her at a faster rate, the lustful fervor produced from their conversation fuels his desire to breed her. Mom's hands slide from his shoulders down to his hairy ass, gripping it tightly as it rises and falls every time he plunges himself deep into the depths of her tight, slippery channel. The light refracts off the diamond of her engagement ring, drawing my attention to it as it glints brightly on her left hand.
"You wanna make me a daddy, huh? Not that cuck next door?"
"No," mom declares assuredly and without hesitation. "He can't get me pregnant, he's not a real man."
"That's why you snuck out to make a baby with the 20-year old stud next door, isn't it?"
"Yes, you're strong and virile. You're the man I want to father my children and reproduce with. You deserve to have my body carry your child inside it!"
As if responding automatically to her own words, mom's body begins to move against Stanley's. She deftly starts rolling her hips in time with his thrusts, driving her pelvis upward while pushing back against his cock every time he re-enters her pussy. Her hands tug hard on his furry ass in an attempt to get him as deep inside her as possible.
"Fuck yeah, you're gonna do your part to further the Pachis family line by pushing out a baby that looks just like me."
"I will," mom assures him confidently. "I'm gonna give you as many babies as you want. Let you fill up my womb with little Pachis'."
"That's goddamn right, you're gonna walk around barefoot and pregnant with my babies as soon as I finally baste your eggs with my cum."
"Do it, blow your big load inside my unprotected cunt and get me pregnant. I want to have your baby!"
"Ugh, say it again," he grunts.
He's fucking her fast and hard now, overcome by the natural and intensely pleasurable urge to inseminate her with his child. His balls thwack repeatedly against her ass, joining the sounds of wet, slapping flesh produced from their colliding pelvises as his shaft rapidly penetrates her soaked pussy.
"I want to have your baby, Stanley," she declares loudly. "I want to feel my belly stretching to accommodate your offspring in my womb."
My cock is so hard in my hand, I wonder if it will fall off. It just might, considering how intensely I'm jerking it. This is the hottest sex they've ever had. Their limbs are interlocked tightly as their bodies writhe manically on an unmade bed in Stanley's disgusting room in an feral attempt at conceiving a child.
It's a true mating, raw and primal. Just two animals enthusiastically embracing their natural, biological urge to create a new life with one other. And it's the most arousing thing I've ever witnessed. Their dirty talk about impregnating mom makes it even hotter.
"Fucking whore," he says, his voice tinged with excitement. "Gonna breed you well, pump you full of babies over and over until your belly is fat and swollen with one."
"I want it. Give it to me, please," mom begs. "Make me a mommy again like you said you would!"
"I will, you're gonna be a mommy to plenty of Pachis babies. You're gonna spend the next several years giving me a whole fucking brood of kids."
"Yes, my new purpose in life is to give you as many kids as possible!"
"That's why God put you on this Earth, slut, for the privilege of bearing me a bunch of fucking babies!"
"Ohhh, I'm so lucky I get to make you a daddy! I'm going to give you so many children!"
"Ugh, fuck, get ready, bitch, here comes the first one. Here comes my seed. Ugh, gonna finally knock you up. Uggggghhhh!"
Stanley pushes himself deep inside the snug tightness surrounding his rod, making noises that can only be described as part snort and part grunt. His body begins to move erratically, signaling that he's unloading against the opening of my mother's cervix and sending his vast amounts of sperm off on their journey to conceive a child.
He pushes himself all the way to the hilt, his heavy balls, pressed firmly against the underside of her ass, twitch as his genes pour into her unprotected cunt.
"Oh God, I can feel it," mom cries. "I can feel your cum seeping into me!"
My cock starts spasming, cum shooting from the tip all over the front of my shirt. I grunt with every blast while on screen, mom gasps and begins to shudder, an orgasm rocking her body just like mine does to me. Her mouth falls open and she presses herself tightly against Stanley's body, creaming his cock while it continues dumping baby batter down her tunnel.
"Ahhhh," Stanley groans in satisfaction. "That's it, take it, take it all."
They bring their mouths together in a deep and sensuous kiss, moaning as their tongues battle within tightly sealed lips. The last of my cum sputters out like the closing of a faucet and I fall back in exhaustion.
"Oh God, we did it," mom exclaims exuberantly when they break apart. "We made a baby."
"Mmm, the first of many," Stanley replies gruffly.
He gives a series of short, shallow thrusts in an attempt to empty himself of all the semen he had saved up, ensuring that every last drop was inside her and doing its due diligence to impregnate her.
Once assured that he was completely devoid of any and all cum, he withdraws his cock from within her and shuffles backwards to stand up. He turns around and walks towards the camera, his large, muscular frame coated in a shiny layer of sweat while his half-hard cock sways heavily in front of him, practically dripping in mom's cream.
Reaching forward, he removes the camera from its apparent mount, holding it out in front of him as he walks back towards the bed.
"Let's see how it's lookin' down there," he tells mom.
She opens her legs wide for him and the camera zooms in on her cunt. Stanley's index and middle fingers reach out and probe her hole, causing mom to moan lightly as rivets of thick, creamy sperm leak out.
"Oh yeah, look at all that milk. You're gonna get knocked up for sure," he says cockily, before descending into a dark laugh just as the video ends.
As I sit staring at the screen, I can feel my shirt beginning to stick to my chest from all the cum I drenched it in. With my arousal momentarily satiated, the reality of the video finally hits me. Not only is there a video of my mother being impregnated by Stanley, it's also been broadcasted to the entire internet via PornHub, something I'm ashamed to admit had aroused me even further.
Dropping the phone onto the bed, I pulled off my T-shirt and tossed it into the hamper before pulling on a new one, wiping any excess splooge off my body in the process.
My eyes drift down to the view count below the video when I reach to pick up my phone again, a shudder running through me when I see that it's in the thousands. The comments I scroll through either praise Stanley for his conquest or decry mom using a variety of insults. Some do both.
I exit PornHub and toss my phone to the side, unable to stomach anymore. However, I can't stop thinking about the video. Months of watching my mom get bigger and bigger as Stanley's son grew inside her has left me fantasizing about when he had gotten her pregnant with my little brother, and now I could watch it over and over, satisfying all my sick thoughts and fantasies about the event itself.
So, it wasn't that much later when I was once again jerking my cock while watching Stanley seed my mother. The load I blew was almost as big as the first one.
I fall asleep before mom and Stanley get home, but the next morning when I come downstairs, I can't help but stare at mom's protruding bump as she makes breakfast, thinking of the act that caused it to swell outward with a baby.
Stanley catches me looking and gives me a knowing smile when we make eye contact. As I look into his dark eyes, I can tell he knows exactly what I'm thinking about.
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The sharp wind bites into my cheek as I stand outside the entrance to Office Depot. Despite how cold it is, I hesitate to go in, shivering in place while staring up at the large building.
This was the first time Sarah and I would be seeing each other since our break up and I didn't know what to expect.
Apprehension fluttered around inside my chest as the store loomed in front of me. Checking my phone, I see that I'm out of time and steel myself before crossing the threshold.
I walk slowly to the break room to clock in, watching discreetly for Sarah. After emerging from the back to take my spot up at the cash register, I finally spot her across the store talking to one of our co-workers.
Her eyes slide from his face to mine and I freeze. We make eye contact for a brief second before she looks away and even from the other end of the room, I can detect the faint look of disgust on her face. My cheeks flush in embarrassment and I scurry forward. I really hope the entire day won't be like this.
"Hey, Leslie," I greet the other cashier working the register alongside me.
"Oh, uh, hey," she mumbles, avoiding eye contact.
I set up the register and the store opens not long later. The first half of my shift ends up being a bit bizarre. Leslie, who is usually very friendly and always engages in conversation, is uncharacteristically quiet the whole morning. I occasionally catch her peeking at me from the corner of her eye while I'm helping a customer or otherwise distracted, a look I can't quite make out on her face.
I also notice a few of my other coworkers glancing in my direction as they whisper quietly to one another while stacking shelves nearby.
By the time my break rolls around, I'm thoroughly aware that something is going on. I rack my brain as I head into the bathroom in the back. Maybe they all heard about Sarah and I breaking up? Several of them knew we were dating, which had caused a few whispers initially, so it'd make sense that they'd gossip about us not being together anymore.
I had just convinced myself this must be the reason when I emerge from the bathroom to hear several voices talking in hushed tones. Quietly, I ease along the wall and slowly approach the source of the chatter.
"...apparently caught him jerking off while watching some fucked up video."
My heart goes still. There's no way. Sarah wouldn't.
"What, like a weird kind of porn movie?"
"Worse. It was a video of his mom banging some guy he went to high school with."
"No fucking way! You're messing with me, I don't believe you."
"I swear to God, I'm not lying. Zoe said Sarah called her the night it happened. Told her everything while balling her eyes out."
"Whoa, that's fucking insane. I always thought he was a weird kid but this is next level fucked up!"
"Wait, it gets even crazier. Apparently this guy used to bully him real badly in high school. Then he moved into the house next door to theirs earlier this year and started sleeping with his mom while she was engaged to some other guy."
"Dude, stop, this is wild. It's like a Greek tragedy or some shit."
"I know right? I almost didn't believe it at first but who would make something like that up? It's just so specific and bizarre."
"You're not kidding. I almost wish you hadn't told me."
"Yeah right. You live for this kind of shit talking."
"Well, you're not wrong."
Their laughter fades as they leave to go back out front. I slide to the ground and put my head in my hands. I can't believe it. They all know.
I sit there feeling ashamed and embarrassed until my alarm goes off, signaling my break is over. Climbing unsteadily to my feet, I lean back against the wall and sigh deeply.
It's ok, I tell myself. You can do this. Just make it until the end of the day. Taking a large breath, I steady myself and head back out into the main area of the store.
The second half of my shift passes by much slower than the first half had now that I know everyone is talking about me. It is much harder than I thought it would be to deal with. Shame passes through me anytime I catch one of my coworkers whispering or casting a glance my way.
I'm so glad when my shift is finally over at the end of the day, but the prospect of facing it all again tomorrow seems so daunting. At the back of the store, I'm grabbing my stuff when a couple of people come in. I hear several of them giggle as they whisper amongst themselves, which makes me want to cry.
I call my manager on the way out and quit. He doesn't seem surprised nor asks for a reason why, giving me a good indication that he knows as well.
I glance back only briefly at the facade of the building as I make my way through the parking lot to the bus stop. Waiting in the cold as night settles around me, I see Sarah emerge, heading for her car.
As she stops to place some items in the trunk, she notices me watching her from the sidewalk. We make eye contact again, and we stand for a brief moment, staring at each other before she looks away and gets in her car.
I'm listless the entire bus ride home, staring out the window at the city as it passes by. Dinner is on the table by the time I push my way through the back door.
"Oh, just in time, sweetheart," mom greets me.
Her and Stanley were their usual selves throughout dinner and mom only addresses my sullen mood once she was done eating.
"I had to quit my job today," I tell her after she asks what was wrong.
Stanley rolls his eyes at the opposite end of the table before sighing loudly.
"What happened?" Mom asks.
"It just wasn't working out."
"How wasn't it 'working out'?" Stanley emphasizes heavily.
"My coworkers... were hard to get on with."
Stanley throws his hands up in frustration as mom leans toward me.
"Sweetheart, is this because of Sarah?"
"No, mom, it isn't," I say with conviction, but I could tell she doesn't believe me.
"That's two jobs in six months, Kyle," Stanley reminds me in a stern voice.
"I know," I say through gritted teeth. "I'll find another one."
"Well, clearly you aren't very good at finding jobs that you can hold onto, so now you'll be given one you can't fuck up."
"What does that mean?" Panic rises in my chest.
"Starting tomorrow, you'll be working with me down at the shop."
"No, I can't--"
"This is not up for discussion," he tells me sternly. "I don't think you've taken any of this as seriously as you should, so my dad and I will put you to work doing something that you will take seriously."
With that he rises from the table and mom follows suit. I know at this point not to even bother trying to get her to intervene. She'd just take Stanley's side.
"Be up and ready to go by six," he says before leading mom into the living room.
I wash the dishes in silence, taking all my anger and frustration out on the plates I'm scrubbing. I'm upset at myself more than anything else, having been so careless to admit I had quit my job to Stanley without considering how he'd react. If I hadn't been so out of it and thought through things a bit, I could have just lied, made them think I still had a job while looking for another. Instead, I'm going to be Stanley's work bitch for the foreseeable future. I could almost kick myself.
Upstairs, I chuck my clothes into the hamper and throw myself face down onto the bed in frustration. I really don't want to do this tomorrow, but I don't seem to have any choice.
The pressure of the mattress against my cock causes it to stir a little, reminding me that I haven't jerked off today. Slowly, I begin to hump my hardening shaft against the bed, until my cock is fully stiff and straining against my underwear.
Turning over, I grab my headphones and plug them into my phone before unlocking it. The webpage with the video of Stanley impregnating mom is quickly reloaded as I bring up the internet.
But just before I tap play, my thumb stops, hovering over the screen. Staring down at Stanley's username, I debate internally about whether to expose myself to the contents of his profile before clicking on it, my curiosity getting the better of me. Since discovering his PornHub account, I haven't gone beyond just the video I've jerked off to repeatedly the past few days.
I can immediately see that he has eight other videos uploaded in addition to the one of him impregnating mom, the latest of which is dated a few weeks after his birthday and titled, "Father and son tag team bimbo slut".
My heart thuds heavily thinking that the video I saw of Stanley and his dad fucking mom has been posted as well, that is until I click on it and find that it's a completely different one.
This video begins with Stanley sitting in bed, his back against the headboard and his long legs spread open wide, camera in hand, filming mom as her mouth bobs up and down on his long thick cock, which sticks straight up out of his bushy pubes.
Mom moans softly as her mouth envelops his dick slowly, her lips wrapped around his shaft in a tight grip as they move vigorously up and down. Her fingers dig into the skin of his muscular thighs as she clutches them tightly.
Stanley chuckles, capturing the look of enchantment on her face as she pleasures his meat with her mouth. Mom uses her left hand to reach down and cup his heavy balls, massaging them gently while sucking him noisily.
"Oh yeah, just like that," he mumbles as her lips tug ardently on his pole while sliding up and down his significant length.
Mom raises her head and looks up into the camera, only the soft head of Stanley's dick in her mouth. She stares intently into the lens and begins to suck gently on the end of his penis, her plush lips kneading the spongy tip. Occasionally, her tongue darts out to take a lick of the underside, lapping up any of the excess precum that spills steadily from within.
"Mmmm," he sighs contently when her mouth sinks back down his shaft again, stopping only when her nose is nearly touching his wild, untamed pubic hair.
Stanley leans forward and slowly runs his left hand down her back. He reaches her perky ass which is turned slightly upward as she leans over to choke on his dick. Eagerly grabbing at it, his large, calloused hand closes around her bubbly cheek, squeezing it tightly before letting go to deliver a loud smack.
Mom lets out a noise that's part yelp, part groan. Stanley gives her another whack, this one harder, before chuckling and leaning back against the headboard once more.
Just then, a man speaks off camera, "Whoa, you got started without me?"
"Couldn't wait forever," Stanley says dismissively, brushing some hair away from mom's face.
"Still."
There's the sound of a belt buckle being undone followed by the rustle of fabric, and then Stuart comes walking into view from the left side, completely naked.
Mom doesn't seem surprised at the sudden intrusion, not breaking stride as she continues pumping Stanley's dick with her mouth in a steady rhythm.
Stuart moves to stand at the foot of the bed, right behind mom's upturned ass, his fat, half hard cock wagging in front of him. His eyes greedily drink in the sight of her ass presented before him, and he smiles disgustingly as he reaches to grope her ass.
"Aw, yeah. That's what I'm talking about," Stuart mutters.
"Nice view, huh?"
"You're not kidding."
Stuart moves his right hand between her legs and mom groans around Stanley's cock a few seconds later.
"Shit, that's one wet pussy. You know how to get her worked up, son."
"She loves working my dick, don't you, slut?"
Stanley takes a fist full of mom's blonde hair and jerks her head back so she's looking directly at him.
"Mmmhmmm," she mumbles, her mouth obstructed by dick.
"Of course you do, you can't get enough of the taste of me," he roughly moves her mouth up and down his shaft at a slower pace, ensuring that his entire tool disappears down her throat.
"You ready to get a taste of that pussy, pop?"
"Oh, I've been ready to take a crack at this sweet cunt for a long time now."
Stuart climbs onto the end of the and settles on his knees right behind mom. His left hand grabs onto her waist while his right takes a hold of his cock. He adjusts himself as he lines up with her entrance.
"Ahhhhh," he sighs loudly, slowly sinking forward.
Mom groans deeply as she's breached from behind by Stuart, who plunges his cock deeper and deeper until his hips are pressed up against her ass cheeks.
"God damn, that's a tight fit," he huffs.
His protruding beer gut, decorated with a line of dark hair down the middle, rests along the curve of her ass. He wiggles his hips from side to side, getting a feel for the warm, snugness encasing his dick.
Mom groans once more, still slowly sucking Stanley's giant prick as he guides her head up and down by the hair, her lips working his shaft firmly.
"Here, put this on the shelf next to you. I want a better angle of us using her."
Stanley hands the camera off to Stuart who reaches out to his left and places the camera on top of the shelf next to the bed.
The new angle of the video shows the bed horizontally, giving me a view of the three bodies interconnected there. Stanley sits back against a stack of pillows, his long, muscular legs spread wide open, while mom kneels between them, eagerly feasting on his huge, pulsating dick, her ass sloping upwards for Stuart, who had his groin mashed tightly against the curves of her cheeks, knees planted apart.
His well muscled arms strain as he squeezes her round bubbly ass tightly, greedily drinking in the sight of it pressed against his hairy crotch.
"Fuck yeah," Stuart mutters. "I'm gonna pound this wet hole until it aches."
With that, he slowly withdraws his wide, fat dick almost completely before shoving it all the way back in, making mom moan with pleasure.
Stuart builds to a steady rhythm, breathing deeply as he fucks her over and over. His belly protrudes over her lower back, jiggling with every strong thrust into her slick pussy. The wet noises of his dick penetrating her repeatedly soon join her moans of ecstasy which are muffled by Stanley's cock in her mouth.
Mom continues sucking Stanley's dick, letting out intermittent moans while Stuart takes her roughly from behind. Her eyes are squeezed shut in pleasure, but she doesn't break her concentration, focusing all her efforts to maintain the ability to vigorously suck Stanley's huge shaft while also enjoying the feeling of Stuart's cock filling her up completely.
I watch, dick straining in my underwear, as both father and son take my mother for their carnal pleasure, using her body from both ends. Reaching down, I free my cock and grip it in my right hand to begin jerking as I continue to watch the threesome unfold onscreen.
Stuart smiles down, watching his cock repeatedly disappear inside my mother, marveling at the feeling surrounding his rod.
"God," he mutters before leaning his head back and shutting his eyes.
His heavy hips roll forward and backward in gruff, steady movements, smacking against her bubbly ass cheeks and making them bounce. He presses down heavily on her waist, his thick fingers digging into her skin, forcing her lower body further down onto the mattresses while simultaneously pushing her ass up higher.
Stuart takes mom in rough manner, fucking her cunt with deep and sharp thrusts. His eyes track her body as it moves beneath him and in response to his penetration, marveling at the round, bubbly ass that's perched upward for him to fuck.
Stanley watches his father from the other end of the bed, a sly smile on his face while he lays back lazily and enjoys getting his cock serviced.
"How does that pussy feel?"
"Aw, fucking great," Stuart replies earnestly. He looks up at Stanley, "Can I bust inside her?"
"Why not? She can't get knocked up twice."
A shit eating grin spreads across Stuart's face, "Excellent."
"You ready to take her to pound town?"
"You fucking bet."
With that, Stuart withdraws his cock from inside her.
"Get that ass up higher, bitch."
Stanley pulls mom off his cock, leaving it soaked and shiny from her saliva.
"Move it," Stuart shouts impatiently and smacks her ass hard.
Mom yelps, then backs up toward him and adjusts her body so that her back arches, pushing her ass and pussy higher in the air.
Stuart grabs a fistful of hair and roughly yanks her head back toward him. He leans in and says angrily, "When I tell you to do something, you do it immediately. You understand me you stupid fucking bitch?"
When she doesn't immediately agree, he slaps her ass again, this time even harder. She cries out and tells him she understands.
"Fucking cunt," he spits out, then beats her ass harshly several more times. A large, red hand print is already visible on her pale cheek.
Stuart lets go of her hair and lays his belly on her arched back, then reaches forward to take both her breasts into his hands. His hands greedily begin to group her large tits, roughly squeezing and manipulating them.
"Oh, fuck yes," he mutters into her neck as mom softly moans.
Stanley slowly jerks himself while watching them.
"I'm gonna use your slutty hole real good," Stuart says. "Give you a ride you won't forget. You're just a hole for us to use, remember that."
Mom shivers as he licks the side of her neck. He momentarily lets go of one of her breasts to quickly turn her head towards him, returning to grip it once again as he shoves his thick tongue into her mouth.
Stuart's lips envelop hers in a series of sloppy, wet tongue kisses. Mom moans as his tongue lewdly pushes as far into her mouth as it can go while he continues to squeeze and pull on her heavy tits. He begins humping his hard cock along the crack of her ass, causing shiny precum to ooze out onto her lower back.
Unable to take anymore, he breaks their kiss and pushes her chest down so that just her ass, glistening from his precum, is in the air. After climbing to his feet, he moves his legs far apart, then gets into a squatting position behind mom.
He reaches down and aligns his pulsating dick with her slit, pushing it between her swollen, pink folds.
"Ohhh God," mom moans, burying her face in the mattress.
"Fuck, get ready, bitch. I'm about to take you hard and fast," Stuart utters to her through gritted teeth.
Once he's buried in her up to the hilt, he grabs her waist with both hands and begins to fuck her, quickly building up to a fast and hard pace, his hips slamming harshly into her from behind as his cock invades and pummels her cunt.
"UGH, AHHHHH, FUUUUCK!" Mom screams into the bed. She balls the edges of the sheets tightly in both her hands.
Stuart grunts with every sharp lunge of his hips, driving his cock deep into her pussy swiftly and without mercy, clearly enjoying treating her in such a rough manner. His thick, hairy fingers press into her waist tightly, leaving marks to join the handprint on her ass.
Stanley watches with dark fascination as mom is violated repeatedly by his father's cock, his eyes trained intensely on the sight of her body thrashing in front of him from the pounding she was receiving.
Excitedly, he climbs to his knees and spreads them out wide until his still rock hard cock juts forward just above the back of mom's head. He runs his right hand through her long, blond hair, winding his fingers in between her golden locks to grab a fistful before pulling her head roughly back so his stiff, throbbing meat is aimed pointedly at her mouth, the tip of which brushes against her lips, making them sticky with his leaking precum.
Mom quickly licks her lips before using her tongue to lap at the soft underside of his spongy cockhead, forcing out more precum for her to taste.
Her mouth closes around his bulbous tip and she moans deeply, clearly enjoying the taste of him as well as the pounding she's receiving from Stuart's fat cock. Her head gently rocks forward with every quick, sharp thrust of Stuart's hips, which forces his dick deep inside her.



"That's it, slut," Stanley mutters while looking down at her. "Don't forget your main priority, serving my cock first and foremost."
With his strong grip, he slowly forces more of his cock into her mouth, holding her head steady while her body is used and abused by his father. Mom's plump lips slide sensually along the length of his meaty pole as his shaft disappears inside.
A sleazy grin spreads across Stuart's face as he watches his son feed his donkey dick to the woman he's plowing into, and he excitedly begins to pump his cock into mom faster, creating a hars, wet slapping sound.
Even though her squeals of delight are muffled by a mouthful of Stanley's dick, they can still be heard alongside the squelching of her pussy every time Stuart's cock pushes past her folds.
Holding her in place, the Pachis men roughly take my mother with an animal fervor, getting off on using a hole on each end of her voluptuous body. Their breathing is deep and comes out in huffs, exerting strength to repeatedly violate mom with their grotesquely large organs.
At a certain point, they make eye contact and smile maliciously at one another, reveling in their newly formed family tradition of fucking a beautiful woman together, one willing to do anything for them as long as they fill her with plentiful amounts of their meat.
"You gonna blow soon?" Stanley asks Stuart.
"Yeah, but I want her on her back when I do."
"Bet."
Stanley withdraws his cock from mom's mouth as Stuart does the same with her pussy. Together, they flip her onto her back before Stuart steps off the bed and onto the floor. Grabbing her waist, he pulls her toward him until her ass is hanging off the foot of the bed. Mom lets out a brief squeal as she's yanked down, surprise flashing in her eyes.
Stuart licks his lips as he greedily stares down at mom's body splayed out before him, taking in her voluminous figure and large breasts coated in a light layer of sweat.
"Mmmmm," he moans huskily as he begins roughly kneading her tits.
"Ugggh," mom groans, pushing her chest out and up into his touch.
His big hands manipulate her round globes, squeezing them tightly while tweaking her hardened, pink nipples with his fingers. Suddenly, as if unable to control himself, he leans forward and shoves his tongue into her mouth.
Mom moans as she accepts his tongue and feeds him hers in return, and they quickly begin kissing passionately. Their tonguing is loud, wet, and sloppy, and I watch in rapt attention, nearly cumming, as their mouths mash together in a desperate need to taste and lick one another.
Stanley watches quietly as he continues kneeling further up on the bed, slowly tugging on his still hard cock.
Stuart eventually pulls away, a thin trail of saliva connecting their mouths as he removes his lips from hers. He glances down her waist and grabs ahold of her inner thighs, forcing her legs open for him.
"Awww yeah," he mutters as he begins rubbing his fat dick along her slick entrance, coating the underside of his shaft with her juices.
"Gonna get myself nice and lubed up before letting my babies join my grandkid inside you," he tells her with a grin.
Stanley chuckles before knee walking forward on the bed, stopping when his large, hairy ballsack dangles above mom's face. Desire burns in her eyes before they become obstructed by Stanley lowering his nuts onto her mouth.
Without prompting, mom begins to eagerly lick at his fuzzy nads. Her tongue alternates caressing each of his balls as she places each of her hands along the top of his thighs, gripping the tight muscles she finds there.
"Damn, she really likes that shit, huh?" Stuart ponders aloud as he watches mom lap at his son's heavy hanging sack.
"Fuck yeah, she loves giving my balls a tongue bath. Especially when they haven't been washed in a day or so. Right, bitch?"
"Mmmmmm," mom moans lustfully, her mouth full of Stanley's fat, unwashed nuts.
"Haha, you can definitely tell she enjoys the salty taste of my sweaty ballsack," Stanley begins slowly jerking his cock, looking down between his legs at mom sucking his nads clean. "Bet her nostrils are filled with their nice, musky scent too."
Mom's head rocks gently as her plump lips tug each of his balls into her mouth, her tongue rolling them around inside.
"Ahh that feels fucking great," Stanley sighs.
"Just like this sweet cunt does," Stuart replies.
He forces the tip of his wide dick inside mom's hole, causing her to moan softly. Then, he lets go of her thighs and reaches underneath them to take a hold from the top, keeping her steady while pushing his dick completely inside her.
Stuart resumes fastly fucking mom, his hips quickly jabbing forward to force his cock deep inside her tunnel over and over. Mom's squeals can be heard even while she continues to suck on Stanley's nuts.
"Fuck, she's squeezing me so good," Stuart huffs. "Won't last much longer."
"Yeah, let's bust at the same time," Stanley says, jerking his cock faster.
"We'll fill and cover her with Pachis seed," Stuart chuckles.
Just then, mom's squeals become more high pitched, and her body begins to lightly shudder as she digs her fingers into Stanley's thighs.
"God damn, I can feel her cumming all over my dick," Stuart says in a strained voice. "Fuck, she's gonna make me shoot!"
The familiar tingling deep within my groin begins and I move my hand faster, jacking my cock at a rapid pace to hasten the building pleasure.
"Fuck, almost there," Stanley huffs through gritted teeth.
He continues jerking his large dick as he aims it down at mom's chest.
"Here comes our family seed, slut."
The three of us cum at the same time; Stuart inside mom, Stanley on top of her, and me all over my chest.
"Argh.... Ugghhhhh," Stuart elicits animal-like noises, his hips spasming as he thrust erratically into mom, his baby makers pouring out of his dick and filling her up.
Stanley huffs deeply and with one last twist of the wrist while tugging his shaft, he starts to spew thick jets of cum, coating mom's heavy tits with so much of it that large, white rivets begin to run down the sides.
Unable to withstand so much stimulation, I begin to shoot, blowing a big load all over myself. I can feel my toes curling as I cover myself in my own sperm, eyes shutting tight and small whimpers escaping my lips.
Once I'm finished, I open my eyes again, focusing back on the video still playing on my phone.
Stanley gently squeezes the last few drops of cum out of his cock to join the rest pooling all over mom's tits while Stuart's finishes unloading inside her, his hairy crotch straining against her pink opening, his cock as deep inside her tunnel as he can get it.
Finally, Stanley is finished milking himself and climbs down from the bed to stand beside his father, who lets go of mom's legs as he withdraws his cock from inside her.
Together, the Pachis men stand next to one another naked, bodies coated in sweat, their big dicks, now flaccid, hanging heavily between their hairy legs, admiring mom's spent body on the bed in front of them.
"We did some good work today, son," Stuart loops his arm over Stanley's shoulder. "Next time, maybe we'll fill her pussy with both of our cream."
"Maybe a little game of Russian roulette after she has the kid," Stanley muses. "We'll both take her multiple times one night, leave it up to chance who's kid she ends up knocked up with next."
"Ha, now you're talking," Stuart thumps his son back's in approval.
"Hand me the camera, will you," Stanley nods toward the screen.
Stuart reaches over and snags the camera from off the shelf it's sitting on, his hand obscuring any view until Stanley aims it down at mom, still lying on the bed in a post orgasm haze.
Noticing the camera, she offers a smile and sits up on her elbows before pushing her large breasts together, watching as Stanley's thick cum begins a slow drip from her still erect nipples down to her taut stomach.
The camera zooms in to focus on Stanley's seed as it runs along the underside of her round tits before slowing panning down to her pussy, where Stuart's thick, hairy fingers pry her folds apart to reveal his own spunk within.
The video ends with both men chuckling to themselves, leaving me with a sticky stomach and the disheartening feeling that always lingers once I've satisfied my urges.
I think back to what Stanley and Stuart discussed after they finished fucking mom and shudder. The thought of them both taking turns on her one night with disregard for which of them could get her pregnant makes my stomach swim.
This, combined with the looming thought of my new job working with Stanley, suddenly makes me feel very tired, and I plug my phone in before crawling under the covers to let sleep numb me.
------
The din from the first floor grows louder as I climb up the stairs from the basement. When I emerge into the kitchen, I can see the small group of women scattered around the living room.
Despite spring still only being a week away, it's warm enough that the windows are open, letting in the cool air and exposing the bright sun set against a cloudless, blue sky; "The perfect day for a baby shower," mom had said.
My eyes slowly scan the room, moving from the faces of the various women to the assortment of opened gifts piled to one side, and I finally spot mom. She looks radiant in a light green, long sleeve dress, her long, blonde hair piled high on top of her head, sitting in the center of the couch.
With a little less than a month until the baby is due, she was the picture of maternity; her large, round stomach, which she softly strokes in a loving manner, is perfectly proportionate to her body, and juts out in front of her, a beautiful indication of the child growing inside, Stanley's child.
She is surrounded by several women, each fawning over her pregnant state, and one of whom is my grandmother, who'd flown up for the shower.
I'd never really been close to my grandmother, Eleanor, who'd moved down to Florida when I was little, after marrying her third husband. We usually visited once a year, either for Christmas or Thanksgiving, but she never seemed too keen on having us around for long.
She notices me out of the corner of her eye and turns away from mom to gesture an impatient hand in my direction.
"Bring over the pitcher of mimosa, Kyle, and top me off," she commands.
I sigh, snatch the glassware off the table and head towards her. This had been exactly what I was trying to avoid.
Grandma downs the last quarter of her drink before wordlessly sticking her glass out to me for a refill. I fill it to the brim, knowing she'd make a fuss if I pour any less.
"Thank you, sweetheart," mom smiles pleasantly at me, still stroking her stomach.
I turn to go, stopping short when grandma addresses me again.
"It'd be nice if you were considerate enough to offer refills to some of these other ladies, Kyle."
I could detect a note of exasperation in her voice as she reprimands me.
"That's what I've been trying to teach him, although it doesn't seem to be sticking."
All heads turned toward the source of the voice. Stanley stands in the archway to the kitchen wearing an old pair of jeans and a dirty white tank top. He was using a soiled rag to rub off some of the oil and grease that covers his hands and forearms.
"Oh, I'm sure it's not from a lack of trying on your part. He hasn't always been the best at picking up on these sorts of things," grandma offers him a wry smile and bats her eyes.
Stanley chuckles in response, "No, I guess not."
I frown and he makes eye contact with me.
"Well? You heard your grandmother, offer these ladies some refills!"
He shakes his head at her as if to say, "Can you believe this kid?"
I quickly move to the woman closest to me and hold up the pitcher, and she sticks her glass out for me to refill, her eyes never leaving Stanley. I pour the mimosa, then slowly make my way around to the other women in the group.
"Well, I didn't mean to intrude. I'm just on my way upstairs to get cleaned up."
"Oh, you couldn't possibly intrude on us," grandma says, eyeing his muscled arms and grease covered hands. "Busy day?"
"Just getting the carburetor on my truck fixed. Nothing too straining," he saunters into the room, approaching mom.
"How's everything going here, baby? We get anything good?"
He smirks down at her and she beams back up at him.
"We got all we needed and then some. Everyone here has been very generous."
"That's what I like to hear."
He bends down toward her, and when I glance up from pouring a drink, I see him slip his tongue into her mouth just before their lips touch.
His mouth covers hers in a passionate kiss, lasting several seconds. The woman who's glass I'm refilling lets out a small sigh of envy.
Stanley pulls away smirking, knowing full well that the other women present had been watching the little show he put on for them, displaying his sexual prowess.
"Alright, well I'll leave all you ladies to it."
I didn't miss the implication that I was included in that as well.
All the women watch as he turns and lumbers up the stairs, stretching his muscles as he goes.
"That is a fine specimen of man," one woman mutters once he was gone.
"Yeah, it's not hard to understand how you got pregnant," another snorts.
They all giggle at that, none of them saying anything to me when I come around to fill up their glasses.
"And he's handy too, right?"
"Yup," mom answers. "He fixed up everything around here. Just painted the baby's room last week, too."
That produces a mixture of "aww" and nods of approval.
"He's certainly a big step up from that other dolt, that's for sure," grandma says with a roll of her eyes.
Grandma had never really cared for Tim, she found him to be too needy and pedantic. But she warmed to Stanley immediately when meeting him for the first time a few days ago, verbally signaling her approval to mom several times since she's been here.
She gulps down the last of her drink and ushers me over by shaking the glass.
"What color did he paint the baby's room?"
"This beautiful light shade of bluish green. It goes perfectly with the bassinet he made."
They all gush as I refill grandma's glass.
"You'll have to show us later. It's Kyle's old room right?"
"The same," mom answers, and I grit my teeth.
Mom and Stanley had told me a month ago that they intended to turn my room into the nursery.
"And where the hell am I supposed to go?!" I asked, pausing halfway through cutting my steak.
"Well, sweetheart," mom said, dabbing her lips with a napkin, "we were thinking you could turn the basement in your new room."
"The basement?!" The fork and knife slipped from my hands, my meal forgotten. "You can't be serious."
"Of course we are, we wouldn't be talking to you about this if we weren't."
"Couldn't I just share the room with the baby?"
"There won't be enough space for both your stuff and the baby's," mom said. "You've talked before about it being cramped with all your gaming equipment in there and how you wish you had a larger room."
"Yes," I admitted reluctantly, "but the basement--"
"Is larger than the room you're already in," Stanley finished evenly.
I met his dark gaze from across the table.
"Think about it, sweetheart," mom continued. "You'll have the whole area to yourself, so more privacy. Plus you won't hear the baby if he starts fussing in the middle of the night."
"But... but," I sputtered, scrambling to come up with a good enough reason to keep my current room.
"It'll only be temporary," Stanley said. "You do still want to start college in the fall, right?"
"Yeah..."
"So then it's not that big a deal if you're only going to be living here for a few months," he flashed me a condescending smile.
"I... guess not," I muttered eventually, defeated.
"Good, we'll move the crap from the basement up to the attic this weekend."
I sat sullenly, poking at my uneaten dinner.
"Oh, don't worry, sweetheart. It's not that bad. The basement is well insulated so it won't be cold or anything. Plus, I'll help you decorate it anyway you like. Think of how it'll be once it's all finished and you're all moved in, a cool basement bedroom to relax in."
I smiled weakly at her, not at all thrilled about the prospect of it, no matter how much she tried to dress it up and make it seem better than it was.
So, that weekend, on our day off, Stanley and I cleared the basement by moving all the boxes and bins up to the attic.
"What the fuck is on the back of some of these boxes?" Stanley asked at one point.
I turned in panic and saw that he's looking down at the boxes and bins I used to hide behind when watching him and mom down here. Flashes of all the times I shot my load against the cardboard and plastic passed through my mind as I gaped at him.
"Probably just degradation," mom dismissed from the stairs. "Those boxes have been down here almost as long as we've lived in the house."
"We should just chuck them then," he said in disgust.
I turned away from them, squatting down to take a hold of another box when the doorbell rang.
"That must be Goodwill," mom said, turning to head up.
"Shame to get rid of the couch. Holds a lot of good memories... I imagine."
Even with my back to him, I can still hear the smile in his voice. Mom's giggle echoed from the top of the staircase.
By noon, the basement was empty and after lunch we worked on getting all my things moved downstairs. That night was my first down in the basement. I laid in bed with my knees tucked up under my chin, all my belongings scattered haphazardly around the room, and cried myself to sleep.
It wasn't ever as bad as that first night, especially once I set up my furniture the way I wanted. It annoyed me to no end that Stanley had been right, the basement was bigger than my room and fit all of my things quite comfortably.
Still, I couldn't help feeling like I'd been exiled, something that still persisted to this day. I was also ashamed to admit that what I missed the most was listening to mom and Stanley have sex.
With a whole floor between us, I was cut off from their frequent sexual exploits such as the daily morning blowjob Stanley received and their nightly romp, something they managed to keep up quite frequently even in mom's third trimester.
Most of the time I made do by watching the various videos I'd collected as well as the ones posted on PornHub, although some nights, when I was particularly horny, I'd sneak upstairs and listen outside their door to treat myself to the real thing.
"That was sweet of you to give up your room like that, Kyle," one of mom's friends says to me.
"Kyle has been so great about the whole thing. He just can't wait until he meets his little brother, right Kyle?"
I offer a small smile and nod meekly.
"Come sit down and join us for a bit, sweetheart," mom pats the cushion next to her and I set the pitcher down on the coffee table before sitting beside her.
"Kyles been asking for a younger brother for as long as I can remember," mom gushes. "I'm so happy I finally get to give him one."
She cradles her tummy between both her hands, an enormous smile on her face.
"Sounds like you'll have yourself a built-in babysitter once S.J. is born," one woman says.
Mom laughs, nodding her head, "Well I won't want to rely on him too much. He just started working with Stanley a few months ago and he has just been so busy thriving there."
"Thriving" is not at all how I'd describe it. I was essentially Stanley's bitch whenever we were at work together, which was almost all the time. Even though Stuart and several others worked there, I reported directly to Stanley, and he was in charge of me completely from when I clocked in to when I clocked out.



This usually meant he had me doing the most menial of tasks: scrubbing the bathroom, cleaning up the workstations, disposing of the excess animal flesh that isn't used. Every unpleasant aspect that came with working in a butchery and deli, I had to do.
Stanley totally got off on it all. Not just ordering me around, but what he made me do as well. He could never hide his grin whenever he assigned me something to work on, clearly reveling in the fact that he had mom and I under his thumb. We were both his to do with, there and at home, as he pleased, completely cementing him as the sole authority figure in our lives.
To make it even worse, mom was grateful to him for it. The first few days or so, I could tell from her body language that she was a bit apprehensive about me working there, but chose to defer to Stanley's judgment and authority as the man of the house, sending me off with him without a word each morning.
However, when I kept coming home exhausted, she took it as a sign that I had become dedicated to the job and was working hard, something that was probably reinforced by Stanley as well.
One evening, a couple of weeks after I'd started working with him, I emerged from the bathroom after showering and heard them talking in the living room. Creeping down the stairs, I spied them sitting close together on the couch. Mom's arm moved up and down, her hand down the front of Stanley's mesh shorts, stroking him.
"Once again, you were right," she was telling him. "I've never seen him work so hard before."
"See, this is why I make all the decisions," he said in a husky voice, his left hand casually playing with one of her tits. "I know what's best for the both of you."
"I know, and I'm sorry for doubting you. I'll know not to question what you decide again."
"It's ok, baby, so long as you remember that's why you wanted me in the first place."
"Well, partly why," she smiled coyly and stroked him faster.
"Yeah, why don't you go ahead and remind me of the other reason you wanted me around."
With his other hand, he pushes her head slowly toward his crotch, giving her enough time to free his hard cock for to take between her lips.
"That was a smart idea Stanley had," grandma was saying, her words slurring slightly.
"I think so. Oh! The baby is kicking again!"
"He sure does that a lot. Must be strong like his father," grandma said.
Mom sees me looking down at her stomach and reaches over to take my hand.
"Here, sweetheart, I don't think you've felt him kick yet."
Before I can say anything, she lays my right palm over stomach. I sit there dumbfounded, my mouth slightly ajar, as I feel a strong thump against my hand come from within.
Despite mom's pregnancy nearing its end, I still can't wrap my mind around the fact that the baby growing inside her is both my little brother and Stanley's son, that they had procreated together and the result was kicking at me from within her stomach.
For years I had wished for a younger brother, and either God or fate had cruelly decided to grant that wish by dumping my high school bully next door to be able to inseminate my mother in an elicit, lust filled copulation, which was the culmination of a torrid, fiery affair.
"So?" Mom prompts.
"It's, um... strong," I gently remove my hand.
"Bet he ends up tall and muscular, just like his daddy," someone says.
"He'll have good genes, that's for sure," grandma says, taking a sip of her drink.
"He's so energetic, always moving and bouncing in there. Definitely as tenacious as Stanley, I can tell that much already."
"That's my boy," Stanley comes bounding back down the stairs.
He's washed up and changed into his usual getup of a tank top and mesh shorts with his signature white slides on his feet.
The women laugh as Stanley throws himself down onto the couch on the other side of mom.
"Let's hope that's not all he gets from me," he puts his arm around mom and leans in to kiss her deeply.
"Oh, that reminds me," someone says as they break apart, "let me take a photo of the new family."
"That'd be wonderful," mom gushes. "Thanks, Siobhan."
Stanley saddles up close beside her and she automatically leans into him. I feel his large paw clamp onto the top of my shoulder, causing me to tense under his strong grip.
"One, two, three, say 'baby'!"
I manage a small smile in spite of the pain as the brunette named Siobhan snaps a photo of us with her phone.
"Alright, now just mommy and daddy."
Stanley releases me and I quickly stand up to move through the crowd of women, rolling my shoulder as I jostle through them. I'm going to have a bruise there tomorrow, I just know it.
Turning, I stop and look at mom and Stanley sitting on the couch together. He casually drapes his right over her shoulder while resting his left on top of her stomach, a sleazy, self satisfied smirk stretching wide across his face.
Mom's left hand grips his muscular thigh while her right holds onto the wrist of the hand draped over her shoulder, her smile as wide and happy as his.
Staring as they pose for the camera, I picture a little baby cradled between them, and can't help the foreboding feeling that I'm slowly being pushed out.
-----
Mom gave birth almost a month after the baby shower. She went into labor early one morning while both Stanley and I were home.
I spent the next twelve hours in the waiting room with Stanley's raucous family, his obnoxious brothers pestering me and his sleazy dad making passes at the nurses. Finally, later that night, I had a new little brother.
One of the nurses led me into mom's room and I stopped in the doorway. If there was ever any doubt that mom was carrying Stanley's child, they were instantly swept aside. The baby swaddled tightly in the blue blanket was dark and hairy, just like he was.
Mom laid in bed, cradling him softly in her arms, while Stanley sat next to her on the edge, his left arm hooked around her shoulder. They both stared down at the baby sleeping soundly.
"He's perfect," mom whispered in awe.
Despite how tired she looked, I could see a deep, adoring love in her eyes as she smiled softly down at my little brother.
Eventually I cleared my throat and shuffled in place, catching their attention.
"Hi, sweetheart," mom said. "Come meet your little brother."
I walked over and stood by the bed, looking down at the baby.
"S.J., this is your big brother, Kyle," mom gently cooed down at him. "Do you want to hold him?"
Without waiting for a response, she gingerly handed him over to me, explaining the proper way to support his head and such, and suddenly I'm staring down at my little brother, nestled in my arms.
Here he is, the culmination of my mother's affair with my high school bully. This baby ties them, and by extension me, together, for the rest of our lives.
-----
"Ladies and gentlemen, it is my honor to present for the first time, Mr. and Mrs. Stanley Pachis."
I watch from my seat as mom and Stanley turn toward the cheers and applause of the crowd. They hold hands, a smug look on Stanley's face and a beaming smile on mom's.
They decided to mark their two years together by marrying, or "getting hitched" as Stanley put it. Even though so much had happened between them in the last couple of years, it still came as a surprise when they told me.
I never figured Stanley would tie himself down like that. I knew from working alongside him that he still regularly fucked other women, but the more I thought about it, the more it made sense. Marriage was the ultimate form of submission on mom's part, legally tying herself to him as his woman, his property. I had shivered when they got to the part in the ceremony where she promised to honor and obey him, but Stanley had grinned wide at that, and I swore I saw him chub up just a bit in his pants.
My heart had sunk when the officiant had finally declared them man and wife, and I watched hopelessly as they sealed their union with a deep, sensuous tongue kiss.
Now, sitting low in my chair, I watch as they walk back up the aisle, this time together and as husband and wife. The beaded bust of mom's wedding dress displays a generous amount of her ample cleavage while the slim bodice hugs her body tightly, showing off her curvaceous figure, before flaring out at the bottom.
Stanley had decided to forgo a traditional tux in favor of simple black dress pants and a matching jacket, the silver shirt unbuttoned at the top to reveal a portion of his sculpted chest underneath.
Stopping at the opposite end, they lean in to kiss one another and the crowd whoops and hollers while the photographer snaps several candid pictures.
The officiant invites the guests to the reception hall while Stanley and mom take pictures with their respective families.
I wait several minutes for the crowd of people to disperse before walking up the center aisle to join everyone else up there.
Stanley stops speaking with his father to turn and grin at me as I approach.
"So glad you could join us today, Kyle," he says in a condescending voice. I catch Stuart smirking slightly out of the corner of my eye.
"Thanks."
He raises his eyebrows expectantly and I inhale deeply, closing my eyes for a brief second before reopening them.
"Dad," I add, barely managing to get it out. His grin grows even wider.
Stanley had insisted that I start calling him dad once he and mom got engaged, something mom found absolutely charming, although I could hardly stand the idea. So, I tried to address him as little as possible, but that didn't stop mom from referring to him as "your dad" whenever she spoke about him to me.
"Alright folks, we're going to take a series of different pictures, some with the bride's family, some with the groom's, and then a few of just the happy couple."
The photographer ushers Stanley's large family in first, the whole lot of them clustering around mom and Stanley in the center. Mom looks so out of place surrounded by so many tall, bronzed skinned, hairy men.
When it's our turn, grandma and I stand on each end, her next to mom and me next to Stanley, who clasps his large hand on my shoulder in a tight grip.
"Smile wide, son," he emphasizes the last word and I can't help but shiver.
I try my hardest to muster a smile, knowing that, for me only, today wasn't the happiest of days.
Finally, the whole lot of us are crowded together for one big family photo. I feel incredibly uncomfortable sandwiched between two of Stanley's brothers, both of whom take turns jostling me while snickering, and hope that this is over as fast as possible. The photographer is blessedly quick about it, however, and soon I step away, sighing in relief.
"All right, these are great," he says, looking at the screen of his camera. "Now one last set just of the immediate family."
Stanley's mother, who's been holding S.J., steps forward to hand him over to mom. He instantly wraps his legs around her as she hoists him up onto her waist.
Almost one and a half years old, S.J. is already big for his age, just one of the many ways he takes after Stanley. In addition to having the same olive skin tone and dark mop of hair, he was just as rambunctious too. As soon as he could walk, he began storming around the house with an undeterred tenacity. Same now that he's learning to talk, mimicking Stanley's assertive and commanding style of speaking.
This of course pleased Stanley to no end, and he did what he could to encourage S.J. 's behavior whenever he could, a shit eating grin plastered on his face every time he noticed his son acting like him.
"He's a chip off the ole block," he'd declare proudly.
I move to join them but was blocked by Stanley's loud family, who failed to notice me trying to get through. Working my way around them, I stop, my face falling when I finally notice that the photographer has already started taking pictures.
Mom and Stanley stand close together, holding S.J. between them, as they smile at the camera; the picture of a happy family.
I could feel myself deflate. Neither of them had even thought to include me. Had they already forgotten about me in just a short month?
I had recently decided to move out. After S.J. was born, my life became unexpectedly hectic. Since mom was busy taking care of a newborn in addition to working, it became my responsibility to take care of all the chores around the house in addition to working full time at the butcher shop and deli that Stanley's family owned.
It became common to come home from an exhaustive shift only to immediately begin whatever chores I had to do that day, and now that there were four people living there, including a newborn, it became a lot.
I was so busy and overwhelmed that the days and weeks blended together, and I realized, too late of course, that I had missed my chance to apply for student loans, which meant that I had to put off college again for another year.
So I fell into my new routine as the year progressed, working as a housemaid in my own home while being Stanley's personal bitch at the shop. I even took on the role of babysitter several months after S.J. was born.
One day, Stanley informed me that he was taking mom out for the evening, that they deserved a break and would be going out to dinner before spending the night at a hotel for "some alone time."
Of course, I was expected to look after S.J. while they were gone, something I was given no choice in, and this became a semi-regular occurrence. Mom and Stanley would go out, sometimes spending the whole night or even a weekend away, and it was left to me to watch my little brother, who only got more rambunctious the older he grew.
Eventually, I was able to find a rhythm that made it all bearable. But a small part of me knew this would become my permanent station in life unless I pushed myself forward in some way, that I'd be a slave to Stanley in my own house and at work for the foreseeable future. So I decided to attend a local community college part time in the spring of the following year.
By that point, I had saved up enough money from working to be able to afford the two classes I was taking without having to worry about the cost of room and board.
Of course, I still had to keep up with the housework, my job, and "nanny duty", as Stanley called it, something that he had made abundantly clear. However, I was able to fit it all in despite the fact that I was exhausted even more than I had been the previous summer and by the end of the semester I thought I would drop dead from exhaustion.
Stanley wouldn't let up on any of my hours at the shop nor relent on any of the chores that I did, so I figured that if I wanted to continue going to school and not feel like a walking zombie, then I would have to make a major change to one or the other.
Luckily for me, an opportunity presented itself not too long into summer. I had been only looking for a new job for about a week before I stumbled upon a Chinese restaurant near campus that was looking to hire wait staff. I didn't have any experience working in a restaurant but I decided to shoot my shot anyway, figuring that maybe over a year's experience of working at the shop would count for something.
The owner was a stone faced old man who gave nothing away while his daughter interviewed me. Surprisingly, I didn't fumble any answers like I had at my first even interview with Mr. Gottlieb at his ice cream parlor. I guess a year of working under Stanley had steeled my nerves a bit.
After 30 minutes, they gave me a job as a busboy, promising that I'd move up to waiting tables quickly if I worked hard enough. The pay was decent but I was to be given a portion of the tips earned by the waiters.
That evening at dinner, I told Stanley that I would no longer be working at his family's shop, that I had found a new one elsewhere. I had expected the worst but he surprisingly didn't seem to care that much, shrugging his shoulders and telling me to keep up with the housework.
So I fell into my new job that summer, working hard like they said to be able to earn a spot waiting tables. Eventually, I was given the opportunity one night after a waiter quit unexpectedly, and I moved up from clearing tables.
Working as a waiter allowed me to earn more money from tips, and when I found out that the owner rented out rooms above the restaurant, I jumped at the chance when he said they had a vacancy. It was small and not in the greatest condition, but it was close to campus and affordable.
I moved in right away. Mom was sad to see me go. Stanley not so much. In fact, he seemed almost glad I would be gone.
"He finally got his shit together enough to move the fuck out," I heard him telling Stuart on the phone one day.
"With that little bitch gone, Julie can devote herself to being my full time slave," he chuckled darkly.
There was silence as Stuart said something.
"Nah, I'll just get her to quit her job if it takes away from serving me. I can always make some extra cash off of the videos we make if I need it."
I had shivered at that.
Mom was teary eyed the day I left, and promised to come visit when I had set everything up. But in the month since I moved out, she hadn't been over even once. I had suggested it several times, but she always had some excuse why she couldn't. She was either swamped with finishing up the wedding preparations or too busy "taking care of my boys".
In fact, it seemed like the only time I had any contact with her was when I initiated it, and even then, she took a while to respond to texts or started to sound impatient if I was on the phone with her for too long.
I tried not taking it personally, assuring myself that the isolation and exclusion I was feeling was all in my head. But now, looking at mom and Stanley happily posing with my little brother, I couldn't help those feelings bubbling up again, stronger than ever, and I'm suddenly reminded of the lonely nights spent in my shabby little room above the restaurant.
Even though the ceremony was small and filled with mostly family, the reception afterward was much larger, mostly due to Stanley's extended family as well as his douchebag friends, all of whom wasted no time in getting drunk and rowdy. Their lewd comments grew louder and more inappropriate as the night wore on and as the alcohol continued to flow.
I spent most of the night sulking at the table I shared with Stanley's obnoxious brothers, avoiding Stanley and his dipshit friends as much as possible. Although this meant I had to suffer through uncouth conversations that occurred amongst his brothers.
It was late into the night and I was sipping on some champagne when Stanley's brother Wade drunkenly plops down in his seat next to me. He had just finished a slow dance with mom and we both watched as she now danced with Stuart.
"God, your mom fucking hot," he slurs unexpectedly.
I narrow my eyes in his direction but don't say anything.
"You know Stanley let me fuck her for my 18th birthday, right?" He turns toward me.
I almost spit my champagne out and stare at him in wide eyed horror. He leans in closer, his breath smelling strongly of alcohol.
"He lets our dad fuck her occasionally, only when he hasn't gotten any poon in a while though, but he promised me I could have at her one night when I became legal," he drunkenly grins at me, proud of his sexual conquest of my mother and giddy from bragging about it to me.
"So I spent the night after my eighteenth fucking her brains out," he breaks out in laughter. "She was a little apprehensive at first but once she got my big dick inside her, she was screaming for it. We didn't sleep at all that night, I just boned her as much as I could until the sun came up. Lost track of how many loads I dumped inside her."



He quickly downs his half empty glass of champagne, then burps loudly before continuing.
"I've been dreaming about fucking her again ever since, and tonight I'll get another shot. Stanley arranged an after hours gang bang, sort of an initiation into the family, with me, my dad, our grandpa," he nods his head towards the old man seated at the table next to us.
The eldest Pachis man had to be close to 70. Heavy set, with a thick gray mustache, he was completely bald except for tufts of hair on the sides, his olive skin tone dotted with liver spots.
I stared in disgust, not wanting to believe that this grody, old man would be between my mom's legs in a few hours, pumping away.
Wade must've noticed the disbelief on my face because he leans in closer to me.
"Traveled all the way from Greece just to get some of that sweet pussy. He gets first go, lucky bastard. Stanley thought we should all go in order from eldest to youngest, so I'm last. But it'll still be worth it though, even with her pussy full of cream from the other three."
I shudder, my stomach heaving from disgust and the champagne I've been drinking. But deep within my groin, I feel a strong pulse of pleasure, and my dick jerks sharply in response.
"Poor Mel, he's so pissed he doesn't get to participate," we both look at his younger brother, Melvin, sitting across from us.
Unlike the other Pachis men, Mel was criminally short, barely reaching 5 '5. He also had really bad acne and a perpetual chip on his shoulder, his face a constant mask of anger which was offset by his buzzed hair.
"He's jealous that I've gotten a piece of her and he hasn't, but Stanley says he has to wait until he's 18, just like I did. Those two years are gonna suck but he he'll make up for it when he gets to fuck her. Out of all of us, he's the most rough in bed. Gets all that anger out of his system during sex."
I cringe imagining this short, coarse teen having rough and nasty sex with my mother.
Just then, the music cuts out and Stanley steps into the middle of the dance floor. He holds up a mic to speak.
"I just wanted to quickly say thanks to everyone for coming out to celebrate us getting hitched."
The crowd hollers loudly in response.
"It really means a lot," he continues. "We've been hooked up for a few years now, and Julie already knows this," he turns to look at mom, "but it still feels good to say she's now, officially, mine."
Stanley says this last part with some emphasis, a wicked grin on his face as he stares intensely at mom, who winks and blows him a kiss before mouthing, "I love you".
The crowd cheers loudly again. Stanley breaks eye contact with mom and turns back to the crowd.
"All right, it's been real, but Julie and I are gonna call it a night and get ready for our two week honeymoon in the Caribbean where we'll start working on baby number two."
The cheer that goes up this time is the loudest, and people get to their feet to clap and holler as Stanley hands the microphone off before walking over to give mom a deep, sensual kiss.
I'm the only one who stays seated as the DJ asks everyone to wish the newlywed couple well as they make their exit from the hall.
------
The next few weeks pass by quickly and in a blur as school starts up again. My work hours intensify as I transition to waiting tables full time. Throughout it all though, I can't stop thinking about what both Wade and Stanley said at the wedding. I've been resisting the urge to check Stanley's PornHub account, simultaneously afraid and aroused by what I would find there.
I've been so desperate to break my habit but time doesn't seem to be helping any, my mind constantly inundated with thoughts of Stanley, his brother, father, and grandfather taking turns on my mom, using her as their family cum dumpster.
I didn't hear from her until a week after she and Stanley got back from their honeymoon and it was a very brief phone call. I finally go over to their house over a month after they'd been home, realizing that it was the only way I'd ever see her, since it seemed like she wouldn't ever be coming over to my place.
I wish I could say I'm more happy than not about finally seeing mom again, but I'd be lying. Stepping back into that house makes me realize that she has developed a whole new life and family, one without me, where she was completely devoted to being a doting wife, mother, and servant to my high school bully and their son. Something that's filled her with an endless amount of joy. The entire time I'm there she's glowing from a perpetual state of bliss, completely fulfilled in her new role. She's even quit her job doing administrative work from home.
"Why?" I ask her.
"It was just taking too much time away from caring for Stanley and S.J. So I decided it was more important being a full time wife and mother, devoting myself fully to both my men."
She smiles adoringly at Stanley, who's rough housing with S.J. a few feet away in the living room.
"She knows what her real priorities are," Stanley says without looking over.
I catch the subtle implication that I was not a part of those priorities any longer.
"Besides," he continues, finally looking over, "she'll have her hands full with three of us to take care of next year."
My head snaps to the right, and I watch as mom's smile widens while she runs a hand softly over her flat stomach.
"You're..."
"Pregnant," she finishes enthusiastically. "It's still early but I'm so happy. I really want to give Stanley another son."
She beams at him, not even bothering to glance my way. It's all too much for me to handle and I leave not not long after.
I'm in a daze as I slowly make my way home, my mind whirls as it processes that mom has built a new life without me, that it's with a man who bullied me throughout most of high school, and that she's bearing him multiple children.
But what keeps lurking at the back of my mind, as it has been since I heard it, is what Wade had said to me all those weeks ago, at the wedding.
By the time I push my way into my tiny room, I've already made up my mind, my will broken by sheer arousal, so dominant that my cock has been half hard for the last twenty minutes of my journey.
Plugging my headphones in, I pull up the webpage that's saved to my favorite but haven't visited in a while. I'm momentarily confused when I'm met with a paywall and then I remember the conversation I overheard with Stanley and his dad a few months ago. He must've followed through with it sometime since I stopped visiting the videos posted under his account.
Frustrated and horny, I sit staring at my screen for several minutes, fiercely debating with myself before giving in to my lustful desire and reach for my wallet. I input my debit card info, my thumb hovering over the submit button for a few seconds before pressing down. The receipt that follows confirms the $24.99 a month subscription that I've signed up for, and I quickly dismiss it before loading Stanley's account.
Instantly, I spot the most recently uploaded video. It was posted two weeks after mom and Stanley got married and is titled, "Slut Takes Family Cock on Wedding Night".
My dick throbs as it reaches full mast, and I quickly free it from my pants after clicking on the video.
The video begins with Stanley and mom kissing deeply while standing in front of a large bed that's placed horizontally up against a wall on the right hand side of the screen. They appear to be in their room back at the house. Both of them are stripped down to their underwear. Stanley's large cock bulges out the front of his black boxer briefs while his big hands roam mom's body over her white bridal undergarments.
He unhooks her bra, which is heavy with thick lace, and it falls to the floor, freeing her breasts. The fingers of his left hand begin to tweak her already hardened nipples while he slides his right hand down under her garter belt and into her panties, eliciting a moan from deep within her throat.
His hand moves as he fingers her for a few minutes, before breaking their kiss. Pulling back, he looks her square in the eyes.
"You ready for this, slut?"
Mom nods her head eagerly, biting her lip as his fingers still work to stimulate her pussy.
"Yes, Stanley. I'm ready to serve you and your family."
"Good, my bitch knows her place."
He grins sadistically at her before removing his hand from inside her panties and unfastening her garter belt, stripping her of everything left except for the stockings.
"It's time to take Pachis family cock, in chronological order. On the bed, legs open."
Mom follows his commands and lays down in the center of the bed. She sensually spreads her legs open, presenting her glistening pussy to him.
He leans forward to swipe his index and middle fingers down her opening before putting them into his mouth to taste her juices.
"Mmm, nice and wet. Let's get this shit going. Papou," he calls out, moving to the left.
A door opens and closes offscreen, then Stanley's grandfather appears. He's wearing a pair of white boxer briefs and nothing else, his heavy gut hanging out over the top.
Stanley says something briefly to him in Greek and he responds in kind, then he's gone, the sound of the door closing as he leaves the room. Stanley's grandfather grins widely as he approaches mom, who stares up at him.
He swiftly pushes down his boxers, freeing his half hard cock. Just like his descendant, he possesses a large and thick dick, which sprouts from a wiry gray bush and juts out obscenely from under his large, overhanging stomach. My mouth falls open as I take in this old man, his heavy body covered in a thick matting of gray hair, wagging his large penis at my mother while cackling.
Her gaze locks onto his appendage and I see her eyes widen in astonishment while biting her lip. Stanley's grandfather begins to slowly stroke himself, his small, beady eyes greedily drinking in her naked form as a perverse smile stretches across his face.
Mom's right hand finds its way between her legs and she begins fingering herself. They both make eye contact as they pleasure themselves, and Stanley's grandfather makes kissing noises before flicking his tongue at her.
Once his dick grows completely hard in his hand, he gingerly climbs onto the bed and centers himself between her legs, wasting no time in lining his cock up with the entrance to her pussy.
Mom's groans of anticipated excitement fill my ears as he pushes his way inside her.
"Ahhhh," he sighs heavily after finally bottoming out.
He lowers himself onto her, and mom automatically wraps her toned legs around his large frame. His mouth finds hers in a forceful and dominant tongue kiss. Mom immediately responds, her mouth molding against his as passion overwhelms her. She locks her arms around his neck, moaning into his mouth. The wet sounds of their tongues pressing together fills the room. My eyes focus on his thick mustache as it moves roughly against her upper lip.
Their kiss ends with a wet pop as he removes his tongue from her mouth which hovers a few inches above hers. He lewdly begins flicking it at her and she eagerly meets it with her own. I grasp my erection and begin pumping it as I watch mom sensually push her tongue against Stanley's grandfather's.
Eventually, he begins to slowly buck his hips, moving them back and forth, fucking her with small thrusts. Mom moans quietly, clearly enjoying the feeling of his dick inside her.
He slowly increases the speed of his thrusts little by little, until he's built a moderate pace for himself, while mom begins to roll her hips in time with his movements, allowing his hard cock to more easily push into her slick tunnel. Both of them would huff and breathe deeply in their efforts to fuck each other, holding an intense eye contact while their bodies writhed in unison.
Every now and again, Stanley's grandfather would push himself completely inside her, then capture her mouth in his. They'd then spend the next few minutes kissing passionately, their tongues wrestling together while keeping her fully impaled on his cock, their bodies unmoving. The sounds of suppressed moans filled my ears as I watch them turn their heads from side to side in an attempt to taste each other as much as possible. Mom would run her hands sensually through the coarse hair that covered his back or pull tightly his head to get more of his tongue inside her mouth.
Eventually, mom would begin to move the lower half of her body against his still cock, signaling to him that she was ready to continue their fuck and he'd resume the moderate pace he'd set for them earlier.
The stark contrast between the two of them as they have sex was simultaneously arousing and repulsive. Mom's supple and voluptuous body clung tightly to this balding, old man, his fat body covered in thick, gray hair. Yet, the sounds they were making indicated nothing but intense sexual pleasure between the two of them.
Stanley's grandfather moved his head down to begin licking and kissing her tits. His tongue eagerly raked against her round globes, and he made sure to take long sensual licks of her stiff, pink nipples.
Mom squealed in delight, her thighs tightening around his body as she slid her hands through the thick gray hair carpeting his ass, gripping each cheek hard before pulling on them in an effort to get more of his long, thick cock deeper inside her.
This had its desired effect; Stanley's grandfather began to buck into her harder, using his remaining strength and stamina to fuck her more roughly and at a faster pace. His lips clamped around the nipple of her right breast, sucking on it in a noisy and wet manner.
Mom's right hand immediately moved to the back of his balding head, rubbing it in encouragement.
"Oh God, oh God," mom cried in breathless wonder. "It's so big! So big and thick! UGH!"
Stanley's grandfather looked up at her and grinned before leaning for a quick, sloppy tongue kiss. He returned to feasting on her tits, greedily sucking on her engorged nipples while uttering deep, animal grunts.
The steady rhythm of his heavy body smacking into hers produced an intense clapping sound, matched only by mom's cries of delirium and the laborious grunts Stanley's grandfather let out with each movement of his lower body.
"Ugh, yes, ugh, just like that. Suck on my tits just like that!"
Stanley's grandfather didn't need to speak English to understand what she was saying, her body responding to both his mouth and cock.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum, ohhhh I'm about cum!" Her hips moved almost on their own, pushing up to meet his heavy thrusts, desperate to achieve an orgasm from the lengthy, thick cock of this lecherous old man.
She released several short gasps and clutched at Stanley's grandfather tightly. He removed his mouth from her nipples and spat something out in strained, garbled Greek, his own orgasm suddenly brought forth by moms tight pussy clenching his meat.
After one last thrust, his large, heavy body began to spasm and he clenched his teeth while uttering guttural grunts as he fired jets of warm seed deep inside my mother.
"Ugh, yes, you're cumming so much," mom said, softly stroking his hairy back.
His body repeatedly pressed forward gently as he kept hosing down the tight walls of her soft, slippery channel.
After a minute or so of cumming, Stanley's grandfather released all the tension in his heavy body along with a large exhale of air. He laid on top of mom, trying to catch his breath while she softly stroked the back of his balding head. He had enough energy to move his head back and put his mouth to hers.
They kissed deeply and sensually for several minutes, basking in the afterglow of hot, passionate sex. Their bodies remained interlocked until he broke their kiss and slowly climbed off of her, revealing mom covered in sweat and little gray hairs.
Stanley's grandfather chuckled as he looked down at her while pulling on his boxers, satisfied with a job well done. He said something to her briefly in Greek before turning to leave.
Mom had no time to recover, as Stuart replaced his father as soon as he left the room. He grinned widely, walking with swagger toward the bed.
"Old man got you nice and warmed up for me."
He pulled his flaccid cock out the fly of his briefs, stroking it while looking down at mom, a twinkle of lust in his eye.
"Ohhh yeah, you're about to be filled with so much cum," he uttered, his cock hardening quickly in his hand.
"Can you feel it? Can you feel my dad's cum seeping out of you?"
"Yes," mom admittedly breathlessly. "He came so much. I can feel it dripping out."
She teased him by opening her legs and showing off all the semen his father had left inside her.
"Come add to it."
"Fuck," Stuart mumbled, then shoved his underwear down to his ankles and stepped out of them.
"Let's see who comes more, me or him," he leans forward and pulls her down to the edge of the bed.
Grabbing both her legs, he throws them over his shoulders. After taking a step back, he plants both feet squarely apart, bracing himself against the floor before leaning forward and placing both hands on either side of her head, holding himself up above her.
"Yeah, this is gonna be a nice fuck," he tells her, rubbing his cock along her slick entrance. "I'm gonna fuck you so hard, have you begging for my cock like the nasty fucking bitch you are."
He leans in and mashes his lips against hers in an aggressively domineering kiss. Mom responds eagerly and reaches up to grasp his muscled arms. Stuart continues sliding against her opening, smearing the underside of his shaft with a mixture of her pussy juices and his father's thick cum. His beer gut pushes against her taut stomach with every thrust.
Ready to get started, Stuart takes a hold of his dick to place his fat cockhead at her hole, placing his hand beside her head once he pushes his wide tip past her folds.
"Oh yeah, I can feel that warm cunt already. You're just aching for my fat dick, I just know it."
He watches the expression on her face transform from anticipation into pleasure, licking his lips as he sinks further and further into her cocksleeve, his giant prick stretching her tight walls.
"You dumb fucking whore," he grunts, bottoming out inside her. "Tell me how much you love this dick."
"Oh, Stuart, I love your cock so much! It's so big and stretches me out!"
"Hehe I know," he grins. "Shit, you weren't lying. My father did cum a lot," he flexes hips, getting a feel for the inside of her warm, wet tunnel. "Gonna use his cum as lube to pound the fuck out of you, skank."
With that, he began hammering into her cunt, showing her absolutely no mercy as he fucks her into oblivion. He uses his footing to brace his weight against the floor, raising his hips up and bringing them down fiercely.
"UH, UH, UH," mom repeats over and over in a high pitched voice, her body jostling under the weight of him slamming into her repeatedly.
Her mouth was open as she stares up at Stuart with desire, clearly enjoying the feeling of his large cock pummeling her pussy over and over, and he spits inside.
"Fucking skank," he snarls. "Taking the cock of your husband's father and grandfather. Letting us use your cunt to drop our thick loads in. Nasty little whore."
He smacks her hard across the face before grasping her tits, roughly squeezing them between his thick fingers. He's much more aggressive when he's alone with her than when he shares her with Stanley.
"You like it rough, I know you do. Like a true slut. You're just a hole for us to use now, nothing else. My son's property to fuck and breed like an animal."
"Yes," she whispered. "You can use my body however you want, treat me like the whore I am."
"Oh we will, slut, we will. Don't you worry."



He's fucking her faster now, clearly getting off by being rough and dominating her in addition sharing her body with his father and sons.
"Tell daddy how much you love him," he demands.
"I love you, daddy," she declares proudly.
"Beg for daddy's cock."
"Please give me your cock, daddy. Fuck me hard with that big daddy dick. I love feeling your huge meat inside me!"
"Oh, fuck yes, you slutty bitch. Go ahead and suck on this tongue."
Leaning forward, he sticks his thick tongue out and her lips close around it before she gently begins to suck on it. His furry hands continue to maw her tits, all the while his fat dick pistons in and out of her relentlessly.
Mom moans as she greedily sucks on his tongue. Overcome with lust, Stuart jams it into her mouth, covering her lips with his in a one side kiss. He raises his left hand up and brings it down hard against her ass cheek, causing a sharp crack to ring out.
Mom's cries are muffled by Stuart's mouth and tongue. He repeatedly smacks her ass over and over, using a greater force each time until she's practically screaming.
Stuart breaks their kiss and takes a hold of her throat with his right hand, then shoves the thumb of his left hand into her mouth. Wordlessly she begins to suck on it.
"You ready to get creamed?" he huffs. "You ready for me to fill you with daddy's cum?"
"Yes, give it to me, daddy! Mix your seed with your father's inside my cunt!"
"Oh fuck yes, here it comes, bitch!"
He bucks his hips even faster, power fucking the cum out of his dick.
"Take my load, slut," he grunts, jabbing his hairy groin sharply against her pelvis repeatedly.
Turning his head, he licks and nibbles at the inside of her thigh as he plows her hole with a thick helping of his spunk.
"Fuck, that was good," he mumbles, out of breathe.
Slowly, he withdraws his softening cock from inside her, dragging some of his and his father's cum out along with it. Mom looks absolutely spent.
"Shit," he laughs, looking down. "That's a lot of seed."
He picks her panties up from the floor and uses it to clean his dick off before tossing them aside.
"Welcome to the family," he chuckles, then exits the room.
My dick is so hard it could cut glass. I came so close to cumming several times, but managed to stop myself. Now I gently stroke myself often enough to keep me hard while avoiding busting my nut all together.
I watch as Stanley comes into the room and quickly sheds his underwear.
"Having a good time?"
Mom nods her head, scooting further up the bed until she's in the center.
Stanley moves to inspect her pussy as she presents herself to him. He tugs on his rapidly hardening cock as he observes all the cum seeping out of her.
"Oh this is going to be one messy ride," he chuckles darkly before climbing between her legs.
Mom impatiently tucks her legs up on either side of his waist as he aligns his cock with her pussy, her hands find their way to his hairy ass, imploring to begin fucking her.
"Anxious are we?"
"I missed you," is her only reply. He slowly starts rubbing the underside of his shaft against her folds.
"How does it feel now that you've had four generations of Pachis men inside you?"
"Incredible! I'm so lucky to have had so many big cocks inside me."
"And which one of them is the best?"
"Yours," she answers emphatically and without hesitation. "Your cock is still the best. You're the only one who can make me cum so hard and so often."
"That's why you belong to me," he says firmly. "And don't you ever forget it."
"I won't," she promises him. "I'll always be yours, Stanley."
"You're legally mine now," he reminds her. "You're my legal property for the rest of your life."
"Oh God," she shudders, overwhelmed by pleasure. "I love you, Stanley! I'm so glad that you own me. My life is completely dedicated to you!"
"You bet your ass it is. God you're so wet right now, I know how much this turns you on, declaring subservience to your master."
"Please fuck me, Stanley," she begs. "I want to cum on your dick so badly."
"Yeah? You want some of my dick?"
"I do! I want to scream from feeling your long, thick cock filling and stretching me!"
"Alright, slut, here's the meat you want so badly."
He stops sliding his shaft against her slick opening and begins to push past her lips.
"Yes, yes, yes," mom cries joyously, wrapping her legs tightly around his waist.
She grabs a hold of his muscular arms, pushing her hips forward to meet his invading cock.
Oh god, I love it," she gasps. "I love it, I love you."
"Ugh, even after two Pachis sized cocks, you're still a tight fit," Stanley grunts. "God, there's so much spunk."
"My hole was made for you, you and your fucking big dick!"
He slowly withdraws his cock before pushing it back inside, creating a squelching noise from mom's juices and all the cum inside her. Unlike his father, Stanley fucks her slowly, aware that she's on the edge of cumming and wanting to drive her crazy.
So he focuses on feeding her his big donkey dick at a leisurely but firm pace, ensuring that she enjoys the benefit of feeling his hard, meaty pole pushing against the flesh of her inner walls without achieving the satisfaction of having an orgasm just yet.
They stare intensely into each other's eyes, a deep penetrating look of carnal lust and ownership passing between them, recognizing how they were physically made for one another, a perfect fit.
"This is what you wanted isn't it? Being speared by my fat dick?"
"It is," mom answered in a breathy tone. "I've been thinking about it the whole time."
"But you fucked them all I instead? Because I told you too?"
"Yes, I did."
"You'll do anything I say?"
"I will, I'll do anything you command."
"Even let one of them knock you up?"
"Yes," she answered firmly, and shuddered.
Stanley began to increase his pace, fucking her a bit faster now in his excitement at her admission.
"You'd do that? Carry my brother, uncle, or nephew inside of you?"
"I would, I'll carry each of their children if you tell me too."
Stanley's hips were bucking quickly now, his froth covered shaft eagerly pushing past her folds to sink far inside her tight tunnel. Mom was moving the lower half of her body in time with Stanley's, meeting his every thrust with one of her own in order to receive as much of his cock as she could.
"But who's do you want to carry?" He's breathing heavily now, a mix of exertion and excitement.
"Yours," mom gasps. "I only ever want to bear your children, Stanley. Nothing makes me happier than carrying your babies inside me."
"Fuck yes," he grunts, thrusting harder. "We'll get you off the pill once we're on our honeymoon and then I'll put another baby inside of you. I'll breed you every fucking day until your fat and swollen with my son."
"Yes, yes," mom cries. "I want to feel your child growing inside me again, reminding me that my purpose is to give you as many kids as I can."
"Ugh, ugh, gonna cum," he says.
"Me... too," mom huffs, her breasts giggling rapidly from being fucked so hard.
"You're, ugh, mine!"
"I fucking love you!"
I'm unable to hold back any longer, their dirty talk about her doing absolutely anything he asks, including letting his various family members impregnate her, sends me over the edge. Giving my hard cock several last pumps, I begin to spray cum all over myself.
They both reach their peaks at the same time. Stanley grunts repeatedly as he gives several strong thrusts, cumming deep inside mom, who coils her entire body around Stanley's muscular frame as she's rocked by a large orgasm.
His lips mash into hers and they both moan deeply as they kiss with a searing passion, their tongues fighting within their sealed lips. Finally, they break apart, breathing heavily while recovering from intense and fulfilling sex.
Mom unwraps herself from around his body as he gets off the body. She looks spent. Stanley must think so too because he tells her, "Still got one more to go."
Mom wordlessly nods. Her body is now drenched in sweat and I can see even more little hairs clinging to her sticky skin. Cum oozes from her ravaged pussy and her breasts heave with every deep breath she takes trying to regain control of her breathing. Stanley pulls back on his underwear before leaving, letting in the last of the Pachis men.
Wade walks eagerly into the frame, his long hair hanging against his skinny body. He almost falls over while trying to pull his underwear off in a hurry, his large penis getting caught on the elastic waistband. His eyes never leave mom, the excitement shining clear.
Despite having just cum, my cock is already half hard from watching Wade enter the room and undress with an erotic sense of urgency. I softly pull on it, using a handful of cum as lube, and continue watching as the youngest Pachis man approaches my mom.
Unlike the other three, Wade's body is absent of the coarse hair that covers his brother, father, and grandfather. Except for his legs, he's as smooth as a baby's ass. Even his crotch is completely shaved, making his beast of a cock look even bigger.
"Move further up the bed," he tells her. "Prop the pillows up and lean against them."
Mom piles two pillows on top of one another and lays her upper body down on them.
Wade eagerly climbs onto the bed and moves toward her as she opens her legs for him. Sitting on his knees, he takes a hold of his hard cock and rubs the head along her opening.
Mom moans lightly as his bulbous tip gently stimulates her pussy. After several seconds, he begins to slowly push inside. Once his cockhead breaks through her hole, he quickly fills the rest of her up with his long, thick shaft.
"Ugh, yes," mom groans.
Wade leans over her and grabs ahold of her breasts, his eyes shining with elation as he begins to roughly knead and squeeze them. Unable to hold back, he start quickly fucking her, the hips of his skinny body moving back and forth excitedly as he thrusts his cock inside her repeatedly.
He pumps her pussy with the inexperienced enthusiasm of a teenage boy unconcerned with anything but the simple act of sex and getting his own nut. It's clear he won't last very long, but despite this, mom still enjoys the ride he's giving her.
She wraps her legs around his, placing her feet along the inside of his calves. Her hands sensually slide up this chest, stopping to take a hold of his shoulders. His hands continue to squeeze and pull on her tits, and she thrusts them into his touch, shutting her eyes as her mouth falls open in pleasure.
This catches Wade's attention, prying his gaze away from her big titties clasped in his hands to stare at her mouth hanging open. Leaning in, he shoves his tongue inside. Mom responds almost immediately, feeding him hers. Their tongue kissing is particularly wet and loud, the noises they make bordering on obscene.
All of this evidently too much for Wade, who starts moaning into mom's mouth. He breaks their kiss and begins panting with his eyes closed. Several deep, sharp thrusts indicate he's giving his own contribution to the collection of Pachis family seed currently pooling inside her channel.
Mom runs a hand softly through his long, dark hair as he finishes emptying himself of sperm. He opens his eyes and grins down at her, panting a bit. She gives him several more tongue kisses before he withdraws his cock from within her.
The video ends there and I immediately hit the replay button, furiously pounding my now raging erection as I again watch member's of Stanley's family take turns using my mother.
Somewhere at the back of my mind, underneath the haze of vulgar lust, I finally come to accept that this is my new reality. That I've been displaced from my home and family by my high school bully, who has bound my mother to him as his own personal servant and broodmare. And even though I am out and on my own, free of Stanley, I know I will forever remain on the outside looking in, trapped in lust filled fervor while watching my mom remain a vessel to receive his dick and give him sons, fulfilling both of our twisted desires.
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I started dating my girlfriend Cara this past winter, right after turning 23. We'd known each other in high school, our respective circle of friends overlapping frequently, but we lost touch after graduation.
We began texting after running into each other at a mutual friend's New Year's Eve party, and quickly started dating.
Our work schedules were different enough that we weren't spending every spare minute around one another, something that I felt had extended the honeymoon phase of our relationship just a tad. And even though I realized early on that Cara wasn't someone I'd end up falling madly in love with, we still had a lot of fun during the time we made for one another.
Both of us were gym rats, so we would frequently work out together, and since we still shared a lot of the same friends that we had since high school, our nights out bar hopping and clubbing as a group became a ritual almost every weekend.
To top it off, Cara was a bombshell. Tall and leggy, her pale skin and soft, voluptuous body contrasted my tanned, muscular one. The hours she had spent in the gym had gifted her with a nice, shapely ass, which was the sexiest part of her body in my opinion. I loved watching it bounce while she rode me reverse cowgirl style, a favorite position of mine that wasn't used nearly as often as I'd like.
Cara was quite tame in the bedroom, another way in which we contrasted each other, and while I definitely enjoyed the sex, there were times when I wished she'd be more adventurous.
That was easier said than done, however. She still lived at home, and while I shared an apartment with a buddy I went to college with, we spent the night at her place about half the time, meaning we needed to keep the bedroom noises minimal. Not exactly the best conditions to explore her freakier side, that's for sure.
Given that we spent a decent amount of time at her place, and ever the pleasing and dutiful boyfriend I was attempting to be, I made the effort to get to know her family early on. Her folks were in their mid-fifties and pleasant enough people who had the good graces to stay out of our hair when they were home.
Then there was her younger brother, Evan. I didn't quite know what to make of Evan at first. Even though he was two years younger than us, I only vaguely remembered him from high school as a short and quiet kid.
In the years since, however, he'd grown a lot taller, and was only a few inches shorter than my height of 6'1. Although he appeared thin, his body was often obscured by the dark, oversized clothing he usually wore, which matched the black polish on his nails and, along with the soft, blonde curls that framed his face, gave him an androgynous, almost feminine, look.
Despite the changes in appearance that comes with passing through your teenage years and entering early adulthood, Evan still remained quiet and shy, appearing standoffish in response to my attempts to get to know him.
But Cara and I were still in that early stage of our relationship where I felt like I had to show how committed I was by proving how much she mattered to me, so I tried a bit harder to make some kind of connection with her brother, mostly just to show I cared enough about her to try.
An art student at the local college, he was almost always sketching when I was over at their house, and I asked him about it one afternoon while the three of us were in the living room together.
Cara and I were watching TV on the love seat while Evan sat on the couch adjacent to us. He had a look of intense concentration on his face, his long sleeves pushed back to reveal the pale white of his skin underneath as he gracefully dragged the pencil tip across the paper of his sketchbook with long, nimble fingers. He'd pause occasionally to sweep his soft, blonde curls out of his eyes and off to the side, something that always made me grateful for deciding to keep my brown hair in a short crew cut.
"Hey Evan, what're you always drawing?"
His blue eyes peered at me over the top of his sketchbook for several seconds before he offered a casual shrug.
"Usually people. Sometimes, I'll draw an animal or a character from something, but I usually stick with people."
"Any particular reason why?"
He shrugged again, "I dunno, people are more challenging to draw I guess."
"How so?"
"Well," he began, "for starters, you have to make sure to include the finer details. Beauty marks, scars, those sorts of things. But the real trick is capturing emotions and body language. Everyone expresses emotions and body language in their own unique way, which can be tricky to put to paper."
The more he talked, the more animated he became. I could tell he really had a passion for art from the way he spoke of it, low key excitement filling his voice and a tiny spark flashing behind his eyes.
I smiled at him encouragingly. Looks like I finally found a way to get him to open up.
"That's awesome, man. Can I see some of your stuff?"
His eyebrows slowly rose, "Seriously?"
"Yeah, come show me," I patted the seat next to me and he shuffled over.
"I just started sketching in this book so I don't have much of it filled out yet," he explained, flipping to the first page.
I leaned in closer to him, getting a whiff of his lavender shampoo in the process, and gazed at a pencil drawn image of his and Cara's mom laughing.
"Holy shit," I exclaimed. "It's like she's looking right at me."
"You think so?" His eyes shifted to the side, watching me as I took in the sketch.
"Fuck yeah, dude. I can almost hear her laughter in my head. You drew her perfectly; the laugh lines around her mouth, the way her eyes crinkle. This is incredible."
I shook my head, genuinely impressed. I didn't know much about art, but I knew when it was good and Evan's was great.
"Thank you," he demurred, shyly glancing away with a small smile while a blush crept into his cheeks.
"Show me some more."
He flipped to the next page.
"This is my friend Drea," he tapped the left page with his thumb, on which was a drawing of a black girl with dreads staring down at her phone, an inquisitive look on her face.
"And this is her dog, Otto."
Glancing to the right, I stared at a border collie who seemed to be looking up at me, happy and desperate to please.
"Beautiful dog."
"I have another drawing of him in here somewhere," Evan mumbled.
He began flipping through the book until I held up a hand to stop him, recognizing a character from one of my favorite anime.
"Whoa, great job with Gendo," I said.
"You watch Evangelion?"
I nodded my head and met his eyes, the surprise evident in them.
"It's one of my favorites," he said.
"Mine too."
"You watch a lot of anime?"
"A decent amount."
"I'm watching this one right now that's pretty good--"
"Nerds," Cara coughed beside me, holding a fist up to her mouth in exaggeration.
Evan rolled his eyes and I smiled at him.
"So what were you drawing just now?" I nodded down to the sketchbook in his lap.
"Oh, well... um, I guess I can show you," he reluctantly flipped a few more pages before tentatively tipping the drawing towards us. "It's not...um finished yet."
I could feel Cara peeping over my shoulder, joining me in looking at a half finished sketch of the two of us sitting on the couch, Cara's head resting on my shoulder and our hands intertwined as we watched TV.
I glanced up at Evan and could see the hopeful apprehension in his eyes.
"Wow, that's--"
"Um, I do not look like that," Cara interrupted.
I turned toward her as she scowled at the drawing.
"Oh," Evan startled, "it's not really finished ye--"
"Even if it was," she cut him off, "it still wouldn't look like me. I'm definitely not that wide around the shoulders and my neck isn't that thick."
"Babe, you're crazy. It looks just like you."
"So you think I actually look that heavy then?" She raised her eyebrows at me, an accusatory tone in her voice.
There was a beat of silence as I chose my next words carefully.
"No, of course not. I just meant that you're seeing something that isn't there."
She frowned, unsatisfied with my answer.
"Cara, I can change it--" Evan began.
"Well, you wouldn't have to if you'd done it right the first time, like a real artist would have."
Evan's face fell as Cara got up and stormed out of the room.
"Cara," I called after her. "Cara!"
I heard her bedroom door slam upstairs and sighed, rolling my eyes.
"I'm sorry about her," I turned toward Evan who'd managed to hide the hurt look on his face. "She can be..."
"A raging bitch?" He finished with a wry smile that made me chuckle.
"Something like that."
"It's fine, nothing I'm not used to after growing up with that drama queen."
"Yeah well, I better go and check up on that drama queen lest she bite my head off even more."
I stood up and took a few steps before turning around.
"I thought your drawing of us was great, by the way."
Evan offered me a small smile, "Thanks, Seth."
------
Now that the ice had broken between Evan and I, the two of us got along fairly well after that. Whenever I was over, I'd ask about his art and he'd show me the sketches he was working on or we'd talk about what anime we were both watching at the time.
One night, I came over to pick up Cara for our date. Her mom answered the door and let me in.
"I think she's still getting ready," she told me gently, and I heard the shower running upstairs.
I hung my head in mock anguish, drawing a laugh from her.
"Evan's downstairs if you want to say hello and maybe kill some time," she smiled at me and I could tell she was pleased I'd made the effort to befriend him.
"Thanks, that sounds a lot better than watching Cara put on makeup for an hour."
She chuckled and patted me on the back as I opened the door to the basement and went down the stairs. The basement had been turned into a rec room some years ago, with hardwood floors and a neutral beige paint on the walls. Evan was splayed out lazily across the couch with an Xbox controller in his hand, focusing on the TV mounted to the wall opposite him. He perked up as soon as he saw me reach the bottom of the stairs.
"Hey, Seth," he smiled, quickly sitting up.
"What's up, Evan?" I glanced at the TV and saw that he was playing Call of Duty. "Merking some noobs on COD?"
Just then his character died on screen. "More like getting merked," he said dryly.
I laughed, "My bad, didn't mean to screw up your game."
"It's fine," he dismissed with a casual wave of his hand. "It was bound to happen eventually. So what're you up to?"
"Not much, came to snag Cara for our date but she's still getting ready."
"Ah," he replied knowingly. "So you're stuck waiting on her for the next hour."
"Yeah, pretty much," I smiled at him again.
"Well, you can help me merk these noobs if you want."
"I'm down. Looks like you could use the help," I teased, taking the seat next to him.
"Well I'd still be alive if someone hadn't interrupted me," he teased back, handing over a controller.
"Sure, sure. You know it's ok to be the noob getting merked. We all were at some point."
"So it's like that, is it? Alright, how about a little one on one then? See who the real noob is."
"Oooo you don't know what you're getting yourself into my man."
"Oh I definitely do, your ego just can't handle it."
"Alright," I chuckled, nodding my head. "It's on then."
We got a round going and began, continuing to talk shit while laughing and jostling each other the entire time. I'll admit, Evan was a lot better than I initially thought, but he still wasn't quite at my level.
"Let's gooo," I bellowed as I made the winning kill.
"Damn it! I was so close too!"
"Close ain't gonna cut it when you're going head to head with me," I gave him my best shit eating grin.
"Best two out of three," he countered.
"Once wasn't enough? You want to get shit on twice?"
"I was just getting a feel for how you play," he reasoned. "Now that I know what I'm up against, I'm prepared to own you."
I smiled, shaking my head. "So much confidence for someone who just got their ass kicked."
"Oh, I'll show you an ass kicking," he smiled back, a challenge in his eyes.
"Give it your best shot."
True to his word, he did in fact kick my ass.
"Hot shit," I said, impressed.
I looked over to see him returning a shit eating grin of his own.
"All right, let's not get too egotistical now," I smiled. "We're only tied after all."
"I know, I'm just anticipating how righteous I'll feel when I break it," he mockingly scoffed.
"You little shit," I laughed. "Prepare to get owned."
"Bring. It. On."
Just then the door at the top of the stairs opened and I turned my head as Cara called down, "Seth, I'm ready, let's get going!"
"Looks like we're gonna have to settle this at a later time," I turned back toward Evan and saw a flash of disappointment cross his face, mirroring how I surprisingly felt as well.
"It's cool, I can finish kicking your ass whenever you're ready," he shrugged casually..
"That cockiness will be your downfall one day."
"Or yours."
"SETH! LET'S GO!" Cara called again. "Amber and Brad are already on their way to the restaurant!"
"Don't you just love how she takes forever, then yells like you're the one making her late."
"I heard that, asshole!"
I laughed and gave him a friendly thump on the back before leaning in closer.
"She'd be late to her own burial just to get her makeup right, never mind that she'd be spending eternity in a box," I whispered so she didn't hear.
That drew a laugh from him as I rose from the couch, a grin on my face. I headed toward the staircase, stopping at the bottom as he spoke.
"See you later, Seth. Make sure to get some practice in before next time, you need it."
I turned, flipped him the bird and winked as he smiled back at me from the couch, then headed upstairs towards my girlfriend waiting at the top with her arms crossed and a frown on her face while she impatiently tapped one foot.
------
After that, I'd join Evan in playing video games down in the basement whenever I was at Cara's house and had some free time, usually if I was waiting for her to get ready or I was spending the night and couldn't fall asleep after she already had. I'd even play online with him while I was home at my apartment on occasion, something Cara noticed one day.
"You ready?" She walked in from the bathroom, pulling her hair back into a ponytail.
I was on the bed, my fingers moving rapidly over my Xbox controller, eyes trained on the TV across from me.
"Yeah, almost finished," I mumbled to her.
The game ended a few seconds later and I spoke into my headset.
"Alright, dude, I gotta go, your sisters waiting on me."
"Ok, I'll see later, man," Evan spoke into my ear.
"See ya."
I tossed the controller aside and took my headset off.
"Was that Evan?" Cara asked.
"Uh-huh."
I switched the TV and console off then stood to grab my shoes.
"Since when do you guys play online?"
I shrugged. "I dunno, we started a little while back. It's only every once in a while."
"Yeah, on top of when you guys play together at the house."
I shrugged again, slipping into my sneakers.
Cara crossed her arms, "Look, I appreciate that you made the effort to get to know him and all, I really do. But you don't have to keep hanging out with him for my sake. We aren't really that close."
"What makes you think I'm hanging out with him for your sake?"
She raised an eyebrow at me.
"Seth, come on. You sweet talked my parents when you first met them, and tried to do the same with Evan but he kept shutting you down until that day you asked to see his sketches. Are you honestly saying you didn't do all that to try and impress me?"
"....Ok, you're right, that is why I was nice to him at first," I admitted. "But once I got to know him and we hung out a little, I realized he's actually a pretty cool guy."
"He's a little shit is what he is," she said dryly.
"Aw, come on Cara, don't you think you're being just a little hard on the guy?"
She waved her hand dismissively, turning to grab her purse. "Oh I'm sure he's said much worse about me, I can guarantee you that."
I didn't say anything, the memory of him calling her a raging bitch flashing through my mind.
"Look," she continued, "it's fine that you like hanging out with him or whatever. I just don't want you to feel like you have to 'cause of me."
"I'm not, trust me. I just have fun playing video games with him, that's all."
"If you say so," she shrugged, but I couldn't help the nagging feeling that she wasn't super keen with the whole thing. I opted to drop it, not wanting to open that can of worms.
"Let's go," I said, "we're gonna be late."
------
My feet were heavy on the stairs as I angrily stomped down them. I heard the loud slam of Cara's door upstairs, echoing throughout the silent, empty house. I made sure to return the gesture by slamming the front door behind me as I stepped out into the cool March night.
I stood on the doorstep, breathing heavily. "Fucking bitch," I muttered.
"Well hello to you too."
I turned my head and saw Evan walking up the path from the driveway, his lips quirked up in a small, teasing smile that I couldn't help but return.
He stopped in front of me and brushed the curls out of his eyes. "What's up, man?"
"Not much, just...," I sighed.
"Fighting with my sister?"
"How'd you know?"
"Clenched fists, set jaw," he counted on each finger, "the look of inexplicable frustration as if you were trying to move a boulder with a fork."
I snorted, "You know the signs well."
He shrugged, "Hearing you grumble 'fucking bitch' under your breath was a pretty dead giveaway too."
I laughed this time, suddenly grateful for his presence.
"Yeah, I guess I let my anger get the better of me, huh?"
"Oh please, Cara could make a monk swear," he dismissed.
"I'm starting to see that," I rubbed my temples.
"I get it, Seth. I really do."
He gave me a look of sympathy, which I greatly appreciated, and offered a small smile.
"Enough of my shit. What've you been up to?"
He shrugged. "Nothing really. Just finished seeing a movie with some friends."
He suddenly perked up, struck by an idea.
"Actually, I was about to smoke a bit, if you maybe wanted to join?"
"Yeah?" I raised my eyebrows inquiringly. After the last few hours, getting stoned and chilling out sounded great.
"Mhm," he nodded his head. "I gotta grab shit from my room, but we can smoke out in my car."
"Honestly, dude, that'd be perfect."
"Awesome, I'll be back in a few minutes." He smiled again before heading inside.
Fuck, he's really coming in clutch right now. I stood outside the front door for a few minutes before Evan came back out.
He held up a bowl and a plastic baggy of weed, "Alright, let's rock and roll."
We walked over to his car and got inside. He started it and cranked up the heat before packing a bowl. I looked out the window as he took the first hit.
"You usually smoke out here like this?"
"Yeah," he exhaled. "When it's warmer, I usually smoke on the deck out back, but I've never been bothered out here before."
He passed me his bowl and the lighter. I took a big drag, holding the smoke tight in my lungs before slowly exhaling it.
"Fuck yeah," I murmured, the weed's relaxing haze settling over my brain.
"Feel better?"
I hand the bowl and lighter back over to him. "You have no idea."
He giggled before taking a hit. We passed the bowl back and forth over the next few minutes, getting high together.
"Shit, your sister would be a helluva lot easier to deal with if I got stoned with you beforehand."
He grinned at me, eyes bloodshot and glazed over.



"Did she make that face like she's constipated and upset about it?"
I watched his features become pinched in mock anger and we both broke out in laughter at his impression.
"What were you two even fighting about?"
I shook my head and took another hit. "My fucking roommate."
"Your roommate?"
"Yeah. Well that's what it started as anyway. She doesn't really like him, or rather his girlfriend, I should say."
"Color me surprised," his voice dripped with sarcasm. "So what about your roommate and his girlfriend set her off?"
I sighed, "Your sister and I are throwing a party at my place this weekend, and out of politeness, I invited both of them."
He looked at me, waiting for more.
"That's it," I told him.
His eyebrows shot up. "That's why she's pissed?"
"Yup."
"Oh God," he rolled his eyes. "It's his apartment too. What, did she think you were supposed to just tell him about it and then not invite him at the very least?"
"That's what I said."
"Jesus," he muttered.
"And the worst part is, they aren't even coming."
"So why is she all pissed off then?"
"It's the principle of it according to her. I invited them knowing she doesn't get along with Justine, my roommate Matt's girlfriend."
He blinked rapidly, a look of incredulity on his face. "She needs to get over herself."
"From your mouth to God's ears," I muttered.
"So, is that why you've been spending more time here lately? Because she doesn't get along with Matt's girlfriend?"
"Partly. She doesn't like hanging around my place when they're there. But it's also because she's just gotten more clingy lately, almost like she wants all of my time and attention. And that's what the fight was really about, that and how I'm a shitty boyfriend for not giving it to her."
Evan winced and I shook my head in frustration before taking another hit.
"Well I think you're a good boyfriend, although if I'm being honest, I'd say that about anyone who manages to put up with Cara's bullshit."
I chuckled and he smiled at me.
"You know, you're real easy to talk to," I told him.
He gave me the side eye, "Why do you sound so surprised?"
I held up my hands, "Oh, no, I didn't mean--"
He broke out in a grin and thumped me on the shoulder, "I'm just fucking with you, dude."
I laughed, "You little shit."
"Sorry, couldn't resist."
"And after I've been so nice to you," I said in mock offense.
He laughed. "I know, I know. I was a bit standoffish when we first met."
"Bro," I deadpanned, "You acted like I had the plague or something."
His grin reached all the way up to his glassy, bloodshot eyes. "Alright, I guess I was kind of a prick."
"Uh-huh."
"You just intimidated me a little bit."
"How?"
"Well, I remembered you from high school, all tall and full of swagger. Made me nervous. Plus you used to hang out with those loud mouthed dipshits that were on the baseball team with you."
I felt a little embarrassed, mostly since I still hung out with some of those guys.
"They weren't all bad," I reasoned.
"True. You're not the asshole I initially took you for."
"Gee, thanks."
He smiled at me and I smiled back. We lapsed into silence for a few seconds, the bowl now full of ashes, some smoke still lingering lazily around us.
"Man, you keep it steamy in here," I eventually said, noticing how warm I'd become.
"Sorry, I get really cold," he reached to turn off the heater.
"Yeah, 'cause your a fucking toothpick."
"I'm actually a broomstick, thank you very much."
I laughed as I grabbed the bottom of my hoodie and began pulling it over my head. As I did, I felt the shirt underneath ride up along with it, exposing my stomach.
Cursing, I struggled in my seat until I managed finally to wriggle out of it. As I did, I noticed Evan's eyes trained down, his gaze focused intently on my taut, defined abs and the line of fine brown hair that ran down the center of my abdomen. He immediately looked away, but not quickly enough to avoid being detected, the weed having apparently dulled his response time.
His pale cheeks burned bright red with embarrassment as he avoided my gaze, and I smiled to myself, amused. I knew Evan was gay, Cara had told me before she'd introduced us, I just had never caught him checking me out before.
It didn't bother me the way I knew it would bother some other guys. Truth be told, I actually took it as a compliment, and Evan's reaction to being caught, how he'd blushed so intensely and shyly looked away, was kind of endearing, adorable in a way.
Seeing how flustered he was, I opted not to follow my initial instincts and poke fun of him, choosing instead to make a suggestion.
"Damn, I got the munchies real bad. You up for grabbing something to eat?"
He smiled at me, and I knew I'd made the right decision to not tease him by the grateful look on his face.
"Yeah, I'm starving. Mel's?"
"Mel's sounds fucking great right now."
"Sweet."
We put our seatbelts on and he grabbed his phone, his thumb flicking over the screen for a few seconds before music began to fill the car. I tilted my head in recognition at the song's opening bars before singing along with the first verse.
"No way you listen to Mac de Marco," Evan said.
I kept going, looking at him expectantly until he finally opened his mouth and joined in. Soon we were belting out the chorus before breaking off in a fit of laughter.
He threw the car in reverse and backed out the driveway. We continued badly singing along to each song the entire way to the diner.
-----
Cara and I made up the next day, although without really addressing the issues that had led to us fighting in the first place.
In an effort to appease her, I started spending even more time at Cara's place, which helped a bit as she seemed to ease up on the clinginess.
The silver lining was that I got to spend more time with Evan. If Cara was getting ready or had fallen asleep before me, I'd slip down to the basement to hang out with him. We'd play video games or watch anime, sometimes sneaking out to smoke in his car and out on the deck when it warmed up enough.
He even began hanging out with the two of us more, something that I think irked Cara, but I hesitated bringing it up. They had a very complicated relationship, something that I'd picked up on over the last few months, and I decided it would be best not to prod either of them over it.
After that night in his car, I never caught Evan checking me out again. I figured it was just an in the moment thing, that when my shirt rode up in such a close space his eyes naturally wandered. It was several weeks later when I found out he was much more discreet than I had realized.
It was early in the evening on a Friday. Cara and I were the only ones at her house. She had just gotten out of the shower and was getting ready for our date in the bathroom.
"Hey Cara," I called out from her bedroom.
"Yeah?"
"Where's your charger?"
"Is it not beside my bed?"
"No," I answered, shifting through the items on her nightstand in case I missed it.
"Check Evan's room. He might've taken it."
I headed into Evan's bedroom next door. The curtains were partially drawn, obscuring some of the light from the setting sun. The dark blue walls were covered in various prints and drawings. I looked them over briefly, wondering if any of the illustrations were his.
An unmade bed was pushed into a corner and on the desk next to it, I spied Cara's phone charger. I took several steps forward and reached out to grab the white block and cord when I noticed Evan's sketchbook next to it.
Trying and failing to remember the last time he showed me what he was working on, I gingerly lifted the sketchbook up, my curiosity piqued.
Flipping a few pages, I came across the sketch of Cara and I that he showed us that day in the living room. Seeing that he had left it unfinished reminded me of the hurt look on his face after she had insulted the drawing as well as his artistic ability, and I felt a pang of sadness in my chest.
I continued flipping through his sketches, once again amazed at the detail of each drawing, until I came to one that made me pause. It was of me, a side profile from the night we first smoked in his car. It wasn't as detailed as the other sketches, which made me think he drew it from memory, but it was definitely me; smiling down at the bowl clasped in my hands.
I stared at the drawing a few more moments before flipping the page, stumbling on several more sketches. They were smaller, and again, less detailed, but all of them were of me; laughing, smiling, deep in thought.
I marveled at his ability to draw such a likeness just from memory, even if these sketches lacked the fine detail that the others had, while at the same time feeling flattered to have been the subject of several of his drawings.
"Did you find it?" I heard Cara's footsteps as she padded up beside me.
Quietly looking down at the sketches for several seconds, she then snorted and said, "Looks like someone has a little crush."
I swore I detected just a hint of jealousy beneath her sarcastic tone, but opted to say nothing, flipping the page instead and coming to the last sketch in the book, one much more striking than the previous few.
Like the others, it was also of me, but instead of being drawn from memory, this appeared to have been drawn in person. I recognized the image from a night last week when Evan and I were watching anime down in the basement. I remembered him having his sketchbook out, but I assumed he was drawing one of the characters from the show that was playing.
In the drawing, I was splayed out lazily on the couch in joggers and a tank top, one leg hanging off with my foot planted on the ground and the other stretched out in front of me. My hands were clasped together behind my head as I rested it against a pillow while staring at the screen through heavy eyelids.
What was so striking about this sketch wasn't just the level of detail. Sure, he had managed to capture more by drawing in person: the stubble along my jaw, the bit of happy trail that poked out from beneath the hem of my tank top, the drowsiness on my face.
No, what was so striking about this image in particular was the emphasis he'd put on certain parts of my body; the muscle of my biceps as they curved outward, the broad, firm surface of my chest straining against the tank top containing it, and, most notably, the bulge from my cock along the inseam of my joggers.
The lines of each of these areas were drawn darker and more carefully than others, making them stand out, especially my bulge, which seemed to be the focal point of the sketch and gave the entire drawing a sensual, almost erotic, quality.
I was absolutely blown away by the entire thing. It really showed just how talented Evan was as an artist. But it also made his feelings quite obvious, something that was not lost on me or Cara, who inhaled sharply beside me.
"Horny little pervert," she muttered, a touch of venom in her voice.
"We shouldn't be snooping," I replied, shutting the book quickly and setting it down.
"You were the one that was looking through it when I came in," she accused.
"I know," I said, grabbing the charger, "but it was the wrong thing to do, looking at something so private."
She snorted. "It's only private 'cause he sketched his dirty little fantasy inside."
"Still though, we need to leave it be."
But she wasn't listening, instead staring off in thought. I could see her mind turning over, and she crossed her arms, a small, fiendish smirk appearing on her face.
"I'm gonna give him so much shit for this," Cara said, mostly to herself.
I suddenly pictured Evan's face, clouded with shame, embarrassment, and anger as she ridiculed him for his drawing, and barked out, "Cara!"
"What?" She snapped out of whatever she was imagining and looked up.
"Don't," I told her.
"Why not?"
"Because he's your brother."
"...And?" She said it like the fact that they were related didn't matter at all.
I sighed, "Fine, then because I'm asking you not to."
She held eye contact with me, her gaze intense and searching. "Please," I added.
Finally, after several long moments, she said, "Alright, I won't say anything."
I let out a small breath of relief I didn't know I was holding.
"If," she continued, "you agree to go to the lake with Emily and Jordan."
I groaned internally. Emily was Cara's cousin and a self absorbed bitch. I couldn't stand her, or her dumbass boyfriend, Jordan, which is why I had refused their offer when they invited us to go down to Emily's parent's lake house for Jordan's birthday. But for whatever reason, her and Cara were close, and she had been looking for a way to try and get me to agree to go, which had evidently just presented itself.
I didn't know why I felt so protective of Evan. I genuinely liked him, I really did. We got along well and he was really fun to be around. Hell, I'm happy to call that little shit my friend. I often found myself sticking up for him if Cara was being too harsh or offering words of comfort when I saw he'd had his feelings hurt by one of her off handed barbs. But it was right then that I realized just how much I actually liked the guy, and how badly I didn't want to see him hurt or embarrassed.
"Ok," I said, evenly.
Her face broke out in a grin, "Excellent! I'll let Emily know."
She turned and strode triumphantly from the room. I let out a long sigh and followed her, stopping to close the door. As I did, my eye caught the sketchbook on Evan's desk once more, and the knowledge of its contents made me smile softly to myself for just a second. Then I quietly tugged the door shut behind me
------
True to her word, Cara said nothing to Evan about the discovery made in his sketchbook, although she did act a bit more frosty towards him than she usually did, which he always dismissed with a dramatic roll of his eyes. But her behavior wasn't anything so unusual as to set off alarm bells that something was wrong.
So, I begrudgingly endured an entire weekend spent with her, Emily, and Jordan. In truth, it wasn't as bad as I had anticipated, mostly due to the excessive amount of alcohol I drank to make dealing with being there easier.
Ever since I found those drawings, I searched for any indication of the feelings carved so ardently in Evan's sketchbook, finding none. The kid had a great poker face, giving absolutely nothing away while we hung out together. If it hadn't been for those drawings, I wouldn't have guessed at all how he felt.
So, our friendship continued on as normal, hanging out and playing video games or watching anime while occasionally sneaking out to smoke weed, until one night in mid April.
Cara and I got back to her place after a late dinner. Both of us had a decent amount to drink at the restaurant, and we went right to sleep as soon as we got up to her room.
I woke up several hours later, severely parched. Turning over, I realized that Cara was not in bed beside me. I tapped my phone on the nightstand and saw that it was a quarter to three in the morning.
Climbing bleary eyed out of bed, I stumbled my way down to the kitchen for some water. The house was dead quiet as I padded silently through the living room, half asleep. Rounding the corner, I stopped dead in the entryway to the kitchen.
Diagonally across from me, the bottom half of a person emerged from a narrow gap between the open pantry door and its frame. They were bent over at the waist as they rooted around deep inside, their top half obscured, and I was greeted by a pair of long, smooth legs atop of which sat a round, voluptuous ass, emerging from the bottom of an oversized t-shirt and clad in a pair of red, lace panties.
I felt my dick twitch in my shorts staring at the two pale globes, barely contained by the panties that encased them and practically glowing from the light of the full moon that flooded the room, as they jiggled slightly from movement.
Striding forward, I was completely focused on the perky, shapely ass in front of me, which slowly took up my entire field of vision as I approached. Stopping only a few inches away, my eyes traced the sloping curves of soft, pale flesh scantily clad in thin, red fabric. Unable to help myself, I wound my hand back and brought it forward, delivering a harsh smack to the bottom of the ass cheeks that appeared to be almost hovering before me.
I was rewarded with the ripple of alabaster skin and a startled yelp from inside the pantry. My fingers gently grazed the smooth, ivory surface of the twin orbs I had just violated as I took ahold of one.
"You know, baby, if you're still hungry, I've got some dick I could feed you," I roughly squeezed the creamy asscheek in my hand and felt my dick twitch once more.
Several long, still seconds passed before the pantry door was pushed open from the inside, and I looked down at the shocked face of Evan, his head swiveled around to face me while the soft glimmer from his phone's flashlight illuminated the blond curls around his face.
I stared in confusion and felt my brain whirling as it attempted to connect the feeling of the silky, round asscheek in my hand and the surprised face of my girlfriend's little brother staring back at me.
The pieces finally came together in a quick, harsh snap of realization, and my mouth fell open.
"Holy shit," I said in bewilderment. "Evan, I... I'm--"
It was then that I realized I still had his ass gripped tightly in my hand and let go, taking several steps back as he straightened up in a slow, stiff manner.
"Evan," I repeated, "I am so, so sorry. I thought-- It was dark. I-I just saw the panties and your-- I mean, I saw... you and thought it was Cara. She usually sleeps in one of my t-shirts and..."
My rambling trailed off as I noticed Evan, eyes cast down and cheeks aflame, fidgeting in front of me as he stood hunched over a bit, his body partially turned away. I looked at him more closely for a moment, confused, before it eventually dawned on me, and then I understood; Evan had an erection.
He had an erection and was trying to hide it. That's why he was so embarrassed, not because I'd slapped and groped his ass by mistake, but because it had turned him on.
My wide eyes sought his but he seemed to almost recoil from my gaze, clearly ashamed at my discovery. I opened my mouth to speak, unsure of exactly what I would say, but instead, he blurted out, "Please don't tell Cara."
Then he made a quick exit, brushing past me and leaving the scent of lavender to linger behind as I stood alone in the kitchen, stunned. My mind struggled to process everything that had transpired while I slowly shuffled back up to Cara's room in a daze, no longer thirsty. She was lying under the covers in the bed as I mechanically climbed in next to her, settling on my back. I felt her stir as I stared up at the ceiling, now wide awake.
"Where were you," she mumbled, her voice heavy with sleep, "I came back from the bathroom and you were gone."
It took me a second to process her words before I answered absentmindedly, "I went to get water."
She uttered a grunt of acknowledgement and turned over, her back now to me. Laying there in the dark, it felt as if my brain were in a fog, the minutes slowly ticking by as I replayed what had just happened over and over, contemplating how I had wound up mistaking Evan's ass for Cara's, the way it had felt clutched tightly in my hand, and above all, the throbbing hardon I'd had since.
My dick ached as it strained against the front of my boxer briefs, begging for relief which I had been resisting to provide. I kept my hands at my sides, trying to ignore the strong pulsing in my groin, my cock so swollen it practically hurt.
Finally, I couldn't take it any longer. Desperate to alleviate the tension between my legs, I glanced at Cara to check on her still form and slow, heavy breathes before slowly climbing to my feet.



I eased my way out into the hall and headed towards the bathroom, my hard cock bouncing in my mesh shorts. Once inside, I shut the door and flicked on the light. Yanking my shorts and underwear to the ground, I freed my hardon and grasped it in my hand, sighing as I stroked it several times.
I plopped down on the toilet and got to work, wasting no time in furiously pumping the hard, heavy cock in my hand. Leaning back to get comfortable, I stretched my long legs out in front of me before yanking my tank top up and over my head to rest the hem along the back of my neck.
My eyes closed and the image of Evan's panty covered ass swam up. I jerked faster, remembering how pale and round it looked in the moonlight, the way it felt silky to the touch against my fingers yet meaty and thick in my hand. I could almost hear the sound of my palm making contact with the underside of those perfect globes and felt a shiver run down my body as I recalled the resulting ripple across his cheeks.
I was getting close, but it hadn't taken very much to get me to this point given how horny I was as well as the vivid memories I was using to get myself off. But what finally pushed me over the edge was the sharpest of them all; how slutty Evan had looked standing in front of me with my handprint on his fat ass while his hard cock tented out of the little red panties he was wearing, betraying just how much he enjoyed my rough handling of him.
"Fuck," I muttered, cum bursting from the tip of my cock.
My body spasmed as thick ropes of jizz splattered all over my chest and stomach, coating my abs and becoming matted in the hair that crowned my pecs. I lost track of how many shots of cum I'd fired before they'd finally subsided, but when I opened my eyes and looked down, I saw just how much I'd released. The amount of sperm that I was covered in made me look like a goddamn glazed donut.
I felt my head knock back against the wall as fatigue took over. Slowly, my breathing got back down to normal and I gingerly stood up, trying to avoid dripping cum everything. Snagging a washcloth from the towel closet, I ran it under the faucet and cleaned myself up, mopping up all the semen before it had a chance to dry too much.
Afterward, I crept back into Cara's room and found her still fast asleep. Sliding under the covers, sleep quickly found me, but before I went under, I came to the conclusion that I had just had the best jerk off session in years.
------
After our late night encounter in the kitchen, Evan avoided me for the next couple of weeks. If I'm being completely honest, I was a bit relieved. I needed some time to wrap my head around what had happened and my response to it all. Then there was Evan himself. I had no idea how this would affect our friendship, especially since I couldn't stop thinking about his ass.
I was constantly fixated on it, how it looked and felt. It astonished me that such a hot little rump could exist on his body. One day, not long after the incident, I caught sight of Evan as I came through the front door. He was going up the stairs and my eyes scanned his backside for any sign of the beautiful ass I had encountered just a few nights earlier. Finding none, I marveled at how hidden it was beneath layers of heavy, oversized clothing, like buried treasure waiting to be unearthed.
I jerked off many times thinking about those twin mounds of pale flesh, replaying the memories of that night so often they felt burned into my brain. A few times I even conjured up those images while having sex with Cara. It turned me on, thinking about her little brother's ass while I was inside her, using the memories of when I groped him to help me fill her pussy with cum.
But the more I jerked off while thinking about Evan's ass, the more curious I became about it, and soon I wasn't just thinking about how it had felt in my hand, but also about how it would feel if my cock was buried inside it.
The idea of fucking Evan slowly began to creep its way into my jerkoff sessions. The first time it happened, I was lying back with my eyes closed and my hard cock fisted in my hand, yanking away while picturing his ass, all round and pale, when my cock suddenly appeared behind it, poised to enter.
I came immediately, surprised by how much the idea of it turned me on. So the next time I jerked off, I went a little further with the fantasy and imagined inserting just the tip. Like before, it turned me on immensely, and I kept taking it further and further each time until all I thought about while jerking off was my rock hard cock pounding Evan's luscious ass over and over.
Despite how much I enjoyed the fantasies though, I still felt out of my depth with all of it. I like to consider myself a very sexual and adventurous person, but I'd never done anything gay before. Not because I was opposed, I just never had any inkling, until now that is.
So one night, I found myself navigating over to the gay side of PornHub. I know that porn isn't a great measurement for how sex with another person would be, but I had been thinking so much about fucking Evan that I was curious as to what that might entail.
After some time carefully filtering out what I wasn't looking for, I was left with dozens of amateur videos, all featuring young, thin guys taking dicks up their fat asses. I watched about half a dozen or so, fascinated and aroused by the content.
I had watched plenty of videos of girls getting plowed from behind over the years, and was surprised by how little a difference there was between those videos and the ones I was currently watching. At least in regards to the asses of who was getting fucked, anyway.
So many of these guys had round, feminine looking asses, just like Evan did. It was mind boggling but also hot as hell; watching big cocks pound them, the noise of slapping skin, the dirty talk.
That was something else that had surprised me; the dirty talk. Not really that it occurred so much as the content itself. I was introduced to a slew of new words and phrases in addition to hearing familiar ones applied in very different ways; twink, boy pussy, breeding. I'd never heard men, or their asses, being referred to in so many lewd and feminine ways before. All of it made my head spin, but also made my cock throb.
Yet, despite my growing interest, I was still unsure if any of this would progress beyond just masturbatory fantasies, or even if it should.
The month eventually changed over to May, and I continued to turn it all over in my mind. My relationship with Cara had begun to encounter the same problems we experienced before but had never addressed.
She noticed how distracted I became over all this. Although I assured her that nothing was wrong, I could tell she didn't believe me, and as a result, she began acting clingy again, although this time she was more demanding of my time and attention, which began to grate on my nerves.
On top of it all, our sex life began to dwindle because of how frequently I was jerking off to this new, inexplicable erotic desire that had piqued my sexual interest, something that created even more tension between us.
It almost spilled over one night while we were out with a group of friends. We had been bar hopping and Cara had drunk quite a bit, more than she normally did. She was already in a bad mood when we left her house earlier after I'd snapped at her for blowing my phone up all afternoon. So as the night slowly wore on, the more alcohol she consumed, and the nastier she became.
She called me a shitty boyfriend several times and accused me of being neglectful. It felt like she was trying to goad me into a fight, but I had refused to take the bait, swallowing my anger after every piercing passive aggressive insult.
I tried once or twice to get her to chill out on the liquor, but she brusquely waved me away.
"So now you care about what I'm doing?" She slurred at one point. "Or is it just so I won't embarrass you?"
I let it be after that and eventually she crossed over from drunk and angry to sloshed and sloppy, forcing me to prop her up as I dragged out of the bar while she berated me for ruining her night.
After a tough wrangling, I finally got her into my car and she passed out on the ride home much to my relief. Despite the fact that I had to pretty much carry her up to her room, I was glad she wasn't awake to start anymore shit.
I sighed loudly and rubbed my temples after depositing Cara onto the bed. This had been the absolute shittiest night and the buzz from what little I had to drink wore off long ago, leaving me with a dull headache. I stared at her slumped body and for the first time wondered if our relationship was worth all the shit I had to put up with.
Stripping off my jeans and button down shirt, I pulled on a black tank top and mesh shorts, then dug through Cara's purse for the joint I'd rolled earlier and stashed inside, desperately needing something to help relax me.
Pulling it out along with a lighter, I slipped my feet through my slides and quietly padded downstairs. It was well past midnight and I didn't want to wake Cara's parents. I stepped out onto the back deck and shut the sliding glass door behind me.
It was cool for early May, and the night air felt good on my skin. I leaned against the wooden railing and put the joint between my lips. The moon was my only source of light and it shone down on me as I flicked the lighter several times, the flame finally catching. I lifted it and lit the end of the joint, inhaling a large puff of smoke.
I held it in my lungs and counted to thirty before exhaling with a sigh, the tingling fog already settling over my brain. I raised the joint to my lips, ready to take another hit, when I saw movement out of the corner of my eye and paused.
Turning my head, I saw Evan on the other side of the door, looking tentatively out at me. We stared at each other for several seconds before he held his hand up in greeting. I responded in kind and he pushed open the door a crack.
"I thought I heard someone out here."
"Yeah, well, I think I'm the only person usually up as late as you."
"Right, right..." he trailed off, looking away.
This was the first we'd spoken in weeks and it was still a little awkward.
"Well," he muttered, "I should probably..." he gestured his head in the opposite direction and moved to close the door.
"Wait."
He paused, looking back.
"I just lit this," I held up the joint, which trailed smoke. "Why don't you help me polish it off?"
Evan bit his lip, unsure. "Really?"
"Yeah man, you're still my smoke bud."
A small smile broke out across his face and I thought I saw some relief there as well. He stepped outside, and as he turned to shut the door behind him, my eyes scanned the loose joggers and oversized t-shirt he was wearing, and I wondered if he had on another sexy pair of panties underneath.
He slowly walked up to me until we stood facing each other. I offered him a hit of the joint and he took it. Evan still looked a bit nervous to be around me, and I smiled to let him know all was well.
"So how are you feeling about finals, man?"
"Well," he said, coughing slightly. "I'm a bit worried about my experimental drawing class but I think it'll be ok."
"I don't think you have anything to worry about. You're a great artist."
He blushed and looked away, a small smile on his face, "Thanks, Seth." He took another quick hit before passing it the joint back over.
"So, experimental drawing, huh?" I took a long drag.
"Yup."
"What makes it experimental exactly?"
"We use techniques and materials that aren't commonly used for drawings."
"That sounds really cool, actually."
"It is, I think it's my favorite class I've taken so far. It really pushed me to be more creative and think outside the box regarding my work."
Little by little, as we stood out there talking and getting high, the awkwardness slowly melted away until we were joking around like nothing had ever happened.
The joint was nearing its end as I passed it off, both of us giggling at some stupid joke I'd made. It petered off as Evan took a hit while glancing up at the sky, both of us now silent.
"You know, I'm glad I decided to come out here," he said suddenly. "I almost didn't."
I looked at him. "How come?"
He hesitated, dropping the finished joint into the ashtray on the railing, before slowly proceeding, "I thought it would be really weird between us."
"Because of what happened," I said in a low voice, and he turned away from the night sky toward me, making eye contact. "That night in the kitchen."
"Y-yeah," he whispered. "I thought you'd be freaked out."
"I wasn't. You didn't need to worry."
He chuckled a bit nervously, "Well can you blame me? Guys really don't enjoy finding out they were groping another dude instead of a girl."
I paused, contemplating my next words carefully before saying, "What makes you think I didn't enjoy it?"
His eyebrows raised dubiously, "You enjoyed groping my ass?"
I shrugged. "It's a nice ass."
He smiled like he thought I was joking.
"Alright, what makes it so nice then?" I watched his smile turn smug as he called me out on my perceived bluff, and I could tell he wasn't expecting a genuine response.
His challenging tone and the glint in his eye triggered something. Feeling suddenly bold, I looked him dead in the eye, holding his gaze intently, and in as serious of a tone as I could muster, I began telling him everything I had surreptitiously been thinking the last several weeks.
"How big it is," my voice came out clear and certain. "Not in an unhealthy way, but supple. It's so thick and round."
I emphasized each adjective and watched his smile falter a bit, the first signs of doubt starting to trickle through as he began to question if I was actually joking or not. My heart leapt in my chest and I took a half step towards him, still holding eye contact, a subtle thrum of excitement suddenly running through me.
"And that silky, smooth skin; so pale and sensitive. Even in just the moonlight, I could clearly see my handprint practically burnt onto the surface after I spanked you."
His smile slowly disappeared the more I talked, the gravity of my words finally sinking in. I felt my cock stir slightly inside my shorts, bristling at the hint of sexual tension beginning to permeate the air, and I leaned in just a bit closer to Evan.
"Then there are those cheeks, those two shapely mounds. I couldn't believe how your little lace panties made them look," I prompted.
"How... how did they make them look?" He spoke in quiet disbelief, his smile completely gone now.
A sultry grin slowly spread across my face as he appeared enticed into whatever this was.
"Slutty," I proclaimed emphatically.
I heard his breath hitch slightly, a light shiver running across his body.
"They looked ripe and slutty," I continued, "practically bursting out of those snug, red panties that barely seemed to contain them."
My cock was now half hard from our conversation and the knowledge that I had enticed Evan into this provocative back and forth. He was taking heavy breaths, staring up at me with those big blue eyes full of excitement and terror; his face that of prey willing and allowing itself to be lured in. It fueled a sexual adrenaline that urged me forward, the corners of my mouth turned up in a sly, inviting grin as I spoke.
"But you want to know what I liked best about your ass, Evan?"
"What?" He breathed. "What did you like the best?"
"How it felt in my hand when I squeezed it; soft, but incredibly firm at the same time. I've never felt an ass that magnificent before."
He swallowed loudly. "Really?"
I nodded my head, "Uh-uh, and you wanna know something else?"
Evan nodded his head, slow but deliberate.
Leaning in closer still, I said in a husky voice, "I haven't been able to stop thinking about how good it felt ever since."
His eyes grew wide, searching mine for confirmation; he was still checking to see whether this was all real or if I was messing with him. So I pushed even further, unsure of what would happen but eager to find out.
"I've been playing the memory of that night over and over in my head for weeks; just constantly thinking about your ass, how it looked, and remembering the feeling of it clutched tightly in my hand while I jerk off."
My words hung heavily in the air as we stared at one another in sexually charged silence, both of us waiting, anxious and almost giddy, for whatever would happen next. Finally, Evan took a deep breath, steeling himself to speak, and I felt my cock twitch in anticipation for what he would say.
"Do you want to feel it again?" His voice was low, but clear and full of determination.
I felt my heart skip a beat in excitement, and I nodded before stepping close to him, still holding eye contact. His lavender shampoo was all I could smell, and I breathed it in as I reached under his t-shirt with my right hand and cupped his side. Another shiver ran through him when my coarse fingers made contact with his soft skin.
The erotic tension pulsed between us, and I just stood there holding his side, letting it wash over me. Slowly, I slid my hand to the small of Evan's back, pausing before the tips of my fingers pushed under the waist of his joggers.
Almost immediately, I encountered thin, frilly fabric, confirming my earlier question of whether or not he was wearing panties again. Evan blushed slightly at my discovery, and offered me a small smile. I smiled back, conveying that I enjoyed what I had found.
I continued on, my hand slowly glided down the slope of his ass, marveling at the way it flared out and taking great pleasure in the feel of his smooth, delicate skin. My fingers splayed out as I centered my palm along his left cheek. Pausing briefly, I let the tension and anticipation simmer before my large hand finally enclosed around the puffy mound of milky flesh, squeezing it with all the strength I had.
Evan inhaled sharply, rising up on his toes as my fingers dug harshly into his skin. Our faces were only a few inches apart now, and we held intense eye contact while I mercilessly crushed his spongy, circular ass cheek in my relentless grip. I exhaled slowly in relieved satisfaction, my breath coming out ragged and heavy. Evan's lips, parted slightly from excited wonder, quivered from the pressures on his ass.
We stood like this, our bodies nearly pressed together, for almost a minute; two men reveling in searing sexual pleasure derived from finally fulfilling illicit and long held fantasies.
Eventually, I slowly began to relax my grip, watching as Evan rolled back onto the flats of his feet, until I was gently cupping his ass.
Both of us were breathing heavily, and he peered at me curiously from under his eyelashes, suddenly shy.
"Did... did you enjoy it?" He asked, watchful eyes questioning.
"You tell me."
I took his wrist with my free hand and brought his open palm up to my crotch, pressing it against the bulge of my now fully hard cock.
Evan's eyes went wide as my clothed cock writhed against his touch. I held his hand there, watching his stunned reaction while I flexed my dick against his palm and fingers. It took a few thrusts before he snapped out of his shock and finally picked up on what I was trying to get him to do.
I let go of his wrist once he started rubbing my bulge on his own. Sighing, I closed my eyes and began running my hand across the bottom of Evan's ass.
We spent the next few minutes just touching each other; I stroked Evan's asscheeks in between tight gropes, enjoying the squishy feeling of his plump globes molding around my clasped hand, while he palmed and gripped my stiff cock through the material of the mesh shorts I was wearing, forcing small grunts of pleasure from between my lips.



Opening my eyes once more, I saw Evan's gaze was trained down at my crotch, keenly watching my bulge as it throbbed under his touch. I smirked, watching him take such clear enjoyment in feeling up my cock.
"Yeah, you've been dreaming about this for a while now, huh?"
He looked back up at me, eyes wide with surprise. Biting his lip, he nodded his head in bashful admittance.
"Say it," I demanded.
"I've been dreaming of this for a long time," he said after a brief, contemplative pause.
"Dreaming of what?" I insisted further.
"Your cock," he breathed, and I felt it surge under his still moving palm, as if being summoned. "I dream about your cock all the time. It's all I've imagined for months."
I knew all of this already, from his secret drawings as well as the night I caught him checking me out, but something about hearing him admit to it, to finally vocalizing his desire for the large pulsing member between my legs, turned me on immensely, and I had a strong urge to hear more.
"Do you touch yourself while picturing it?"
He started nodding his head before stopping himself, remembering my earlier command. "I jerk off to you. It's been my favorite fantasy, imagining you naked, your big cock as hard as it is now."
I start excitedly humping his hand a bit while giving his ass quick, hard squeezes.
"What else do you imagine while jerking off?" I pressed, determined to get him to elaborate further.
"Holding your cock in my hand. Slowly pumping it while you groan," he had picked up on how eager I was to hear about his fantasies, and spoke with less trepidation about them.
"I wonder about the size of it, how long and girthy it would be," he paused briefly in consideration before continuing, a bold new spark in his voice, "how it would feel to sit on."
My cock jumped upon hearing that, heart leaping from the knowledge that we shared the same fantasy. Driven by the aching cock he so desperately wanted to feel inside him, I leveled a lustful gaze at him and asked, "Do you want to find out?"
I wasn't exactly sure when I had decided I was going to fuck Evan, whether it was that night several weeks ago, in the last few seconds, or during one of the dozens of masturbation sessions in between. But what I was sure of was, right at that moment, I wanted nothing more than to feel my twitching cock sandwiched between those two luscious asscheeks.
He nodded earnestly, almost trembling with anticipation.
"Where can we--"
"In the basement," he interrupted. "It was soundproofed when they turned it into a rec room."
I smiled at his eagerness and foresight. He clearly had thought a lot about this before. I let go of his ass and pulled my hand back out from his sweatpants.
"Alright, let's go."
He removed his hand from my bulge, his face full of anxious excitement.
"I need to get some stuff from my room first."
I nodded, "I'll meet you down there then."
We both went back inside, temporarily parting to go our respective ways. Once in the basement, I dimmed the lights a bit then stripped down to just my gray boxer briefs. Tossing the rest of my clothes to the side, I plopped down in the center of the couch, sinking into the soft cushioned surface as I leaned back.
I waited for Evan to return, horny and anxious to get started. My cock was so hard it ached and I rubbed it through my underwear to relieve some tension.
Soon I heard the door at the top of the stairs open and close quietly, followed by soft but quick padding on the steps. I straightened up excitedly as Evan appeared holding several items.
"Ok, I brought--"
He stopped dead in his tracks, eyes practically bulging out of his head as he drank in the sight of me on the couch, more exposed than he'd ever seen before.
I smirked, watching his eyes trace my muscular body, "Like what you see?"
He nodded, slowly walking over, and I noticed that he had a towel slung over one shoulder while holding a bottle of lube and a condom. My cock twitched seeing him with supplies for the sex we were about to have.
"Your turn now," I motioned to his clothes once he'd approached me.
Dumping the supplies next to me, he quickly shucked his shirt and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his sweatpants.
"Whoa, whoa, whoa," I held up my hands, stopping him.
He looked at me questioningly, and I made a circular motion with my finger. Turning around so his back was to me, he looked over his shoulder for confirmation and I nodded at him.
"Now slowly," I emphasized.
Once again, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his sweatpants before bending forward slightly. Ever so slowly, he began pulling his loose joggers down, first exposing a thin, black lace thong, and then, the voluptuous ass it contained.
My hand went to my cock, squeezing it as I leaned forward to get a close up view of the two thick, creamy cheeks I not so long ago was feeling up.
Evan stood back up as his sweatpants fell to his ankles, then gingerly stepped out of them. I automatically moved to grasp his ass, taking one of his cheeks in each hand. They ballooned around my hand as I squeezed them, and I had to resist the urge to lean forward and bite down on the milky white flesh that swelled outward from his narrow waist and hips.
I looked up and down Evan's body, surprised at not finding it as skinny as I had imagined it to be. He was slender for sure, but he had enough muscle on his frame to indicate some time spent in the gym, which gave him a nice trim figure. His broad shoulders and back had some definition, while his biceps and thighs, although not large, appeared toned and firm.
Overall, his body wasn't the stick figure I thought I'd find buried under all that oversized clothing, but a pleasant, almost hourglass-like physique instead; a wide set upper torso arcing inward toward a slim waist before flaring out once more as it ended at the shapely, bulbous ass gripped between my hands.
My fingers nimbly tugged down his panties, catching a glimpse of his hard cocking bouncing in front of him when freed. Now completely naked, I once again gripped his ass cheeks, admiring how they looked and felt as I squeezed and mashed them together. I finally noticed that his crack was completely hairless, and I gently pried his cheeks apart in curiosity, exposing his little pink, equally hairless hole to me.
Evan whimpered as my hot breath hit his most sensitive spot, and I watched his puckered hole quiver in fascination.
I was suddenly ready to get started, done with all the foreplay that we'd been leading with, and I let him know as much.
His head swiveled to address me, "I brought a condom, I didn't know if you wanted to use one or not."
I briefly considered his offer. "We can if you want to, but I'd prefer to go without."
He shook his head, having already made up his mind beforehand, "No, I want to know what your bare cock feels like."
My dick jumped at hearing him say that. Evan was turning out to be a little sluttier than I thought. I liked it.
"Make sure to put on a lot of lube," he informed me.
I grabbed the bottle and was about to open it before reconsidering.
"You do it," I told him.
His eyes widened and he turned around to face me. My gaze darted briefly to his cock sticking straight up, almost touching his flat stomach, and I saw that it too was hairless. I handed Evan the bottle before removing my boxer briefs.
Evan carefully watched my cock come into view when I lifted my hips to drag my underwear down, desire clear in his eyes. All seven inches of me protruded stiffly from neatly trimmed brown pubes, and Evan bit his lip while studying my dick intently.
He reached out for the lube, refusing to look away from my large cock while I handed it to him and as he subsequently squeezed a large dollop into his hand.
Squatting down, he gingerly reached out to take a hold of my cock. I watched as his fingers, nails black with polish, closed tightly around my shaft before he began gently pumping up and down. The lube felt cool as he spread it along my dick, and I could tell he enjoyed getting to do so, taking his time slicking it up just to be able to cop a nice feel.
Once my tool was nice and shiny, Evan stood back up and began applying some to his ass. Turning around so his back was to me, he tossed the bottle on to the couch.
"Sit a bit lower, and spread your legs out."
I complied, and once in position, he carefully climbed backwards onto the couch, placing both of his knees along the outside of each of my thighs, until he was kneeling with his legs spread, ass hanging just above my throbbing cock.
Evan gripped my knees for support so he didn't topple forward, and I automatically grabbed his calves in response. Surprised at the smoothness, I ran my hands up and down them before realizing they were shaved. It was a strange feeling, but not unpleasantly so.
"Grab your cock by the base," Evan instructed, "and make sure it's pointed up."
I did as I was told and he took his asscheeks in each hand, spreading them to reveal his hole. Slowly, Evan began to lower himself until the tip of my twitching cock was pressed against his taut opening, smearing it with precum.
Evan and I were frozen, standing precariously on the edge of our first carnal encounter as we indulged in the titillating electricity flowing between us, generated from pent up anticipation and a strong sexual attraction.
Eager to finally continue, Evan began pushing firmly down on my cock. The rubbery tip strained against his tight sphincter, stubbornly resisting the pressure to push inside, and I held my breath until it finally broke through.
Evan and I both let out astonished gasps as I entered him, and I couldn't believe I was finally inside the ass I had been fantasizing about for weeks, even if it was only the head of my cock.
After a brief moment, and when the shock of penetration wore off, Evan continued his descent, slowly sliding inch by inch down my thick pole.
My mouth fell open, breaths coming out in short gasps, as I watched his luscious, pale ass sink lower and lower, engulfing my shaft and enveloping it in a snug, warm embrace, almost unable to process the mix of gratification and lust that was reverberating through me.
After what felt like an eternity, my scratchy pubes pressed up against the smooth surface of his cheeks as I bottomed out inside him.
"Holy shit," I murmured in a strained voice. "I can't believe you did it, you fucking took it all."
Evan only moaned in response as he sat impaled on my big dick, squeezing it in an effort to accommodate me inside him.
I gasped as I felt his ass muscles take ahold of my shaft in a tight visceral grip, and my hands automatically shot out to grab his hips. A sudden urge to wreck his hot little hole filled me, almost overflowing, and I had to resist the impulse to start violently bucking upwards. Instead, I ground my teeth together and pulled him against my crotch, enjoying the feel of his bubbly, round ass cheeks pressing firmly into my groin.
Evan let out a small whimper, making my hard dick pulse.
"Yeah, how's that cock feel?"
"Fucking incredible," he gasped. "You're so big."
He leaned forward slightly, arching his back to afford my cock a more snug fit within his tunnel. My eyes traveled up his body and I clasped the top of his shoulder with my right hand, slowly dragging my palm and fingers lower as I followed the natural flow of satin skin down his back and over the rolling slopes of his snow white ass.
Evan shuddered and began making small, circular motions with his hips. I felt my rigid shaft being shifted around deep inside him, stretching the compact walls constricting my member.
I removed my hands and watched him softly gyrate against me, manipulating the meat he was crammed full of. My eyes tracked the movements of his ass, watching both cheeks swell outward as they writhed tenderly against my groin.
My breath came out ragged, and I felt myself flexing my hands, unsure of what to do with them. Vivid pleasure was radiating from deep within my loins, traveling sharply up my tingling shaft to the very tip, which felt lodged deep in Evan's guts.
I burned with lust and desire, the sexual gratification I received from having my dick inside the tightest hole I'd ever felt was incomparable.
Carefully, I reached out with both hands and took a hold of Evan's ass, clutching it. Upon feeling me grab him, he stopped rotating his hips and began pushing back against my touch.
I squeezed and mashed his cheeks together, watching both plump melons squish against each other and bulge toward me.
As I groped his ass, Evan began moving it slowly back and forth, slightly lifting up before coming back down. He did it so lightly the first few times that I hardly noticed. But then he boldly rose up, releasing a quarter of my shaft before pushed back down, enveloping me once more.
I grunted from the first real stimulation my cock had experienced thus far, and I squeezed Evan's ass hard in response. His resulting moan came out low from excitement.
"Fuck, keep going," I told him, giving him a gentle push.
Evan needed no further encouragement. He gracefully lifted himself up, freeing more of my cock, before his ass descended once again, repeating these movements over and over with just a bit more speed each time until he was riding me at a moderate pace.
This was it, we were finally fucking. There was no mistaking it for anything else. Evan and I were engaged in elicit, torrid sex on the couch in his basement while his entire family, which included my girlfriend, were asleep two floors above us.
And it was fucking incredible. I watched in quiet disbelief, mouth slightly ajar, as he bounced on my rock hard dick with a delicate agility I'd never experienced before; his fat ass smacked against the scruffy pubes and coarse skin of my crotch in a consistent rhythm that created soft, fleshy plopping noises which, in turn, heightened the raw, wanton pleasure brilliantly surging through me every time he tactfully clenched my pole as it slid inside him.
Evan moaned, low and guttural, between deep breathes, his fingers digging into my knees for leverage to keep his position atop my cock steady. I was vaguely aware of his own cock, just as hard as mine, bouncing up and down in front of him.
But my eyes were glued to his ass, watching the velvet, alabaster skin ripple in succulent waves across plump, circular cheeks each time our bodies collided. I couldn't help myself, I smacked his perfect round rump, my open hand a blur as I brought it down harshly on top of one of his orbs.
"Ugh," Evan's cry of pleasurable pain mingled with the sound my palm created when it made contact with his ass.
"Yes, again," he told me with barely contained excitement.
I bit my lip and delivered another sharp crack to his rear, just a tad harder this time.
"UGH!" His cry was louder, head thrown back, and I felt my cock surge inside him.
"Like that, don't you?"
I smacked him again, not bothering to wait for an answer, and was rewarded with a third cry forced from his lips.
"God, yes," he whispered.
"I fucking knew it. That night in the kitchen, standing there with your stiff cock tenting out the front of those red panties," he was pushing back against my pole with more tenacity now, breaths come out hitched, "shame burning in your cheeks for taking pleasure in that spanking I gave you. Just like the little slut that you are."
This time when his ass descended, I lifted my hips up, spearing him with my dick as it slid swiftly into the warm casing that was his hole.
"Oh fuck," his voice quivered.
"This is what you fucking wanted, isn't it?"
I smacked his ass again.
"Tell me, I want to hear you say it." I began steadily pumping his ass, driving my cock deep inside him every time he dropped it against me.
"Ugh, yes, I want your big cock inside me. I've wanted to feel you stretch my hole for months!"
He was pushing down on my cock faster now, eager to meet my upward thrusts, and his right hand went to his dick waging in front of him, quickly jerking it. Our now mutual fucking descended into a whole new level of intensity, both of us lost in the lustful haze of gratifying sexual indulgence.
Our bodies moved together in a decadent cadence; the gentle beginnings of perspiration dotted his skin and mine, and the room echoed with the groans and heavy breathing of two animals deep in heat.
Half thought words poured from our mouths in between punishing smacks, fueling the rapidly approaching crescendo.
"Fuck me," Evan begged. "Fuck me, Seth. Fuck me with your big cock."
"Is this what you want," I yelled, pounding him. "You want this big dick?"
*SMACK*
"Ugh, yes, yes. Give it to me. I want it, ugh, fuck me, fuck me, Seth!"
Another smack followed by another cry of pain and pleasure, yet Evan continued moving his ass up and down, stroking my meat with his hole while he took care of his
"Take it, take my fucking dick!"
I delivered another power clap to his ass, reddening it further.
"Fuck me, fuck my slutty ass, Seth," he whispered.
I groaned, my dick throbbing from his words.
"You're a slut for my dick, aren't you?"
"Yes, and I want you to fuck me like one," he begged. "Fuck me like you'd fuck a horny slut."
I immediately grabbed a hold of his hips, taking control as a mix of power and lust surged through me. I felt my fingers digging sharply into his soft flesh, and I knew I'd leave marks there, adding to the excitement I already felt.
Bringing his own movements to a halt, I started bucking upwards, fucking his glorious hole with urgency and desire while simultaneously mashing his ass roughly against me, which had the dual effect of shoving my dick deep into his snug chute and creating a rapid, perverse slapping noise that I took great pleasure in.
My movements were uncaring and forceful as I gave in to my earlier desire to ruin his hole, and I took Evan exactly like he'd asked me to, fucking him with the cold and distant efficiency of a man using another human's body solely for their own carnal enjoyment. And he fucking loved it.
The small cries of joy he emitted grew quite loud, and I was suddenly grateful that the basement was soundproof, as we surely would have woken up the entire household by now. I was aware of his closed fist moving rapidly along his shaft while my own continued to plow his ass without mercy.
We said nothing, just fiercely boned away on the couch in his basement, surrendering to the primal instincts that seemed to pour naturally out of us. His ass crashed against my pelvis in a rapid succession of thrusts and plunges.
The grunts that emerged from between my clenched teeth were deep and primitive. All I could focus on was the feeling of release growing steadily within my groin, so strong it felt like my dick was numb.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum soon," I barely managed to utter.
"Do it," Evan demanded in a strained voice. "Cum inside me, breed my ass."
Hearing him beg for my load made the cum boil in my heavy nutsack, drawing it out quicker than I had anticipated.
"God damn, it's coming. You're gonna get it, you're gonna fucking get it," I growled. "Get ready!"
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," he cried out desperately, and I saw large ropes of cum start to shoot out the tip of his dick, blasting forward in long arcs that splattered across the hardwood floor.
As he came, his ass automatically contracted, the muscles within clenching and releasing my cock in a swift pattern that brought forth my own long awaited orgasm.
I gasped in surprise. Pulling him down onto my dick one last time, I gave him a few shallow pumps before my sperm rushed out to claim his ass as mine.
"Oh shhhhit," I groaned.
I felt my cock spasming inside him as I flooded his guts with heavy amounts of thick semen. Evan moaned, low and long, still stroking himself, though gently now, his forceful spurts having dwindled down to just a dribble.



Holding my breath, I let the pleasure of unloading inside Evan's ass wash over me, and I began to feel dizzy by the time the throbbing in my cock finally started to cease, depositing less and less cum.
Evan must've felt it dissipate also, gently squeezing my shaft in an effort to extract as much of my seed as he could, whimpering with desperate need.
I fell forward, my forehead pressing into Evan's back. His skin, like mine, was covered in a light sheen of sweat, and I suddenly had the bizarre urge to stick my tongue out and taste it.
Both of us were breathing hard, and we stayed like this for several minutes trying to catch our breath. The air was rank with the smell of fresh semen. Evan's heaving chest began to grow steadier as his heart rate returned to normal along with mine.
"That was incredible," he said quietly.
"It really was," I murmured into his back, feeling dazed.
I sat back against the couch and we began the process of untangling ourselves. My cock had grown soft inside him and it slid out with ease when he moved to stand up. Small drops of my cum dripped onto the floor from his hole, joining the volley of sperm already splattered there.
"Jesus," he muttered, looking down.
I chortled as he gingerly stood in front of his mess. Grabbing the towel, he squatted down to begin mopping it up, exposing his cum filled hole to me. I watched my seed seep out of his ass, surprised at how sexy I found it.
I knew there was a chance that post-nut clarity could kick in, but I felt no regret or shame from what we had done. Instead, I found myself perfectly at ease, content even, in the aftermath of such an intense, first time sexual occurrence. My thirst for Evan had been quenched, and I imagine he felt the same regarding me, given he was cleaning the end result off the floor.
I stood up once he was finished and stretched, noticing him eyeing my still naked body.
"You should probably wash up a bit before going to bed." He nodded down to my flaccid cock.
"Yeah," I sighed, grabbing my clothes. "I'm all sticky from the lube."
"If you want to use the bathroom on the second floor, I'll use the one off the living room."
"You sure?"
"Well, it's gonna take me a bit longer to clean up than you," he said matter of factly.
"True," I nodded.
We dressed in silence, facing slightly away from each other. Neither of us knew what to say next or how to address what had just transpired, and I felt the first trickle of awkwardness from our encounter begin to seep through the calm veneer that had initially settled over me.
When we were dressed, I helped Evan collect what little he'd brought down with him, and finally, with no other way of delaying the inevitable, we stood in front of one another, waiting to see who would take the initiative and speak first.
"Sooo..."
"Yeah," I chuckled awkwardly, looking away.
It was silent again for another few moments.
"Are you, like, good or...?"
"No, no, I'm fine," I assured him. "Really."
"Cool," he sounded relieved. "I was a bit worried you'd be freaked out."
"I'm not. It's just..." I gestured uncertainly in front of us.
He laughed. "I know, it's not something I'm exactly used to dealing with either."
I smiled, taking some comfort in knowing he was just as in the dark as I was.
"Not exactly an everyday occurrence."
"It definitely is not," he smiled back. "How about we just call it a night then?"
"Yeah?"
"I mean, it is pretty late, and I think we both could use some sleep."
"Agreed."
I'm glad this didn't end up being as awkward as I imagined it would be, but I knew we'd have to talk about what happened at some point, and I was grateful to have some time to process how I felt about it all.
We both went up the stairs, shutting the basement lights off behind us, and parted to go our separate ways.
After washing all residual fluids off in the bathroom, I crept into Cara's room, careful not to disturb her. I peered at the still figure under the covers, my eyes adjusting to the dark before I could finally see the steady rise and fall of her chest to confirm she was still unconscious.
I felt a splash of guilt while I watched her sleep, and the truth of what had just occurred finally began to sink in as I climbed into bed. Despite the fight we had earlier and the recent strain in our relationship, there was no denying that I had cheated on her, and with her little brother no less.
My mind hummed as it turned over everything that had happened, keeping me awake to process the various emotions cropping up.
Eventually I slipped into unconsciousness, weary from too much thinking and the overexertion of tonight's activities.
I awoke the next morning to an empty bed, and I just laid there for a few minutes, still half asleep, before getting up. Walking into the kitchen, I found Cara propped lazily against the countertop, watching coffee slowly being brewed, looking like she had just crawled out of a grave.
"Morning," I greeted her softly, receiving only a grunt in response.
I was in the process of pouring a bowl of cereal when Evan walked in. He paused briefly, his eyes sliding to Cara then me, before trudging towards the refrigerator.
"Hey," he tossed casually over his shoulder, wrenching the door open.
"Sup," I nodded toward him.
We maneuvered carefully around the kitchen, assembling breakfast, before the three of us sat down at the table. It was silent as we ate, Evan and I occasionally stealing glances toward one each other which Cara was too hungover to notice. She took small bites of dry toast in between sips of coffee, although neither seemed to be helping.
Some time later, she rose to go take a shower, leaving Evan and I to clean up the table, which we did with few words uttered between us. It was neither awkward nor comfortable as we finished loading the dishwasher, and I took the opportunity to address what had been lurking in my mind since I woke up this morning.
"Listen, Evan, about last night..."
I cringed inwardly at how cliche that had sounded.
"Yeah?"
"Look, I really enjoyed everything we did. Seriously, it was some of the best sex I've ever had before."
"...but?"
"But," I continued gently, "I don't know if it's a good idea to do it again."
I glanced over at him and could see the disappointment evident in his face even though he wasn't looking directly at me.
"Yeah," he sighed, "I figured you might say something like that."
"It's just, I'm dating your sister, you know? Plus, she's already up my ass as it is, so I don't think it'd be very smart if we were doing this repeatedly behind her back."
"No, I get it, I really do. It'd be really bad if she found out."
"Yeah, and I wouldn't want to put you through something like that. You guys already don't get along well as it is, I can't imagine what it would be like if she caught us screwing."
He nodded his head, and I turned to face him.
"Hey."
He looked up at me and I clasped his shoulder with my right hand, making eye contact.
"You're a great guy, and a great fuck, and I'm glad I had my first experience with you."
He smiled at me and I smiled back.
"Still friends?"
"Yeah," he said. "Still friends."
I pulled him into a one armed hug, thumping his back a couple of times. He hesitated briefly before I felt both his arms encircle my waist, then slide up my back as he rested his head in the crook of my neck.
I found myself holding him a bit tighter, my body relaxing into his, and we stayed like that for longer than I had intended, the casual hug I initiated morphing into a tender embrace.
Finally, we both let go, chuckling and avoiding eye contact.
"I better go get dressed," he told me, "I'm supposed to meet some friends in an hour for a study session."
"Alright, I'll see you later, man."
I leaned back against the counter and watched him go, thinking about how well our conversation had gone. He'd reacted so reasonably when I told him it wasn't a good idea to have sex again, and while I wasn't really surprised that he had agreed with me, I was by how disappointed it made me feel.
I stood there, lost in conflicting emotions, before the sound of Cara calling my name pulled me out of my thoughts, and I pushed the lingering feelings of doubt and regret down to deal with later.
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The interior of the restaurant was dimly lit, the sleek and modern furniture matched the rest of the decor. I sat around a rectangular table with Cara's family listening to her mom tell us a story about something that happened at her job recently.
I reached for my glass of wine, my eyes briefly shifting to Evan who sat across from me. I'd been looking forward to tonight ever since Cara told me earlier in the week that we'd be having dinner with her family to celebrate her mom's birthday, the subtle hum of anticipation steadily growing in the days leading up this evening.
I took a long, slow sip, discreetly watching him from under my eyelashes. His head was turned toward his mom, listening to her story with a smile on his face. My gaze rested on the small, black ring along the left side of his bottom lip. When I spotted it for the first time earlier, I realized how long it'd actually been since I'd seen Evan. Although I knew it takes a while to heal, his lip piercing didn't look all that fresh.
I swallowed the wine and continued holding the glass in my hand. Evan laughed as his mom finished her story and glanced over at me. I smiled at him and he smiled back.
"How's your summer been so far," I asked him. "I feel like I haven't seen you in forever."
"I know," he said, a hint of disappointment in his voice. "Honestly, I've just been so busy. I'm taking a summer class on top of working part time."
"Yeah, your mom mentioned you got a job at some art place?"
"Yeah, it's a do it yourself art studio. Sort of like Painting with a Twist but not so corporate."
I nodded my head and heard Cara snort beside me.
"I'm surprised they let you work there with that thing on your lip," she mocked.
Evan's eyes narrowed slightly as he leveled a cool gaze at her. "It's better than the herpes blister we're used to seeing on your lip."
Cara's mouth dropped open and I choked on a sip of wine before descending into a coughing fit, grateful that it covered the laughter bubbling up in my chest.
"You asshole--"
"That's enough," Cara's dad interjected forcefully. "It's your mother's birthday and we're in public."
The silence that immediately followed was awkward, neither Cara or Evan looking at each other. I caught his eye and mouthed, "I like it."
Evan smiled softly and mouthed a thank you back. I hadn't lied, the lip piercing did look good. It matched his style and, to be completely honest, made him look kinda cute. We held silent eye contact for a few more seconds before his mom spoke up and he reluctantly looked away as she addressed him.
"Oh Evan, the bill for your gym membership came today. If you're gonna cancel, do it soon so that you don't have to pay for another month."
"You're quitting the gym?" I asked.
He shrugged, "I'm thinking about it. Haven't decided yet."
"How come?"
"For the last year I've been going with my friend David. He moved away after graduating last month and I haven't found anyone else to be my gym partner."
"You don't work out yourself?"
He shook his head. "Not really, I have a hard time completing my workout if someone isn't with me."
"Well, I could be your workout partner if you want," I offered.
Cara stiffened beside me, but said nothing.
Evan's eyebrows raised, "Seriously?"
"Yeah, man. I have no one to go with on the days your sister works late at the hospital. Usually I end up going alone but you're more than welcome to join."
"Alright," Evan slowly nodded his head, the beginnings of a smile blooming across his face. "I think I will."
"Awesome, I'll text you tomorrow about a good time to go."
I smiled back at him and felt a small flutter of excitement in my chest now that I have an excuse to see Evan on a regular basis.
-----
Cara was quiet on the ride back to my apartment. I could sense that she was upset, and I was pretty sure it had something to do with Evan, although I wasn't exactly sure what. She hadn't spoken to him the rest of dinner, but that wasn't all that unusual after they had an argument or said something particularly mean to one another.
I parked the car outside my building and finally addressed the issue on the way in.
"So, are you going to tell me what you're so upset about or do I have to guess?"
Cara was silent as we climbed the steps to the second floor and I sighed in frustration.
"Cara, come on. Do we really have to do this right now? Can you please just tell me what's bothering you? Was it what Evan said at dinner?"
She gave me the side eye at the mention of Evan's herpes remark.
"No," she said eventually, "although he is a little shit for saying something like that."
"Then what?" I gave her an imploring look and she sighed before turning to face me, both of us standing outside the door to my apartment.
Cara crossed her arms and avoided eye contact by looking up at the ceiling.
"I don't like that you're going to the gym without me."
"Why?" I asked, genuinely baffled. "It's not like I'm taking him instead of you, it's just on the days when you can't go."
"Yeah, but working out together is our thing. You know, as a couple."
I stared at her incredulously, my mouth slightly ajar.
"So, what, I can't do something with anyone else that we do together?"
"I don't know, I just..." she looked at me and shrugged in an unsure way.
I closed my eyes and kneaded my forehead, already feeling the onset of a dull headache. I wish I could say I was surprised by what she was saying, but honestly, I really wasn't. Truth be told, I was to blame for this behavior of hers.
Evan's summer class and part time job weren't the only reasons that I hadn't seen him a whole lot recently. In the month since he and I had hooked up, I spent all of my free time with Cara, partly out of guilt for sleeping with her brother and partly to try and ease the tension that he developed in our relationship recently.
I figured that if I acquiesced to her demands for my attention by spending more time together, it would placate her behavior. However, it seems to have backfired and emboldened her instead, my appeasement becoming justification to continue acting the way she was.
But even still, this was a whole new level of possessiveness that I had yet to experience, and once again, I asked myself if this is all really worth it?
I opened my eyes and looked at her for several seconds, "Cara--"
"You know what, just forget it," she said, sounding tired and frustrated. "I don't feel like talking about it right now."
I watched her with trepidation, various emotions warring inside my chest. This was it right here, the opportunity to be honest, to have a difficult conversation that could ultimately help fix our issues by addressing them directly or have it end with us splitting apart in a fiery blowout.
We stared at each other, indecision keeping me silent until I finally uttered, "Ok."
She nodded and we both turned toward the door as I unlocked it. I felt deflated. Once again, I'd chosen to ignore our issues and avoid dealing with the potential consequences of confronting them, like a coward.
It was quiet while we undressed. Neither of us said another word before falling asleep, just crawled under the covers and shut the light off before lying separately in bed together.
The next morning, we were silent after waking up. As the drowsiness slowly faded away, Cara shifted over and buried her face in my neck, placing soft kisses along the skin. I pulled her body on top of mine, and it wasn't long before she was astride my cock.
I watched her ass jostle softly as she gently rode me, unable to stop myself from comparing it to Evan's and thinking, not for the first time, how much better his was. I closed my eyes and thought of that night in the basement a little over a month ago, feeling my cock stiffen slightly inside of Cara.
After hooking up with Evan, I thought my sexual interest in him would dissipate, figuring that by giving into my urge to fuck him, I'd get it all out of my system and could go back to being his friend without constantly thinking about him and that ass.
For about a week or so, that's how it seemed to be going. However, I found my lust for Evan slowly returning, slight at first. The memories of him riding my cock would occasionally surface while I jerked off. But the more time passed, the stronger my lust grew, and more frequently I began to fantasize about sex with Evan, even when I was fucking Cara.
It was just like after I spanked him in the kitchen that one night. My lust for Evan felt all consuming, except now there was an edge to it, because I'd already had a taste of him and knew how good it was. So my libido rumbled like a dragon when stirred, hungry for some more of that sweet, pale ass.
The image of it descending along my rigid shaft filled my mind, and I let out a satisfied sigh. My cock surged when I remembered how it felt to fuck him with abandon and hear his cries of pleasure from the pounding I was giving him.
I felt my balls draw up, the tightening of my groin almost unbearable, and then I was cumming, shooting my morning load deep inside of Cara while secretly wishing it was her brother instead.
-----
"Alright, aaaand done," I said, helping Evan set the bar back on the rack.
He exhaled in relief and collapsed onto the bench, limbs splayed out and breathing heavily. My lips quirked up in a smile, amused by his over exaggerated reaction.
"Aww, come on, it wasn't that bad," I gripped the bar and leaned over it, grinning down at him.
He glared up at me, exhaustion etched across his face.
"I'd hit you if I could lift my arms right now," he deadpanned.
I laughed and he opted to flip me the bird instead before shutting his eyes and laying there quietly while taking deep breaths. I smiled softly to myself as I watched him trying to recover. He was drenched in sweat from our workout, the white tank top he wore clung wetly to him and was soaked through enough for me to make out his little pink nipples and smooth, porcelain midsection through the thin material.
I felt my dick twitch inside my mesh shorts and let go of the bar to take a step back. I had jerked off earlier to avoid this exact situation. Although I focused intently on our sets while we were in the midst of working out, I didn't want to chance popping a stiff one before or afterward when I wasn't as preoccupied and my mind, as well as my eyes, might wander.
Still though, I knew it was a possibility given the resurgence of my interest in him, and in the last couple days, I had been wondering how much that had played into my offer to be his workout partner. Don't get me wrong, I genuinely wanted and enjoyed hanging out with Evan, but I'd be lying if I said that my decision wasn't driven, at least in part, by my attraction to him. I just wasn't quite sure by how much.
Evan finally hauled himself up off the bench to stand in front of me, still looking a touch out of breath.
"God, next time I can't forget to bring a hair tie. At one point I seriously considered chopping it all off."
I chuckled. The ends of his blonde curls were damp and heavy, his bangs stuck to his forehead. He reached up and dragged his long fingers through the tangled mess of his hair, brushing it back and out of his face. As he did, I noticed tiny beads of perspiration dotted along his pale neck, and for a brief second, I imagined dragging my tongue across the skin there to taste it.
A light shiver ran down my spine and I tried to shake it off as I responded to him.
"So that means you're not quitting on me then?"
"Not if you don't kill me first with your insane routine!"
"I was just trying to push you a little."
"A little?" he sputtered, eyes wide with incredulity. "You could've moved a car with how much you were pushing!"
I felt a sly grin spread across my face as I reached out to pinch his cheek. "You're so adorable when you act indignant," I mocked in a babyish voice.
He stared at me with an impassive look on his face. "Don't patronize me," he said flatly.
I laughed and let go of his cheek before saddling up beside him to throw an arm over his shoulder.
"Alright, I guess I can ease up just a tad," I pondered playfully, guiding him toward the exit.
He gave me the side eye, "You so aren't as funny as you think are."
I gave him a mock look of offense, "How dare you. I think I'm hysterical."
He snorted, trying and failing to keep a smile off his face.
"Ahh, see," I poked his cheek. "I am funny."
"No, I'm just laughing at how lame you are."
"Uh-huh, ok," I smiled and withdrew my arm to push open the door. I'd forgotten how much fun I had hanging out with Evan. It felt nice bantering with him again.
We strode out into the parking lot, the hot summer sun beating down on us through clear blue skies. Hopping into my SUV, Evan slumped in the passenger seat beside me. I smirked, starting the engine and blasting the AC.
"Are you glad now that I picked you up instead of driving over yourself?"
"Yes," he admitted with a sigh before sitting up. "My arms and legs feel like jello."
"Yeah," I chortled, pulling out of the parking lot and onto the road. "Working out will do that to you."
"Well, I guess David wasn't such a great work out partner then," he crossed his arms and muttered, "the bastard."
That drew a laugh from me, "Nah, he was probably fine. I just wanted to see how much you could handle. I promise I won't push so hard next time."
Evan looked over at me and raised one eyebrow questioningly.
"I swear," I said, laughing. "I'll take it down a notch or several."
He smiled, "Thanks, but all joking aside, I do know that I have to work out harder if I want to see any progress."
"Yeah, but there's other ways to get in shape and exercise if you don't want to hit the gym quite so intensely."
"Like what?"
I shrugged my shoulders, "You could take up a sport."
Evan snorted and grinned over at me, "Such a meathead answer."
"I'm serious, you shit." I couldn't help but smile though.
"Honestly, I'm not really good at any sports," he admitted.
"You don't really need to be particularly good, not if it's just for exercise anyway. With practice you'll get better over time, just like using machines at the gym."
"Yeah but it'd definitely be embarrassing to be on a team and not be good at the sport you're playing."
"Who says you have to join a team? There are plenty of sports you can pick up and do solo."
"That's true..." he pondered out loud.
"I occasionally hit balls by myself when the mood strikes me."
"Really?"
"Yeah, you don't need to be on a baseball team to go to the batting cages. Besides, it's not a bad workout for your core and legs. Plus, it's fun!"
"Well, you used to play baseball in high school, so I'd say you're just a tiny bit biased there, bud."
I grinned, "Fair enough. So why don't you come with me and decide for yourself?"
His eyebrows slowly rose as he looked over at me. "You're serious?"
"Yeah," I laughed. "Cara's going to a friend's bridal shower next weekend, so I'll have a few hours free. Besides, I haven't been in a while."
Evan caught the black ring between his lips, carefully wriggling it while he thought it over.
"Come on," I teased, "I'm dying to see you try and hit a baseball."
His eyes narrowed. "And what exactly is that supposed to mean?"
I shot him a shit eating grin in response.
"Ok, I see how it is," he nodded his head slowly. "Next Saturday, you're on."
I smiled at his determination. "It's a date then."
The words slipped out without thought and I immediately felt the weight of awkwardness attached to them. I brought the car to a stop at a red light and when I glanced at Evan to gauge his reaction, I was surprised to find a wry smile on his face and amusement behind his eyes as they met mine.
"You know you're supposed to take someone on a date before fucking them, not after, right?" He said.
My mouth dropped open and then we both burst out laughing. I gripped the steering wheel as my chest heaved with laughter, pain soon settling in my abdomen.
There was a honk behind us and I looked up to see the light had turned green at some point. I eased up on the break, wiping tears from my eyes. We were both still giggling when I pulled up in front of Evan's house only a few minutes later. I threw the SUV into park and leaned back against the seat.
It was quiet for the next minute after our laughter subsided, Evan making no movement to get out. I looked over to see him staring off in thought. He turned his head and smiled softly at me.
"I wish we could've hung out longer," I told him truthfully.
"I know." The disappointment on his face and in his voice matched how I felt. "But I have work soon and need to shower before I go."
I nodded my head in understanding. "I'll text you about next weekend."
He perked up at that. "Definitely!"
We said goodbye and he hopped out. I watched him as he walked up the front steps and entered his house. It sucked that we only had a few hours to hang out given that we hadn't seen each other in so long, but the thought that we'd get to hang out again next weekend caused excitement to flicker in my stomach as I drove off.
------
I sat alone in my SUV waiting for Evan to arrive. A few people were already milling about the batting cages but overall it was pretty empty this early in the morning and thankfully not too hot yet, the sky devoid of any clouds.
Pulling up instagram, I saw Cara had just posted a picture to her story of her and several friends helping set up for the bridal shower today. I was initially relieved when she told me she would be there both early and late to help out, however that was quickly replaced with guilt from feeling that way.
It wasn't lost on me that I'd get to spend more time with Evan either. I knew he had to work later this afternoon so I invited him out early under the guise that it wouldn't be too hot at this point in the day. He readily agreed, which made me wonder if he was just as aware as I was of the extra time we'd have.
Just then, he texted me that he was about to pull in and I glanced up to see his car turn into the parking lot. I nodded at him through the window as he parked next to me and got out of my SUV.
"Hey," he greeted, walking up to me while I hefted the equipment bag from the backseat.
"Sup." I shut the door and faced him.
"So, how do we get started?"
"Just gotta rent a spot and set the pitcher up. Oh, almost forget."
I held my free hand up to him and his eyes shifted downward to what was clutched in my fist. It was a stringy weed with a tiny white flower bud on the end. He looked back up at me in confusion.
"I always make sure to bring my date flowers," I said, giving him my best shit eating grin.
"Gee, I feel so special," his tone was sarcastic but he wore a small, amused smile and took the stalk from me, placing it behind his ear.
I laughed and clapped him on the shoulder.
"You ready to get some swings in?"
"I'm actually more prepared than you think I am."
I glanced at him, "You watch some how-to videos on YouTube?"
"...No," he avoided my gaze, drawing a chuckle from me.
We snagged one of the cages and I explained the basics of how the pitcher worked while setting it up. After, I opened the equipment bag up, handing him a bat and thunking a helmet onto his head.
"Dude, don't crush my flower," he complained, adjusting the helmet.
"Don't worry," I smirked, "there's plenty more growing in the grass outside my apartment."
He gave me the finger and stepped up to the plate.
"Alright, you ready?"
He nodded and got in position.
"Cool, I'll start it up."
"Ok. And don't laugh," he warned.
"I'll try not to," I tried and failed to hide my grin as I got the pitcher going.



Standing off to the side, I watched Evan take swings at the first fifteen pitches, missing slightly more than half and only managing to get decent hits off a few.
"Well," I said as he lowered the bat, "you weren't completely terrible."
"Thanks, you're so supportive."
I smiled. "You just need to fix your form and practice a little."
"Alright, well why don't you have a go so I can see how it's done then."
I shrugged and went to restock the pitcher, then grabbed the spare bat and helmet I brought before getting into position.
"Alright, go ahead and start it up."
I smacked every ball that was fired at me, the aluminum bat making a powerful metallic clank each time it made a connection that sent a small, white blur hurling in the opposite direction. After the last ball, I lowered the bat to the dirt, casually using it to prop myself up.
"Show off," Evan muttered from off to the side.
My lips twitched and I twisted my waist back and forth, stretching.
"Aw man," I said loudly, "didn't realize how rusty I've gotten."
I made a dramatic show of wiping non-existent sweat off my brow.
Evan rolled eyes, a small smile on his lips.
"God, if I knew you'd be this insufferable, I wouldn't have come."
I gave him the best look of innocence I could muster. "I don't know what you mean."
"Yeah, sure," he waved his hand dismissively, his smile now a grin. "I ask for a demonstration on technique and get a one man performance."
"Well who says you can't have both? Now, let's see if you managed to pick anything up."
I stepped back and tapped the mound with the end of the bat. Evan put his helmet back on and strode forward, stopping in front of me to face the pitcher. He got into position, and I tilted my head slightly, observing his stance.
"Step back, you're a little too close to where the ball is being aimed at."
Evan shuffled back.
"Too much. Here," Without thinking, I stepped forward and reached out, cupping his sides. Evan stiffened at my touch for a just second before I carefully guided him to the correct spot.
"Ok, now bend your knees just a bit more," I instructed, gently tugging him down into the correct stance.
"Good, now keep your elbows out. Like this."
My hands moved to take a hold of his triceps and spread them into position before sliding down to his elbows to adjust their height.
"There we go. Hold this stance and tilt the bat to the right."
I leaned my chest into Evan's back and felt his breath hitch slightly as I guided my hands lightly along the outside of his forearms to settle atop his own. His soft skin felt good sliding along my rough palms and the pleasant scent of lavender drifted up from his bright golden locks.
I gripped the tops of his hands firmly and used them to tilt the bat until it was poised correctly.
"Alright, you're ready to take a swing," my mouth was close enough to his ear that he felt the heat of my breath when I spoke, causing him to shiver.
"Can you show me the proper way to do that?" He asked, voice steady.
Without a word, I began to guide his arms backwards before bringing them forward again in a long arc, slowly swinging the bat.
"Not so tense," I told him softly. "Constricting your muscles too much can mess up how you hit."
His body relaxed, settling into mine. It felt really nice, and was comfortably intimate. I took deep, steady breaths to try and bring my thudding heartbeat under control. I pondered briefly if he could feel it.
"Good, now, just wind your arms back and follow through on your swing."
I guided him through the correct motions several times, slowly increasing our speed as he got used to moving his arms and body the way he should.
"I think I'm ready," he said after the last swing.
"Ok, I'll go set up."
Reluctantly, I let go of him and stepped back, wondering how long I would've kept guiding his swings if he hadn't said anything.
Evan stayed in position taking practice swings on his own while I reloaded the baseballs into the pitcher, my mind lingering on the feeling of his body pressed against mine. I glanced over at him from the corner of my eye. His face was stoic, as usual, betraying nothing but concentrated focus with every swing of the bat.
I finished restocking the pitcher and told Evan to get ready before standing off to the side, waiting anxiously to see how he'd do.
The first ball was fired, and when Evan swung the bat, he made a solid connection that sent the ball thwacking against the net.
"Yes," I whispered excitedly to myself, clenching my fist victoriously.
I watched with growing eagerness as ball after ball was fired at Evan. He managed to get decent hits off most of them, the thrill of it growing each time he whacked a ball until it finally spilled out of me once he'd finished.
"Let's gooo!" I yelled, running over with my arms held wide before sweeping him up in an enthusiastic bear hug. Evan laughed while I squeezed him tight, dropping the bat so he could hug me back.
I thumped him on the back several times before letting go and pulling back to grab both of his shoulders.
"What a stud!" I told him, giving him a small shake.
He was still laughing, his grin so wide and ecstatic that I felt a subtle warmth spread deep inside my chest just from the sight of it.
I stared into his eyes for a few more seconds before he shook his head, his grin fading into an amused smile.
"You're such a jock," he teased playfully.
"Aw come on, don't tell me it didn't feel good hammering those baseballs."
I released his shoulders and softly thumped his chest with the back of my hand.
"Alright, I'll admit it was pretty cool. But I only managed it because you're such a good teacher."
My lips pulled back into a smile. I detected no sarcasm or teasing in his voice, only sincerity, which made the warmth in my chest grow stronger.
"Well, you're a pretty good student too," I told him.
We smiled at one other a couple more moments before each of us looked away.
"Should I set it up again?" I asked.
"Yeah, definitely."
Evan picked up the bat and got into position once more while I reloaded the pitching machine. We got another few rounds in before deciding to call it quits. I didn't want to put Evan through too much. This was his first time batting and I knew that it would leave his arms sore in ways he hadn't experienced before.
He helped me pack and get everything settled before we walked out to our cars. I knew there was still some time before he had to be at work, so I asked him if he wanted to grab a late breakfast.
"Absolutely, I'm freaking starving."
"Sweet, how about we meet at Mel's?"
"Sounds good to me."
And a short while later, we were sitting down in a booth at the diner.
"So, what'd you think? Were the batting cages everything you thought they'd be?" I asked him after we'd ordered.
"Yes and no, but mostly no. I didn't realize how much stance and position determined how you hit."
I nodded my head. "Yeah, it's something you really need to fine tune if you want to hit well. I knew a couple of players back in high school that would spend hours at the cages just practicing hits. Every damn day."
"Shit," his eyebrows rose. "That's dedication."
"It's necessary if you want to play in college, even more so if you're aiming to make it into the professional league."
"And that's not something you ever wanted to do?" He inquired.
"No," I shook my head. "Don't get me wrong, I love baseball, but I played in high school because I enjoyed it, and I don't think I would have as much if I decided to try to play in college or something. It would have just taken the fun out of it."
"You would have ruined what you loved about the game in the first place."
"Exactly. There were guys on the team that lived and died by whether or not they could play after high school, and I just didn't want to put myself through that."
"Don't you miss it though? I mean, I saw how much you enjoyed yourself at the batting cages."
"I do," I admitted. "I try to get some pickup games going with some friends, but it's gotten a lot harder since graduating college."
"Work?"
"Yeah," I sighed.
Evan gave me a nod of sympathetic understanding. I'd forgotten how easy it was to talk to him. Even though we joked around a lot, it felt nice to have a real conversation too.
"Well," Evan mused, "if you ever want to hit the batting cages again or even knock some dingers out in a field, I'd gladly join you."
I felt a smile slowly spread across my face. "So I take it you didn't completely hate it then?"
"No, but I think you made it more fun than if I'd done it by myself."
"Not something you could see yourself doing regularly as a solo workout, huh?"
"Don't think so," he shrugged.
"That's ok, I was actually thinking up ideas the other day of other sports you might like."
"Come up with anything good?"
"Well running is an obvious classic, but if you're looking for more than just cardio then you could do boxing or swimming."
He perked up at that. "I love swimming!"
"Yeah?"
He nodded his head. "It's so invigorating. I thought a lot about joining the swim team in high school."
"How come you never did?"
He shrugged and shyly looked away, pausing in consideration before replying.
"I was really self conscious about my body. Still kinda am."
"You don't need to be," I told him. "Sure, you're on the thin side but you've got some nice definition to you."
Evan smiled, "Thank you. That's actually why I started working out in the first place. I don't think getting as big as you is in my future but I'm hoping that toning my body will improve my appearance."
"Well you look pretty good already," I told him offhandedly, my mind recalling that night in the basement when he'd revealed his body by stripping for me. I felt my dick leap in my shorts at the memory.
His eyes flashed for a second before his cheeks reddened deeply and he shyly glanced away once again.
I leaned back and propped an elbow up on top of the booth I was sitting in, smiling confidently at Evan. He glanced hesitantly back up at me, and we held eye contact in silence. I allowed my cock to harden as memories of how his body looked and felt sitting atop my stiff rod ran through my mind, and I wondered if he was able to tell what I was thinking about, a small inquisitive glimmer in his eye.
Just then, the waitress appeared with our food and began to set it down in front of us, breaking whatever it was we were sharing in that moment.
"I can't believe you ordered avocado toast. Such a basic bitch," he scoffed.
"I'm sorry, am I getting shit from the guy who thinks French toast is better than both waffles and pancakes?"
"Hey," he held up a finger to in warning, "don't come for my French toast."
I smiled menacingly at him, quickly chewing through a bite of toast before swallowing.
"I just don't understand how you can enjoy eating something that tastes just like cardboard."
"Now that was uncalled for! It's actually quite good if you make it the right way."
We continued joking around while we ate, and said goodbye after finishing up and paying the bill. On the drive back home, I reminisced on my morning spent with Evan and recalled the brief conversation we had about his body. Once more, the memories of us fucking in the basement returned, causing my cock to swell.
I was hard the entire ride back to my apartment as images of Evan's ass repeatedly descending on my cock danced in my mind. Once inside, I plopped down on my bed and opened my shorts to pull out my twitching dick, softly stroking it while I booted up my laptop.
Precum was leaking from my tip as I scrolled through PornHub, quickly finding one of my new favorite videos on the site; a redheaded twink with a fat ass getting rammed from behind by a huge cock.
Just like my attraction to Evan, my interest in gay porn hadn't waned in the almost two months since I'd fucked him. I still watched straight porn, but videos like the one I was currently enjoying had become my new infatuation, especially when just the memories of my cock plowing Evan's ass proved insufficient jerk off material and I craved watching a delicate little twink being repeatedly violated.
I pounded my meat, enraptured by the powerful image of this man's tool plunging in and out of the moaning redhead.
"Oh, yes, daddy," he groaned. "Fuck my boy pussy!"
"Ugh, take this fat cock, bitch," the man fucking him replied.
My clock pulsed listening to their dirty talk. I had been seeking out videos featuring a heavy amount of verbal back and forth. Something about the language really turned me on. It's so filthy and perverse. I loved hearing these small twinks begging for cock while being referred to in such lewd, debasing, and feminine ways.
The familiar desire to experience this particular type of nasty, verbal sex with Evan flared inside me. It seemed to grow hotter and burn brighter each time it appeared, like dry brush catching flame during a drought.
As the man in the video unloaded deep inside the redhead, I shot a large wad of semen onto my toned stomach, grunting with every spurt until there was nothing left.
Sighing, I leaned back into the pillows, content in the euphoric aftermath of my ejaculation. The comfortable silence was interrupted by the soft vibration from my phone on the dresser across the room.
Wiping myself off with tissues casually plucked from the box on my nightstand, I stood to tuck my cock back into my underwear and zip up my shorts. My phone vibrates once more as I scooped it up and I saw that I had almost a dozen texts from Cara as well as three missed calls.
I sighed, rubbing my hand over my face before dialing her number.
"Where were you?" She didn't even bother with a greeting.
"Hey, I'm sorry, I was taking a nap and didn't feel the phone vibrating."
"Well, you should've taken it off silent then. What if I really needed you?"
I bit back a retort and apologized again.
"It's fine," she replied in an over exaggerated tone that made me think it really wasn't.
I opted to change the subject, "How's the bridal shower going so far?"
"It's alright. Becca Sanderson is being a total cow but what else is new."
I could practically hear her roll her eyes through the phone.
"Anyway," she continued, "Ashlyn can't stay afterward to help us pack up, so I need you to come down here so we can use your SUV to put the chairs in."
And just like that, my good mood was gone. I briefly thought about asking if there was anyone else who could help them out but I knew that doing so would just mean that she'd be ticked at me when I showed up later.
"What time do you need me there?" I asked flatly.
"Four. And make sure there's enough room in your SUV, don't leave any crap in the back."
"I will."
I heard someone talking loudly to her in the background.
"Kay, thanks a bunch. Gotta go, love you."
The call ended and I tossed my phone onto the bed beside me. I had only a few hours to myself before I had to be down there.
Sighing, I dragged the laptop toward me, resentment clouding my mind. I stared for a few seconds at the paused image of the redhead bent over before closing the tab and erasing my history.
I shut the laptop and sat quietly, ruminating on an idea, then reached for my phone to pull up a new message.
-----
The heat of the late morning sun warmed my skin as I sprawled lazily on the lounge chair. The pool was completely empty, one of the benefits of living in a small apartment complex that was comprised mostly of singles and couples in their twenties; no screaming children running around.
My foot dangled off the edge and I reached for the beer on the plastic table off to the side, my second of the day. A couple beads of condensation dripped onto my bare torso as I took a large swig.
I felt my phone vibrate next to me, and I lowered my aviators slightly to peer over the rim at the screen.
"Just pulled in," Evan's text read.
I quickly responded, "Sweet, just follow the path east and it's only a few minutes walk before you get to the pool and clubhouse."
He sent a thumbs up. I scrolled back through our messages over the last few days. We'd been texting regularly since I invited him to come swimming with me at the pool of my apartment complex.
I paused at a picture I'd sent shortly after he'd accepted. The image was one I'd surreptitiously taken of him mid swing at the batting cages, his face so screwed up in exertion that it provoked hearty laughter from me when I looked at it later.
"Sadly won't get the opportunity to capture another gem like this while we're swimming," I wrote when sending the picture.
"Oh you're a bastard," was his response.
"Think I found a contact picture for you," I replied before he promised revenge in the form of his own embarrassing picture of me.
I smiled to myself rereading our old texts and quickly drained the remains of my beer, tossing it into the nearby trash can before pulling out another from the cooler I brought. Cracking it open, I sipped at the foam before taking a large gulp. The only thing in my stomach besides beer were the eggs I had for breakfast a few hours ago, so I was already feeling a slight buzz coming on.
I heard the metal door to the fence surrounding the pool being wrenched open behind me and I turned to spot Evan coming through, a smile on his face. I waved over to him and he made his way toward me.
"Pretty dead around here," he commented, taken in our surroundings.
"Well, that's the perk of coming on a Monday when everyone is at work," I told him.
"True," he nodded his head in agreement before dropping his towel onto the lounge chair beside me.
"How was class?"
"Not bad," he took a seat and began removing his socks and sneakers. "Although if I'm being honest, I was looking forward to today so much that I had trouble paying attention."
I snorted, but hearing him say that made me happy.
"Yeah, nothing can drive you crazy more than the thought of going to the pool or the beach when it's nice out and you're stuck inside."
"Ooo, speaking of, we should go to the beach one day," he said enthusiastically.
I grinned at him, "Absolutely, that'll give me the opportunity to school you in beach volleyball too."
He gave me the finger along with a wry smile and finished tucking his balled up socks into his sneakers, then stood up.
I was grateful for the sunglasses perched on my face as it allowed me to take in the full view of Evan pulling his shirt over his head undetected, revealing the smooth, pale torso beneath. My eyes roamed over his trim upper body, absorbing the definition of lightly toned muscles and the hint of abs showing through his flat stomach.
He tossed his shirt to the side and unbuttoned his jean shorts. My mouth almost fell open watching him wriggle out of them to reveal the black, square cut swim trunks he had on underneath.
The small swimsuit hugged his pelvic region, perfectly accentuating his body. I tried not to make it so obvious that I was eye fucking him, but it was difficult. He looked fucking good, almost as good as when he wears those lace panties. I discreetly drank in the sight of him as he bent to grab the bottle of sunscreen from his bag, feeling my dick starting to come alive inside my swimsuit as I stared at his ass bulging out from beneath the black fabric.
Popping open the cap, he squirted some into his hand and began to rub it into his alabaster skin, which almost gleamed in the sunlight. I took a long gulp of my beer, tipping the can back enough to be able to watch Evan through the shade of my sunglasses.
He turned sideways as he rubbed sunscreen all along his ribs and waist, affording me an excellent view of his fat ass. The swim trunks wrapped around his two thick mounds of flesh were the perfect size, small and tight enough to show them but not so much that they looked overstuffed inside the fabric.



I allowed myself to briefly indulge in the fantasy of fucking Evan up against the stall door in the clubhouse bathroom, his tight little swimsuit yanked down just enough for me to pound that sweet ass from behind while his screams of delirium echoed off the tiled walls.
Inhaling, I shook off a shudder while my cock threatened to tent lewdly outward from my swimsuit. Seeing Evan standing there in such an exposing piece of clothing made me recall his words from our conversation a few days ago, where he conveyed feeling somewhat self conscious of his body.
The fact that he chose to publicly wear something so skimpy had me wondering if he did so in an effort to entice me in some way, a thought that was all but confirmed when he held out the bottle and asked if I'd rub some into his back.
I stared at the sunscreen in disbelief for a few seconds before taking it from him. Evan sat at the end of my lounge chair with his back to me and I tried not to appear too eager while I scooted toward him, getting as close as dared without stabbing him with my hardened cock.
I squirted some sunscreen into my palm before setting the bottle down and bringing my hands together, smearing the lotion. My heart hammered inside my chest as I slowly began to gently massage the sunscreen into Evan's shoulder blades, watching the white liquid absorb into his ivory skin.
I used firm pressure as my rough hands made their way to the center of his back and I swore I heard him sigh ever so slightly, his head tilted back just a bit. Grabbing the bottle for some more sunscreen, I began to work my way down to his lower back, stopping just above the hem of his swimsuit.
Spreading my large, slick hands across the skin there, I focused intently on working the sunscreen into him, fingers splayed out as they softly dug along the creamy surface. I'd be lying if I said I wasn't enjoying this, or that my dick was soft throughout the entire ordeal.
In fact, it was so hard I felt like I could use it to chop a tree down, and as I relished in the feeling of getting to touch him so intimately, a tiny voice in my head whispered, "Your apartment is only a few minutes away. Some well placed words could earn you an afternoon spent with your dick buried in his guts."
But I was steadfast in my resolve, ignoring it while I finished running my palms tenderly up his back once more, letting go before leaning in to utter, "All done," over his shoulder.
I scooted back up to lay against the chair, careful to avoid putting my boner on display for him. He got up and thanked me, his face unreadable. I grabbed my beer and finished it off as Evan sank into the lounger next to me.
Crushing the can, I tossed it into the trash can before grabbing another and offering one to Evan.
"Thanks," he said, taking it. "You got my favorite brand?"
I shrugged, "I remember you mentioning you preferred Stella's."
"Aw thanks, but you didn't have to."
I shrugged again. "I don't mind. Frat guys can drink ethanol and be ok with it."
He looked over at me in disbelief. "You were not in a frat."
I held his gaze, my eyes unintelligible behind the sunglasses I wore, and let him waver in uncertainty for several seconds before allowing my grin to dispel his doubts.
He sighed while I laughed.
"Good god," he said, shaking his head, "you would have been way too much of a cliche if that were true."
"I actually got approached about rushing but told them to fuck off when they mentioned how much the annual cost was. I wasn't gonna pay several grand a year to be in their club."
"Several grand?" He asked incredulously.
"Yup," I nodded.
"Fuck me."
"Indeed," I sipped my beer.
We continued chatting and drinking before it became hot enough to force us into the pool. I followed Evan down the steps, my eyes trained on his backside until the water reached our waists.
"This feels great," Evan sank down to his neck in the water.
"Damn right."
I quickly submerged myself before reappearing with a splash close enough that Evan got hit with a few drops.
"Watch it, meathead."
He flicked the water using his thumb and middle, sending a shape arc right into my eye. I blinked at him as he covered his mouth with his hand.
"Shit, I'm so sor--"
He was cut off when I suddenly thrust my open palm out across the surface, sending a small wave that doused his head. Evan spit out the water that had collected in his open mouth and swept his damp hair from his eyes.
"It's war, fucker," he declared and dove toward my waist in an attempt to knock me down.
I grabbed a hold of his waist instead, flipping him over my shoulder where he sank to the bottom and wrapped his arms around my calves.
Wobbling, I tottered over when he pulled my legs forward. Now underwater, I wriggled out from his grasp and rose to the surface a second before he did, then launched myself at him.
We spent the next few minutes wrestling in the water, laughing and grunting as each of us tried to get a hold of one another. Our slick bodies slid against each other, limbs interlocked, while we thrashed around. The alcohol had loosened me up, and I didn't see the danger in what we were doing until I held Evan against me in a loose headlock, my left arm slung across the front of his lower stomach to keep him body from flailing.
"Ready to admit defeat?" I spoke into his ear.
"I submit," he said, hands clasped onto my large forearm. "I submit to you."
The dual meaning of his words along with the precarious position our bodies were in made the whole thing seem suddenly erotic, and I felt my member suddenly start to grow stiff along Evan's lower back. I released him from the headlock, giving his shoulder a playful shove forward.
Retrieving my sunglasses, which had gotten knocked off during our horseplay, I swam toward the edge of the pool and lobbed them onto my lounge chair before turning to rest my elbows along the rim. Shutting my eyes, I tilted my head back and angled my face toward the sun. The heat felt good and I sighed as I heard Evan swim toward me.
My dick had shrunk back to normal and I wondered if he'd felt it begin to grow against his back. I opened my eyes and turned to face him, gripping the ledge with one hand.
"Don't think this is what you had in mind when you suggested swimming as a form of exercise," he said.
I laughed, "Not exactly, although it's probably a bit more fun than just doing laps."
"Yeah, especially since we have the pool to ourselves."
"I figured we would since most people are at work."
"Speaking of, how come you aren't working?"
"I took the day off."
"What, just like randomly?"
I looked at him, "So I could spend time with you."
Evan blushed furiously, a small smile of surprised elation on his face.
"Oh," was all he could muster. "You didn't have to take off work just to hang out with me."
"Well I wanted to. Besides, I'm not terribly heartbroken about missing a day of staring at numbers."
"Sounds enthralling."
"Such is the world of financial analysis," I sighed heavily.
"Try not to sound so bitter," he laughed.
I shrugged.
"Do you not like your job?"
"No, it's fine. Not bad by any means, I just..."
"Just?" He looked at me questioningly.
I hesitated, "Sometimes I wonder if it just means I'm as boring as I feel."
His eyebrows knit together in consternation. "You're not boring, Seth."
"I really think I am though."
"Why?"
"I dunno, I don't have an interesting job or a cool hobby I'm good at."
"That's not true," he argued. "You have good taste in music and watch great anime--"
"That's not what I mean though," I interjected. "That stuff is just, like, mild entertainment."
"So what do you mean then?"
"Well, look at you for example. You're this wonderful artist who draws amazingly and who, I assume, is gonna make a career out of it?"
He nodded briefly in confirmation.
I waved my hand, "See? You're a creative person with an interesting skill you use. I don't have anything like that."
"You're good at baseball," he countered.
"And? It's not like I play in a league or anything."
"So why don't you?"
I stared at him in confusion for a second before he shook his head and clarified.
"Not in a professional one, but aren't there community leagues or something?"
"What, like ones that kids play in?"
"Yeah, there has to be an organization that does the same thing for adults."
"I mean, I guess there are..."
"How come you don't look into that? You said yourself, you enjoy playing and haven't been able to get a pick up game with your friends going. So why not look into something more structured and routine?"
"Hmm," I pondered his idea, running through the logistics in my head.
"Come on, think of how fun it'd be. You'd get to play on a regular basis, but it won't be so competitive that you can't enjoy it. Plus, Cara could go to your games."
I snorted, "Cara wouldn't come anywhere near a baseball game. She thinks it's boring."
"But she'd be coming to see you play, wouldn't she? It wouldn't be for some random game."
"Evan..." I sighed.
"What?"
There was a pause as I carefully laid out my next words.
"Your sister really isn't... interested in doing anything that doesn't involve her personally."
"What do you mean? You guys do stuff together all the time."
"Yes, but that's because it's always something she enjoys doing. Like, when we went to the batting cages together on Saturday? I chose to go then because I knew Cara had something else to do that day. She wouldn't like me going if she had the free time to join."
"Even if she could spend time with you?" He asked, confused.
"Yes," I nodded. "She wouldn't like going, even if it was just to spend time with me. It would be inconsiderate in her eyes, to suggest doing something that she didn't enjoy. And to go by myself when I could be doing something else with her..."
I shrugged.
"Let's just say that would be worse than asking her to tag along. So no, she wouldn't come to my baseball games."
Evan frowned as he momentarily considered this.
"Well, I would come to your baseball games," he declared.
I raised my eyebrows, my mouth forming a small, amused smile.
"Oh really? You'd come to watch me play baseball?"
"Hell yeah! You're a freaking rockstar, it'd be fun to watch you slaughter another team."
My smile grew into a grin at his eager praise.
"Plus, I'm an excellent shit talker," he bragged. "Heckling the other team would come natural to me."
I laughed. "I don't doubt it. And I'd enjoy having you in the stands rooting for me too."
Evan smiled back at me, and just like on Saturday, I began to feel a slight warmth spreading inside my chest. I looked at his half dried hair, curling in front of his eyes, and had the sudden urge to brush it off to the side. My gaze fell to his ring as he carefully tugged it between his lips and I wondered absentmindedly what it must feel like when kissing.
"What?" He asked, noticing what my gaze was focused on.
"Nothing," I shook my head, slightly dazed, "just wondering..."
I paused and he raised his eyebrows in question.
"...how much that actually hurt," I finished.
He shrugged lightly, "Wasn't so bad honestly. It's how long it takes to heal that sucks."
I bobbed my head in understanding.
"I'm actually thinking of getting ear gauges soon," he continued.
"Really?"
"Yeah, not big ones though. Maybe six or eight millimeters? I haven't decided yet."
"Ok," I nodded slowly, eyes squinted as I pictured it. "I like it. Man, you're going all in on the alt boy look, huh?"
I thumbed his shoulder lightly.
"I guess so," he laughed.
"Guess I should expect you to show up one day with some tats too?"
"Ugh, I want one so bad but I have no idea what to get," he groaned.
"I feel ya, I'm in the same boat. I can't decide if I should play it safe and start with one or just say fuck it and go straight for a full sleeve instead."
Evan's lips parted slightly, his eyes flaring a bit. "You'd look really hot with a sleeve," he blurted.
I snorted as his eyes went round in realization, a strong blush turning his cheeks bright red.
"I'm sorry," he apologized. "Didn't mean to say that out loud."
"It's ok, and I know I would," I replied cockily, although I found that it pleased me to hear him think so.
"You arrogant prick," he laughed.
"Can't deny what God gave me," I ran my hand through my wet hair and gave my best impression of a model's pose, staring off into the distance with a slight intensity while flexing my chest.
Evan's laugh deepened as he doubled over. "He should have gifted you with some humility instead."
Although it was all good natured teasing, I still detected a glimmer of appreciation in Evan's eyes as he regarded my poised body.
I dropped my arms and grinned at him.
"How about another beer?" I suggested, my buzz starting to wear off.
"Sounds good," he nodded.
I followed him out of the pool, and upon ascending the steps, the little black swim trunks he wore clung wetly to his ass, highlighting the bulge of both cheeks. My eyes roamed his backside, dick pulsing as I marveled at how the small, soaked fabric strained to contain his bulbous rump, riding up to reveal the bottom curves of two round, pale orbs.
Once again, a voice in the back of my mind, louder this time, attempted to entice me into luring Evan back to my apartment to fulfill my lustful desire. I ignored it just like before, but for the first time, I questioned if I still cared about the reasons why.
------
Evan and I didn't see each other again for almost three weeks, although we texted everyday in between. I did my best to conceal this from Cara, knowing she wouldn't be pleased after I told her I'd taken a day off work to hang out with Evan at the pool. That I had done so for someone other than her had led to an argument that brought all our issues to the surface once more.
Although this was the closest we came to ending our relationship, Cara and I made up like we normally did, ignoring all our underlying problems before falling into a period of peace that seemed to last less and less each time.
The lengthy time in between seeing Evan allowed me to ponder our interactions that day at the pool, from the way he had me rub sunscreen into his back to our wrestling match that ended with my dick beginning to stiffen against him.
All of it seemed to be a curious mix of unintentional coincidence and deliberate calculation on his part, even if I couldn't exactly discern the exact reasoning for it. Was he simply flirting or was there a hidden motive behind his seemingly innocuous actions?
It wasn't until one Saturday night that I finally got my answer. Cara and I had plans to go out to dinner with a large group of our friends, I arrived to find her, predictably, not yet ready, and headed downstairs upon learning Evan was home.
I descended the last few steps into the basement to find him lying on the couch, controller in hand and Super Smash Bros. on the TV screen. At first he didn't notice me, but when his current game ended, he turned his head in my direction and we made silent eye contact for a few seconds before both of us broke out in grins.
"Oh, you already know what time it is," I told him, striding forward to grab the extra controller.
"Yeah, time to kick your ass again," he spat back in challenge.
"You're gonna eat those words, bud."
"We'll see, pal."
He smirked at me, blue eyes glancing sideways and I let myself get amped to crush him. We set a standard of three rounds, him winning the first and me the second, making the third the tie breaker. It was more intense than the first two, our good natured smack talk and jostling fading away as we both concentrated on achieving victory,
It seemed like he was on the cusp of winning when I managed to outmaneuver him to deliver defeat.
"Yeees!" I cheered, throwing my arms up in victory.
"Damn it!" Evan cried. "I was so close!"
"But not close enough!"
I gave his arm a couple of light jabs as he glared at me.
"Aww come on, don't be such a sour puss."
I grinned, and squeezed his cheeks with one hand, making his lips puff out.
"Come on," I repeatedly poked him in the ribs with my free hand. "Admit it, I am the superior Smash master. You can't ever challenge me again without knowing you lost to one so--"
I was so lost in teasing him that I failed to notice his hand rising up to my face until he flicked me in the nose, cutting off my diatribe.
Even with his lips pursed due to my grip, Evan still managed a self-satisfied smile before I let go to tackle him.
"You little punk," I laughed, wrapping my arms around his chest. "You'll admit it one way or another."
"We'll see about that," he huffed, attempting to work his way out of my grasp, something not as easily done without pool water to make his body slippery.
I hoisted him up and gently tossed him onto the opposite end of the couch where he landed on his stomach. He attempted to rise, not getting very before I scrambled atop him. Bracing my knees along the outside of his legs to keep him in place, I reached underneath his armpits to grab ahold of his shoulders.
Once again, Evan attempted to wriggle out of my grasp, so I pushed down lightly on top of his body to keep him braced against the cushions. I leaned over his right shoulder to speak into his ear.
"Not as easy as last time, huh?"
Evan said nothing, just breathed heavily. He hadn't stopped squirming against me, but it was then that I realized he had begun making more deliberate movements with his body, rolling his hips back and forth to gently grind against my groin, which was pressed firmly into his ass.
I inhaled lightly as used his thick mounds to put pressure on my crotch. Even through the fabric of his joggers and my jeans, his wonderfully fleshy bottom still felt incredibly soft yet firm, and had no less of an effect on my dick, which began to grow as he pushed back on it.
Feeling my snake beginning to thicken, Evan pressed his ass against it with a bit more pressure and urgency. Without thinking, I pushed back and ground my rapidly hardening cock along the curve of his ass, giving in to the sudden lust that swept over me.
Evan paused when he felt me respond, his head swiveling to the right to look me in the eye, his intense gaze. I saw the twinkle of mischief just below the carnal desire that clouded the surface, further igniting the sudden desire I felt.
My lips parted slightly and my heart leapt at the same moment my now fully hard cock pulsed against his ass. Evan offered a faint knowing smile, and once again began to sensually grind against my crotch.
This seductive demeanor starkly contrasted the normally easygoing but bashful guy I knew, yet fell in line perfectly with the slutty behavior I managed to glimpse lying beneath the exterior during our previous encounter.
It drove me fucking wild seeing his demure disposition give way to the sexually provocative being underneath, and through heavy and excited breaths, I humped his backside every time he drove it against my bulge.
We held increasingly intense eye contact as we dry humped over the next few minutes, the sounds of cloth rubbing together intermingling with our exerted breaths. Eventually, I couldn't take it any longer.
I lifted my hips up and shifted slightly to the side, taking a hold of the waistband of his joggers with my left hand in a desperate need for bare flesh. Reluctantly breaking away from his gaze, I looked down to watch as his ass was revealed to me while my fingers roughly yanked away the material covering them.
A low growl rumbled in the back of my throat when I spotted the maroon satin thong barely encasing his two plump, porcelain mounds. I finished tucking his waistband just below the curve of his ass before running my hands along its smooth ivory surface.



I meet his gaze once more, impish desire dancing behind his eyes. Without looking away, I unsnap the button of my jeans and pull the zipper down, opening the front just enough to fish out my rock hard dick from inside my boxer briefs.
With my cock free, I waste no time lowering myself onto him again. I let out a sigh of satisfaction when my rigid, warm shaft rests along the crevice between his sharply sloping cheeks. Quickly, I began rapidly humping my dick against his luscious ass, reveling in the wonderful feeling of his thick and supple flesh rising to meet my pole as it slides along his crack. I can feel the precum leaking from my slit all across his lower back.
Evan and I stare at one another while our bodies move together. Our faces grow closer and closer as I press more firmly into him. His lips are parted slightly, a look of wanton lust overwhelming his features, producing the sudden urge to crush mine to them. God, he's so fucking sexy.
I'm so turned on, I know that if I keep this up it won't be long before I nut all over him. We're so close now that I can feel his hot breath on my face every time he exhales. I'm seconds away from shoving my tongue into his mouth when the door opens at the top of the stairs.
Evan and I both freeze instantaneously as a voice calls down to us, "Seth, I'm ready. Let's go!"
We both stare at each other wide eyed. My heart is hammering in my chest while my mind appears paralyzed in indecision from the shock of being interrupted doing something so elicit.
Several beats of silent, suspended animation elapse before I'm finally able to move my limbs and push myself off of Evan and onto my feet.
"Coming," I call, trying to keep a steady voice.
Nausea overwhelms me, and I hastily stuff my deflating cock back in my jeans. Evan makes no effort to move, lying on the couch while staring up at me with a look of disappointment.
I don't know what to say to him as I finish tugging up my zipper and buttoning my fly. I stand there for a second trying to figure out something to tell him when Cara calls down once more.
"Seth, come on," she whines anxiously.
I make my way over to the stairs, Evan's eyes tracking me as I go. I glance over at him one last time, laying with his ass hanging out and the gleam of a promise unfulfilled in his gaze. A shiver runs down my spine before I ascend the steps.
------
The restaurant was loud with the noise of so many people packed into booths and along the bar. I downed the remains of my third beer and burped quietly before setting the bottle down onto the table. I had been anxious the entire ride over here, barely managing to converse with Cara in the car, and began drinking as soon as we sat down in an effort to calm my nerves.
By now, the alcohol had set in, vanquishing the tumult that had been plaguing me since we'd left Cara's house and leaving only quiet ponderous thoughts of the events that had preceded our departure.
Thankfully we were out with three other couples, all seated at two large tables pushed together, which meant everyone was engaged in conversation that I only had to be minimally involved in.
What occurred with Evan had developed very quickly, any previous scruples I had about hooking up with him again evaporating the second we both gauged what the other wanted, and instead of feeling guilty about us messing around together, I had only felt fear from almost getting caught.
Then there was Evan's behavior. He was clearly still interested in me sexually, and I wondered how much of what had happened the last time we had hung out together had been an assessment of my willingness to fuck around some more. Evidently, he'd reached the correct conclusion, and even if it hadn't been definitive, his gamble had still paid off.
This brought me back to that mischievous look I saw behind his eyes tonight. It was so... naughty, almost devious. I didn't think he had it in him. Sure, he'd gotten nasty while we were having sex, but this was different. This almost seemed like he was trying to seduce me, or something close to it. It was a complete turn on, my cock beginning to lengthen as I recounted what happened on the couch. I'm not sure what exactly would have transpired if he hadn't been interrupted, but I did know that I would have unquestioningly gone with it.
I was still evaluating the entire situation when I felt my phone buzz in my pocket. Pulling it out, I saw I had a text from Evan, the contents of which made my cock go from half hard to full mast.
"Looks like you made quite the mess," his message read.
Below was a picture of him taken from behind while he knelt on a bed. His knees were spread wide to make his panty covered ass stick out and look as fat and round as it actually was. He had his chest bent low, ass turned up toward the camera which was zoomed in to focus on the wet stains from the precum I'd left on the fabric of his pretty thong.
I brought the phone close to my chest and looked around to ensure no one had noticed the photo. I was sitting at the very end of the table with Cara next to me, engaged in conversation with the girl on her left. Across from me, two guys were talking animatedly about the game on one of the TVs.
The waitress arrived with the appetizers and another beer for me, collecting my empty bottle along with our orders before departing once more. I took a big gulp from the bottle and studied the picture Evan had sent me, enjoying the sight of his shapely ass in that maroon thong.
"Another few minutes and I would have covered you in a lot more than just that," I wrote back.
The effects of the alcohol combined with his tantalizing text message had made me more receptive to the thrill of engaging in such a conversation while Cara sat right beside me.
"I so badly wanted to feel you spurt hot cum all over my body," he replied.
I squirmed in my seat, trying not to make it so obvious that I had a huge hard on.
"Yeah, I would have covered your fat ass with my sperm and those ruined slutty little panties too."
I set my phone down and took another swig of beer as I waited anxiously for his response, attempting to at least appear engaged in the conversations around me. A few minutes later, I casually checked my phone to find he'd sent me another picture.
This time he was completely naked and on his hands and knees in front of a full-length mirror, his upper body twisted around to capture the image of his chunky cheeks reflected in the glass.
"If I'm being honest though, I would have preferred you filled me up with all that thick cream instead."
I bit my lip and stared at the new picture, my cock aching in my jeans. I only paused in consideration for a brief moment before typing out a response, heart thudding excitedly while my thumb flew over the screen.
"When I get back, I'll pound you until I blow my thick load deep inside that perky ass."
I sent the text then stared down at my phone, bouncing my leg in anticipation for Evan's response. It was out there now, and I felt no remorse or trepidation having made my proposal.
"Don't make any promises you can't keep," he responded.
"My cock is too hard for me not to unload at some point tonight."
"Show me," he demanded.
I drank from the bottle and rose to my feet, mumbling that I had to piss, and made my way across the crowded room. Once inside the stall of the men's bathroom, I eased my hard cock out. It throbbed in my hand, having surged with renewed vigor since almost cumming back in the basement.
I took a picture of it jutting out commandingly from the opening of my jeans, adorned by the trimmed brown pubic hair poking out around it.
"Here's what you've been lusting after and what will be pillaging your hole later tonight."
I sent him the picture and accompanying message, receiving a speedy reply.
"I want you to leave me sweaty and aching."
"I'll give you the rough fucking you desperately want as long as you beg for it like the slut you are."
I softly stroked myself for a bit of relief, careful not to overdo it and blow my load so early on in the evening. I wanted to save up a lot of cum to deposit inside him.
"Please, I need it. I need your big cock pounding my slutty ass. Make me scream your name."
"Fuck," I muttered, almost dropping my phone in the toilet. I decided to get back to the table, quickly pissing and washing my hands before returning to find the food arriving.
I sat down and was quickly pulled into a conversation, much to my frustration. Evan and I continued dirty texting throughout dinner, although more sparingly than before now that Cara was no longer occupied by the girl next to her. But it still had the effect of keeping me half hard the entire time.
I made her drive at the end of the night, having drunk more throughout dinner. I didn't dare text Evan while we were in the car alone together, and I made a concerted effort not to appear anxious.
"So who were you texting at dinner?"
I bristled at the question, thinking that I had gotten away with being discreet about it.
"Oh just my mom," I lied.
"Yeah? What'd she say?"
"She wanted to know if she and Alan could come visit soon since we won't see her on the fourth."
This actually wasn't a complete lie. I had talked to my mom about her coming to visit with my step dad soon. It just wasn't tonight.
"When did she want to come?"
"Labor Day weekend."
Cara frowned.
"What?"
"I thought we were going to the lake with Emily and Jordan that weekend."
"They asked us to but we hadn't agreed to anything yet."
She didn't say anything but I saw her jaw set.
"Unless you told them otherwise," I prompted.
She glanced over at me, a stony expression on her face.
"God damn it, Cara!" I yelled, slapping my knee hard.
"Don't yell at me!"
"I told you I didn't want to fucking go, but you ignored me!"
"Well, I figured you'd say yes eventually," she tried to reason.
"No you didn't," I spat. "You only thought about what you wanted and that you could browbeat me into reluctantly agreeing, like usual."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
I shook my head and swallowed the hurtful truth I wanted to hurl at her.
"Well?"
I fought the instinct to continue. The last thing I wanted was to get into a huge fight right now.
"Just forget it," I mumbled. "We'll go to the lake."
She was quiet the rest of the drive, not willing to continue prodding what I had left unsaid. It was only the thought of getting to fuck Evan's sweet ass later on that had prevented me from uttering something that would have led to an explosive argument.
But I knew I was rapidly approaching my limit with Cara and when that eventually happens, I won't be able to avoid confronting her with everything wrong with our relationship. Still, that would have to wait until another day.
I had lost my hard on during my spat with Cara. However, as we silently trudged into the house, I spotted Evan on the loveseat in the living room, watching TV with his parents. We made brief eye contact and the promise of what was to come had me hard once more while I followed Cara upstairs to her bedroom.
------
The clock on the bedside table told me it was almost one in the morning. Cara's back was to me, her breaths, coming out slow and deep, indicated she was fast asleep. I squirmed underneath the covers and adjusted my cock which had been in a state of partial arousal since we'd laid down to go to sleep a little less than two hours ago.
While Cara was taking her make-up off in the bathroom, I had texted Evan and we'd agreed to meet up in the basement around one to give his parents and sister enough time to fall asleep.
Since then, I'd laid in bed letting the anticipation of a good fuck keep me awake and half hard. I had briefly ruminated on the lack of guilt I felt when thinking about the sex I'd be having with Cara's brother while I was currently lying next to her, but decided to forgo analyzing what that meant in the context of our wilting relationship. Instead, I fantasized about getting to plunder Evan's sweet hole once again.
I checked the clock to see it was a few minutes past one and threw the covers back to quietly creep out of bed. I wore only a pair of dark mesh shorts over my boxer briefs, feeling no need to add more clothing that I would have to spend time stripping off.
Out in the hall, I gently shut the door behind me. Although it was pitch black, my eyes were adjusted to the dark, and I made my way silently down the stairs. It was on the bottom landing that I nearly ran into a shadowed figure that made me jump out of my skin. Stepping closer to me, I saw that it was Evan and sagged a bit in relief, my heart pounding.
"You scared the shit out of me," I whispered.
"Sorry," he whispered back.
I heaved out a long breath, feeling my heart rate begin to slow as I recovered.
"What are you doing?" I asked, my voice still hushed.
It was then that I finally noticed how little he was wearing. An oversized t-shirt covered his torso and hung just below his waist, allowing me a small glimpse of the maroon thong he wore hidden underneath. My dick became fully hard as my eyes roamed his sexy little body, snapping back up to his face at what he said next.
"My dads sleeping on the couch in the basement."
"What? Why?" Even at a low volume, my voice still conveyed frustrated disappointment.
"He does that sometimes when his back is bothering him." He held his hands up in a mystified shrug.
"Fuck, so what now?"
"Let's go out to my car," he suggested.
I sighed and ran a hand through my hair. "I dunno, isn't that kind of out in the open?"
"We've smoked out there a bunch of times before and it's been ok," he pointed out.
"That's true," I reluctantly admitted. "Still seems kind of risky though."
"Come on," he pleaded, stepping closer to me.
I looked down at him as he reached out to cup the bulge in my shorts and gasped lightly at the pressure of his hand against my hard on. I leaned back against the wall behind me while he came even closer, rubbing my cock as it strained out from my shorts. My hands went to gently hold his waist, slipping underneath the hem of the t-shirt he wore to slide along his soft skin. He looked up at me with those big blue eyes and I inclined my head toward him as he spoke softly.
"Please," he begged seductively, and I shivered lightly. "I've been dying to feel your cock inside me again."
My breathing became heavy and I toyed with the thin strap of his satin thong while he continued to plead with me for another hard dicking.
"I want you to stretch my hole and fill me with your cum. Please."
I began grinding against his palm, my cock rock hard and leaking.
"Remember how amazing my ass felt the last time you pounded it? So fleshy and thick."
Inhaling sharply, I slid my hands down to his ass, taking both cheeks in a firm grip before squeezing tightly.
"Yes, that's it. I want to mash my ass against your groin again, feel the tickle of your pubes on my skin."
"Fuck," I whispered, closing my eyes.
Evan slipped his hand inside the waistband of my shorts and then my underwear before taking a hold of my shaft. I grunted softly as he began to slowly jerk me and squeezed his mounds even tighter.
"I want your cock, Seth. Give it to me, please," he whispered fervently. "Take me out to my car and fuck me blind. Blow your load deep inside my body."
I stifled a loud groan and let go of his ass to steady the hand that gripped my cock. Opening my eyes, I looked into his face and knew he could see the heavy lust and acceptance in them before offering me a winning smirk.
"Let's go," I nearly growled.
He briefly disappeared upstairs to retrieve his car keys, some lube, and a towel before returning a few moments later. My eyes were trained on his gorgeous ass as I followed him out the front door into the night.
The neighborhood was completely dead, the only sound that filled the air were that of crickets. Still, I looked around to make sure we weren't spotted, seeing as both of us were wearing so little clothing.
His car sat on the far side of the driveway, parked towards the end by the garage. He opened the backdoor, and I watched his rear end excitedly as he crawled into the backseat. I took one last look around before following him in, shutting the door behind me with a soft thud.
We quickly and efficiently began to undress, I slipped off my shorts and underwear and tossed them onto the floor alongside Evan's t-shirt and thong. There was no mistaking what we were here for, we both knew what we wanted and wasted no time in getting it.
Now completely naked, Evan handed me the lube and I squirted out a glob onto my thick shaft before handing it back to him. He squeezed some into his hand in order to prep his hole while I greased my dick in preparation for hammering it.
I slid into the center of the backseat while Evan gingerly lifted himself up and maneuvered between my spread open legs. With his back to me, he planted his feet along the inside of mine and lowered his ass down to meet my shaft.
Taking a hold of the base of my cock, I pressed the soft, spongy tip against his tight hole as he spread his cheeks for me. After weeks of fantasizing about taking him again, I practically quivered with salacious eagerness, forcing my head past his resistant sphincter.
Evan's gasp of lecherous hunger as I entered him spurned me on. I pulled him down with my free hand while continuing to hold my cock with the other, lifting my hips to stuff his beautiful ass full of my throbbing meat.
When his fleshly, pale bottom slapped against the skin of my groin, I lowered onto the seat once more and roughly grounded against him. Evan leaned forward to arch his back, taking hold of the front seats with each hand to steady himself.
His loud moans filled the car while I mashed his bubbly cheeks into my crotch and gave his hole several small, shallow thrusts. My hands and fingers were harsh and relentless, squeezing his ass rigorously each time I tugged him down onto my stiff pole.
Evan ceded complete control to me, further inciting my rapidly growing beastly sexual urges. I slid my fat hog into his hot, tight hole with increasing swiftness and depth, giving him barely any time to get accustomed to my large girth before the all consuming need to fuck him into glorious oblivion utterly overpowered me. I forced cries of pleasure from his pretty mouth while repeatedly violating his tender, puckered hole with my lengthy, wide rod. Biting my lip, I relished how waves rippled across the snow white skin of his voluptuous ass cheeks from every thundering clap my pelvis made when colliding against his creamy bottom.
"Ugh, ugh, ugh, ohhhhh fuck," he cried desperately.
His head was lowered and I reached out to grab his hair, my fingers sinking deep into his blond locks as I wrenched his head back, exposing his face and the mix of ecstasy and disbelief etched there. He emitted a pleasurable gasp at my sudden movement. His eyes were shut tight, the lips of his mouth transforming from an O shape into a wide, satisfied grin.
Evan kept his back arched perfectly, allowing his fat ass to jut out for me to continue hammering, which I did, mercilessly and with deep, carnal determination. My hips moved at an agile and deft speed, pummeling his chute and rocking the car in place.
"Yeah, you like it rough like that, don't you, slut?" I bellowed, then slapped his ass hard with my free hand.
"Ugh, yes, daddy!" He called back without hesitation.
His eyes blinked open in surprise at his own words, sliding to the side to gauge my reaction. I could see the slight hints of embarrassment and apprehension on his face, perhaps expecting me to be disinclined to that kind of dirty talk. However, the strong throb I felt in my cock proved otherwise.



"Oh yeah, take this daddy dick," I moaned, spearing him even more quickly.
Evan's smile was brief and unrepentant, closing his eyes once more to continue enjoying my hard cock piercing him repeatedly. I slapped him again, this time harder, and watched the red marks begin to blossom across his beautiful ivory skin with satisfaction.
"Ugh, fuck me, daddy," he yelled. "Fuck me with that big dick!"
"God damn," I muttered, my brain feeling overloaded. Twice more my hand descended harshly on his pale mounds, in quick succession.
Words began to pour out of my mouth almost instinctively, guided only by the desire and lust surging through me, setting free the newly acquired vocabulary I'd picked up from my recent interest in gay porn.
"Give me that fucking boy pussy," I demanded with another smack to his ass, "and let daddy breed your hole."
"God yes," he moaned, his body jostling from the sheer force of our intense fucking. "My pussy is yours to take."
"I'm gonna seed that ass," I promised him. "Knock you up and make it mine."
"Fucking do it. Plant your babies deep inside me," Evan begged, moving his hips to match my thrusting.
"Ohhh you dirty boy," I moaned. I clutched his ass tightly with my other hand, squeezing it with a strong grip, and pulled his hair just a bit harder.
"Take me whenever you want," he offered. "I'll be a cum dump for you and your big dick to drop fat loads in all the time."
I quivered, his words piquing the nasty, depraved erotic fervor coursing through me in that moment, and I couldn't help but imagine keeping him as a fuck toy, my own personal twink to satisfy every animalistic and degenerate sexual urge I had.
Suddenly close to cumming, I brought the pounding I was giving him to a standstill, drawing a whine of complaint from Evan. I let his hair go and wrapped my right arm around his chest, dragging him backward to meet me as I leaned forward, resting my torso against his back.
Our bodies were slick with perspiration, the windows completely fogged up from the heat of exertion, made stronger by the small, compact interior and warm, summer night. The air was beginning to thicken with the scent of intermingling musk produced from two sweaty men engaged in torrid, illicit fornication. The smell was not altogether unpleasant; in fact, I think I enjoyed it.
I held Evan against me and slid my left hand to his hip. Taking a firm hold, I guided the lower half of his body back in a slow rising and falling motion. Evan picked the rhythm up quickly, nimbly riding my cock at the speed I had set, and I let go of his hip to wrap my left arm around his lower abdomen.
His breathing was heavy as he concentrated on manipulating my dick deep inside him, simulating it enough to keep me hard but not enough to make me bust. Holding him to my chest while he sensuously coiled and unfurled his ass against my groin turned our frenzied fucking intimate and sensual.
My nose grazed the slick skin of his back and I bit down lightly on his shoulder blade, making him groan in appreciation. After planting a couple of kisses, I leaned my head forward to speak into his ear.
"Your pussy feels so good, baby," I flicked his earlobe with my tongue.
He only moaned in response.
"It's perfect for my cock," I continued. "You're gonna be my broodmare from now on."
Evan shivered at that, squeezing my shaft while it slid up and down inside his snug tunnel. I smiled at his reaction.
"You like the sound of that, boy? Being a personal vessel for me to store my children in?"
I couldn't believe how easy the words came to me, as if waiting for this moment so I could utter them. I don't even know if I meant them to be honest, I just knew it turned both of us on and that was enough for me.
"Yes," he whimpered. His eyes were screwed shut, lips quivering. "I want you to paint my guts white with your sperm."
My teeth grazed his earlobe, moving gently back and forth, while my hands slowly roamed his body, feeling the firmness of muscles not yet fully developed. His silky skin slid against my open palms as they glided down his pecs and over his abdomen before sliding across his shaved thighs, then back again.
Evan moaned and squirmed like a bitch in heat while I fondled him all over, my tongue entering his ear. I began humping his ass every time he pressed back on my cock, trying to get as much of my rod inside him as I could.
"Such a hot little pussy," I moaned into his ear.
"Better than Cara's?" He whispered.
My cock throbbed at his words, a gasp of sensual surprise escaping from between my lips. I would've came right then if we'd been fucking any quicker.
"Fuck, it's so much better," I told him truthfully. "It's the best pussy I've ever had."
"Am I a better fuck than her?"
He began riding me a bit faster, clearly turned on by the comparisons to his sister just like I was.
"Without a doubt. You fuck better than any girl I've ever been with, including her," my voice was thick with arousal.
I wrapped my left hand around his dick, which had been hard since before we started fucking, wagging between his legs while our bodies jostled lasciviously. This was my first time touching another man's cock, and I marveled at how different yet similar it was to my own; not as thick but almost as long, and like the rest of his body, completely smooth, the shaft devoid of any veins or hair.
"Ugh," Evan grunted as I began to jerk him off.
"So hard. You like being my little bitch?"
He bit his lip and nodded in agreement.
"Feels good to have that boy pussy filled with daddy's cock, doesn't it?"
"Yes, I love your thick cock, daddy. It's so fucking big. You fill me up so much."
"Do you want me to cum inside that ass?"
"I do," he moaned excitedly.
My fist was moving more quickly along Evan's shaft. It throbbed under my touch, making him clamp down on my cock every time it surged. His ass began descending with more speed and deliberation. He was clearly aroused by the titillation he was receiving from me.
"Then beg for this load, slut," I growled into his ear.
"Please cum inside me, daddy. Cream my pussy and shoot that load deep inside my body. I want to feel your hot cum dripping from my ruined hole after you finish seeding me."
The threat of release was getting close for the both of us, and although it seemed Evan's was nearer than mine, I knew his spasming ass muscles would make me bust while he was spewing his own load everywhere.
"Cum for me, baby. Cum while I fill your pussy up with sperm," I commanded.
Evan was riding me hard and fast now, his ass slapping repeatedly against my pelvis as I thrust upward to meet those magnificent cheeks, filling the car with the perverse sounds of wet skin smacking together.
"I came inside your sister this morning and now I'll do the same with you," I told him.
Evan groaned, then turned his head and mashed his lips against mine. I opened my mouth, kissing him back hard, and felt his tongue snake inside. I lapped at it, and feeling him respond, we began an incessant and lewd tonguing that persisted while he rode my cock in frantic earnest.
Both of us moaned into each other's mouths, our tongues writhing together. My hand, gripped into a fist around Evan's hard pecker, continued to slide up and down his shaft, moving at a fast but consistent speed. His movements along my cock were getting sloppy, signaling to me that he was on the verge of cumming.
I pounded his ass harder, attempting to fuck the cum out of him, my fist moving even faster. Evan groaned loudly and began to squirm in my arms. He grabbed onto my thick, hairy thighs and sunk his nails into the flesh there. When his body started quaking, that's when I knew he was about to cum, and moments later, I felt the warm gush of hot semen begin to pour from his cock.
His lips became immobile, his tongue still, while he moaned longingly, his eyes rolling to the back of his head. He drenched himself in semen, shooting repeatedly onto his abdomen as I gently aimed his cock upward.
I felt my own long awaited load rising up every time his ass muscles clenched mightily, clamping down and releasing my dick in time with each spurt from his cock. I returned his moans with a series of grunts and pressed my groin roughly against his luscious ass so that I was lodged deep inside him. Then my cock erupted, drenching the inner walls of his tight hole with copious amounts of thick sperm.
Evan broke our kiss with a gasp when he felt me start to breed him. My fist had slowed as the amount of semen he was ejaculating gradually waned, and now it was completely still while I focused solely on occupying his ass with my babies.
We were both frozen while I unloaded a healthy amount of jizz inside him, our bodies finally beginning to sag only when the last watery dribbles leaked from my tip.
Letting go of his now soft cock, I wrapped my arms around Evan's torso and held him against me as I leaned back against the car seat, not caring when his warm semen smeared across my skin.
He whimpered when I moved to nuzzle his neck, tilting his head to afford me better access and resting his hands on top of mine. I gently licked at his salty skin, finally getting to taste the perspiration from his exerted body.
I took a small amount of skin between my teeth, biting down ever so slightly, overcome by the sudden urge to mark this occasion as well as him.
Evan inhaled sharply before I let go to snuggle into him further. I'm not sure how long we cuddled that like in the back seat of his car. We were sticky from sweat and cum, made worse by the muggy interior, but I truly didn't mind. The intimacy between us as I held him close to me produced that familiar warmth in my chest I had grown accustomed to experiencing in his presence, except this time I was alight with it and content to allow it to envelope me while we embraced.
I thumbed his sweat soaked skin, enjoying the soft suppleness of his body as it rested along my own muscle packed one. I fell into a state of quiet placidity, concerned with little else until Evan stirred slightly in my arms.
"I think we might be glued together," he laughed softly.
"That doesn't sound like such a bad thing," I mumbled.
He shifted slightly and my cock, having gone soft long ago, partially dislodged from his ass, allowing some of my semen to trickle out.
"Fuck," I muttered.
Evan handed me the towel he'd brought and sat up so I could mop up the cum that had leaked out onto my dick and the seat beneath me. I wiped up as much as I could then handed the towel off to him with an apology.
"It's fine. Really, I don't mind," he said with sincerity.
I slid across the seat to give him room to clean himself up and ran a hand through my wet hair, feeling suddenly tired. We both tugged on the little clothes we had before I opened the door, the cool night air washing over our damp skin as we stepped out.
"Ah, that feels so good," I told him, stretching.
"I should probably leave the windows open to air out my car," he said, chuckling.
"Sorry about that," I turned to face him.
He looked up at me and smiled. "Don't be. I'm not."
I smiled back, "Good."
We were silent as we looked at one another, smiling. I stared into those big blue eyes and felt the warmth from earlier returning when Evan's smile melted away to be replaced with a more serious look, as if he wanted to say something but was debating himself about it.
My own smile faltered as realization slowly set in. I felt my heart rate quicken, sending ripples of nervous energy throughout my stomach, intuition already telling me what he wasn't.
I was frantically trying to predict what he was about to say and process my own emotional response when his eyes took on a sudden look of determination. Stepping forward, Evan stood on his toes, placed both hands on my bare chest, and kissed me.
His boldness shocked me into inactivity for a brief moment, but in that brief moment, I could tell that this was not the lust filled, sloppy tongue kiss we shared earlier. No, this was one full of passion and sentiment; in it, Evan conveyed all the feelings he held but couldn't voice, feelings that I mirrored, feelings which had been gradually building with all the time we had spent together and every interaction, small or large, that took place, feelings that I returned to him as I urgently kissed him back.
Closing my eyes, I pulled Evan to me and wrapped my arms around him, our bodies molding together as our lips sealed shut. He made a noise of surprised relief before his hands slid from my chest to cup my face. I gripped the back of his neck, keeping tight pressure while we kissed.
The crickets chirped around us as we stood kissing half naked in his driveway. I allowed myself to wallow in the flood of emotion I felt until eventually our tightly interlocked lips began to loosen, bright passion fading to a quiet smolder.
Our lips gently parted, and I rested my forehead against his, still holding him close. Neither one of us said anything, just kept our eyes closed as we embraced. The dull but pleasing ache I felt thudding softly in the center of my chest signaled many things, the most daunting of which was how much more complicated my life had just become.
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It was late morning, the kitchen smelled like the greasy eggs Ryan had just finished cooking and that now sat staring back at him from the plate he'd set on the counter when taking a seat on the barstool. He idly scrolled through his phone, still half asleep, while waiting for the coffee to finish brewing.
Normally Ryan did not get up so late. But it was summer, he wasn't taking any courses, and he'd spent the night getting railed by a trucker with a fat dick. He scrolled through the messages he'd exchanged with the older man, coming to the latest one that had been sent early this morning.
"I'll be passing back through in a few weeks. Will want some more of that boy pussy then," Ryan read.
He smirked to himself. Ryan had not expected to get any action on a Sunday night. But scrolling through Grindr past midnight occasionally proved to be fruitful. That was often when he got the best dick, and this man was no exception.
He'd been just about to call it quits for the night when the man had messaged him. His profile lacked a picture and provided only scant details, merely that he was 47, 5'10, and weighed 180 pounds. Ryan had been all set to ignore the simple "hey" that the man had sent, that is until a picture of his dick came through.
Ryan spent about a minute studying the close up image of the large dick sprouting from black pubes that crawled up to meet the body hair covering his gut. A quick message back to the man soon led to an exchange of dirty messages and more pictures, most of which came from Ryan as the man demanded to see the ass that he teased in his profile photos.
"Fuck yeah," the man wrote. "Need a tight boy pussy just like that to plug tonight."
"How about I come out there so you can?" Ryan had responded, and soon he was driving to the truck stop off the highway at 12:30 at night.
He and the trucker spent a couple of hours having lengthy and rough sex on the bed in the back of his rig. He was not a particularly good looking man, nor was he in shape, but that hadn't mattered to Ryan. What had mattered was the big dick he'd seen pictures of. That's what had prompted him to initially respond and why he had driven, late at night, to meet someone who hadn't bothered to send a face picture of themself.
And it had paid off. The trucker had taken Ryan from behind, holding his waist so tight that the man's wedding ring dug deep into his skin while he pounded him good. Ryan's screams of pleasure had echoed loudly throughout the cab's small interior and were occasionally interspersed with sharp cracks from the man's hand whacking Ryan's ass.
After he'd blown his first load deep inside Ryan, the trucker had rolled over onto his back and forced Ryan's mouth onto his half-hard cock to clean it. Then, after a short interim for recovery, they went at it again, and by 3AM, Ryan had left the truck stop with copious amounts of the man's thick seed lodged within him.
Ryan typed out a response, "You should get here early in the evening, that way you'll have more time to breed me repeatedly."
The man, who's name he still didn't know, wrote back almost immediately.
"Mmm, wish I had a twink like you at every stop on my route."
Ryan's smirk grew into a self-satisfied grin. Since turning 18 over a year ago, he'd thoroughly embraced his status as a twink, flashing his tight little ass to anyone with a big enough dick to stuff him good.
Of course, it was usually older men that chased guys like him, lured in by his thin body, young age, and firm, bubbly asscheeks. It helped that he was only 5'7 too. Gruff men often enjoyed throwing him around, and Ryan enjoyed being thrown around. Factor in his short, quaffed brown hair and cute, slightly feminine facial features and he was considered the ideal twink.
Ryan was in the middle of drafting an equally dirty reply when the loud thud of footsteps on the stairs turned his smile into a frown.
Since they were the only two in the house, Ryan knew exactly who to expect to come walking into the kitchen, yet that knowledge still didn't stop him from feeling displeasure the moment his stepbrother appeared in the doorway wearing nothing but a yellow bath towel wrapped tightly around the waist.
"'Sup, chief," his stepbrother sneered.
He always called Ryan some type of cliche macho term, such as "champ" or "boss", but with a note of condescension, as if he were mocking him.
"Hey, Billy," Ryan replied flatly.
He didn't look up from his phone as Billy approached the other side of the counter.
"Aw, you didn't have to make me breakfast," his voice was colored by false sincerity that carried a cloying undertone which grated on Ryan's nerves.
Billy picked up the plate to shovel a chunk of runny eggs into his mouth. With deadened eyes, Ryan watched Billy chomp messily on his breakfast for several seconds before his stepbrother paused to offer him a shit eating grin, his thick lips pulling back to exaggerate his already unattractive facial features.
The pockmarks along his cheeks bunched together to give his smile a ghoulish quality, and his thin, crooked nose flattened out, making the pores on his nostrils flair visibly. Ryan stared back at Billy, expressionless, as the yolk oozed through the gap of his two large front teeth.
In the six years since his mother had married Billy's father, Ryan had learned to hide the disgust he normally felt for his stepbrother's abhorrent behavior, particularly when Billy was doing something intentionally to get a rise out of him, just as he was now.
So, Ryan held eye contact for long enough to show Billy that he wouldn't get the reaction he desired before glancing back down at his phone. Billy snorted to himself and resumed eating Ryan's breakfast.
"You know, you should make me breakfast more often," he remarked.
"Or you could just make it yourself," Ryan fired back, unable to keep the edge out of his voice.
Billy waved him off dismissively, "Women's work."
Ryan gritted his teeth but said nothing in response to the insult, already kicking himself for saying something in the first place.
After a few more minutes, Billy thunked the plate back on the counter and lumbered over to the fridge to yank it open. He dug around inside and pulled out the orange juice. Ryan's eyes drifted back up just as Billy unscrewed the top to begin drinking straight out of the carton.
This time, with Billy occupied, Ryan let his face transform to show the genuine revulsion he felt for his stepbrother. Watching him lift his arm and tilt his head back to chug the juice, Ryan was struck, not for the first time, by the sharp contrast between Billy's face and body.
While his face was off putting in almost every way, Billy possessed a toned and muscular physique. In the three years since graduating high school and joining the army, he had transformed his six foot average build, exercising enough to attain strong, round biceps, broad, firm pecs, and a wide yet flat abdomen.
Ryan loathed to admit that the army had benefited Billy in any way. After all, he possessed the qualities you'd expect an asshole joining the military: arrogance, obnoxiousness, immaturity, ignorance; all of which became more prominent now that he was "defending freedom."
But in regards to his physicality, Ryan was forced to admit, however reluctantly, that the army had allowed his stepbrother to acquire the type of sculpted body most men would dream of, and that Ryan thought of as hot.
Still though, Ryan was bitter enough about his reluctant admiration of Billy's physique that he often reminded himself that no amount of muscle could ever make up for his ugly face or horrendous personality.
Billy was, quite simply, just a butterface, and Ryan always took joy in focusing on the features that made him so, such as the receding hairline that even his standard military buzz cut couldn't hide.
His petty hyper focus on Billy's premature balding was suddenly interrupted when the bigger man lowered the orange juice to let out a loud, wet belch.
Ryan was unable to stop himself from cringing, and overcome by disgust, blurted, "Can't you at least say 'excuse me' if you're gonna burp like that?"
Billy rolled his eyes, "You sound like my ex-girlfriend."
Ryan had absolutely no idea how his stepbrother had managed to maintain a long term relationship with a woman, any woman, for the last two and a half years, especially while living together. His behavior alone was enough to drive anyone crazy.
It was only when Billy reached down to adjust his junk that Ryan was reminded of a possible reason why Billy's ex had put up with him as long as she had. He watched from under his eyelashes while his stepbrother absentmindedly maneuvered his dick into a more comfortable position within the confines of the towel that was wrapped around him.
Ryan caught a glimpse at what appeared to be his large member moving beneath the surface. It wasn't the first time he'd seen evidence that Billy was packing. He often lounged around the house in a pair of gray cotton shorts, and Ryan had noticed, on more than one occasion, his hefty bulge, particularly the way it jostled when he walked around, as if the thin material was barely able to support something so heavy.
The notion that Billy was hung left Ryan flabbergasted, and he refused to believe it. He'd met many men who were showers, not growers, and until he was presented with evidence to the contrary, Ryan would believe the same of his stepbrother.
Although he had to admit to himself that he was curious. Ryan had seen enough by this point to truly wonder about the actual size of Billy's cock, even if he refused to believe that it was as large as it seemed.
Billy ambled back over the counter, plopping the orange juice down. He picked up the plate and resumed chomping on Ryan's breakfast.
"Seriously good breakfast, boss," Billy taunted through a mouthful of eggs. "Should really make yourself some."
He grinned again and Ryan finally decided he'd had enough of his stepbrother for one morning. Rising out of his seat, he maneuvered around the counter to grab a cup of the coffee that finished brewing.
As he filled a mug up, Ryan became aware that Billy was watching him. He turned toward his stepbrother, who didn't bother to hide the look of disdain on his face as he eyed Ryan's clothing.
"The fuck are you wearing?"
Ryan looked down, assessing his navy bikini briefs and old gray t-shirt he'd turned into a crop top.
"It's just underwear and a t-shirt," he answered innocently, seizing the opportunity to get under Billy's skin.
"Yeah, the kind women wear," he stepbrother uttered, still eyeing what Ryan was wearing with distaste.
"No, they make these for men," Ryan fingered the edges of his underwear. "They're just comfier than regular underwear. You should try them."
Such a suggestion caused a look of disgust to cross Billy's face, and the smile Ryan gave him was wide and intentionally innocuous.
"Fuck that," he scoffed. "I free ball it, and even if I didn't, there's no way you'd catch me wearing that sissy shit, no matter how comfortable it is."
Ryan shrugged casually. "Don't know what you're missing out on. Maybe if you tried it, you wouldn't have such a sour puss on your face all the time."
With that, he turned to go, and as he exited the room, Ryan made sure his hips swayed just enough for his ass to jiggle in his underwear. He smiled to himself knowing that Billy was still standing there with a scowl on his face watching him leave.
Ryan had never really came out to his family with the exception of his younger sister, but it wouldn't be a huge surprise to anyone if he did, least of all Billy, who had long suspected Ryan of being gay. It's largely the reason he always seemed to have a snide comment to make; that and Ryan's less than masculine qualities.
Both seemed to irk Billy, and Ryan occasionally enjoyed fucking with his stepbrother by acting in a manner that he knew would bug the shit out of him. It was petty, sure, but then again, his stepbrother was an asshole, so Ryan held no misgivings about his behavior.
-----
Later that night, Ryan pulled into the driveway after an exhaustingly busy day of work. He longed for when he no longer had to work retail. Dragging his tired feet to the front door, he let himself into the house and shut the door gently behind him.
His mother had texted him earlier that she and his stepfather would be going out, and Ryan assumed that his sister wouldn't be home either, wanting to spend every second of the summer before her senior year of high school with her friends and boyfriend.
So, Ryan had hoped to have the place to himself when he got home, however, that was quickly dashed upon finding Billy sprawled out on the couch watching TV, his feet propped up on the coffee table that was littered with empty beer cans. He hadn't bothered to greet Ryan, or even glance in his direction for that matter, which was fine. The less interaction he had with his stepbrother the better.
Heading up the stairs, Ryan made a right and stopped in the doorway of the room he shared with Billy, flicking on the light to survey the disaster area that was now his bedroom. It was not a huge space to begin with, and when Billy unexpectedly moved in three weeks ago, it became even tighter.
His bed had been pushed against one wall to make room for the rollaway bed that Billy slept on. A small collection of boxes and suitcases, all full of his stepbrother's junk, was piled into a corner.
Ryan had almost pitched a fit when he found out Billy would be staying in his room. He had never had the misfortune of living with his stepbrother before. When his mom and stepdad had gotten married, Billy continued living with his mom until he'd moved in with his girlfriend, Rachel, a little over two years ago.
Since then, however, Billy's mom had remarried and moved out of state. So when Rachel had suddenly dumped him not long after he'd returned home on leave, his stepbrother had nowhere else to go, which is how, after six years of being stepsiblings, Billy ended up sharing a bedroom with Ryan.
Ryan walked over to the nightstand by his bed, sidestepping all the clothes that littered the floor. He sighed heavily at the state of his once tidy and well organized room.
"What's your problem?" Billy asked, ambling through the doorway to flop onto the rollaway bed. He plugged his phone in to charge and began scrolling through his messages.
"There's just a lot of clothes on the floor," Ryan gestured to his surroundings.
"So?" Billy looked up at him, clearly not seeing an issue.
"So, it's a mess."
Billy shrugged and turned back to his phone.
"Who cares? It's just us."
"Yeah, but like, don't you have to keep your bunk neat or whatever?"
Billy snorted. "Only 'cause they make us. Rachel did the shit when I was home, not me."
"Ok, but you're living here now, so can't you..."
Ryan trailed off as he realized Billy had stopped listening, having apparently decided the conversation was over, and was now typing back a reply to someone instead.
No wonder Rachel dumped his ass, he thought, she probably got tired of having to act like his mother.
While still staring at the screen, Billy reached down to scratch his balls through the gray cotton shorts he wore around the house. Once again, Ryan saw the press of Billy's cock against the fabric as it was pushed aside, and he remembered their conversation from this morning when Billy admitted to not wearing any underwear.
Ryan wondered if that was why it always looked so prominent. After all, without any support, those kinds of shorts will just put everything on display. That had to be it.
Satisfied with his own explanation, Ryan turned toward his dresser to begin pulling out clothes when Billy's phone began to ring.
"Yo, what up, Marty?" Billy bellowed obnoxiously once he answered.
"Aye, not much, bro. What are you up to?"
"You know, just kicking it at the crib. Bored as fuck."
Ryan rolled his eyes at the interaction and continued digging through the open drawer. Why did he need to have this conversation on speaker, Ryan asked himself.
"Me and some of the boys are gonna be hitting up O'Halloran's in a little bit. Why don't you slide by?"
"Fuck yeah, man," Billy sat up excitedly. "I'm down."
"Bet. Figured you'd want to come since Allison Aimes is supposed to be there."
"Shit, really?"
"Yeah, bro. Maybe we can finally get you laid."
"I fucking hope so. Haven't gotten any pussy since I've been back."
Out of the corner of his eye, Ryan saw Billy squeeze his junk absentmindedly.
"Hopefully that'll change tonight."
"Yeah, or at the very least maybe I can get a blowjob out of her."
"I'm sure you will, bro. Put that mouth of hers to good use for once."
Billy guffawed loudly and stood up, the rollaway bed squeaking underneath him.
"Ight, bro. I'll see you soon."
"Peace, homie."
Ryan shut the drawer, and with an arm full of clothes, went to go grab a towel to shower with.
"Yo, I need the bathroom to freshen up in real quick," Billy told him.
Ryan sucked his teeth loudly and heaved a heavy sigh.
"Don't be a little bitch. It's just for a few minutes."
Ryan turned, ready with a retort, but stopped when he saw Billy stoop down to pick up some clothes off the floor. He watched his stepbrother take turns sniffing each item before he found a shirt and pair of jeans that smelled sufficiently clean enough to wear in public.
Ryan was barely able to suppress a shudder. Billy had yet to do a single load of laundry since he'd moved in, and the fact that he was digging through rank smelling clothing for the least offensive item among them meant that all the clothes deposited unceremoniously on the floor had been worn enough times to warrant washing but just hadn't been.
Suffice to say, Ryan couldn't wait until he finally had his room back to himself.
As Billy stood back up, he noticed the scowl on Ryan's face and trudged over.
"Why so glum, boss man?" With his open palm, he patted Ryan's cheek a couple of times, just a little too hard. "I'll be out of your hair soon enough, and then you can do whatever it is you do alone up here."
Ryan didn't miss the subtle implication of his words.
"And if you're lucky, well more like if I'm lucky," Billy corrected arrogantly, "you won't see me again until late tomorrow morning."
Billy's lips pulled back in a fiendish, self-satisfied grin, and Ryan just stared into the man's ugly mug before his stepbrother chuckled to himself and left the room.
Ryan heard the sound of the bathroom door shutting a few moments later.
Ryan chucked his armful of clothes on his bed and then collapsed into it right after. His attention was drawn to the sound of Billy's phone dinging from a text notification, and he glanced at it still sitting on the rollaway, charging.
Studying the thin, rumbled sheet his mother had used to carefully make the rollaway bed up with, Ryan guessed that hadn't been changed or washed either, and that his stepbrother was currently sleeping weeks worth of sweat and grime.
"Ugh", he groaned to himself, and shut his eyes. He was tired and wanted nothing more than to shower and curl up in bed.
He was almost on the verge of falling asleep when the sound of the bathroom door opening made his eyelids flutter open.
Billy came in, dressed in jeans and a red polo shirt, to snag his phone before heading out.
"Don't wait up for me," he chuckled just before disappearing around the corner.
Once Ryan heard the front door slam a few minutes later, he got up and made his way to the bathroom, clothes and towel in hand.
He was in the process of disrobing when he spotted the shorts Billy had been wearing crumbled in the corner, and rolled his eyes.
Couldn't even bother to pick those up, Ryan scoffed internally.



He quickly finished stripping and got in the shower, glad his stepbrother was finally gone.
------
Billy was not quiet nor particularly loud when he stumbled through the bedroom door at two in the morning, yet he woke Ryan just the same.
Facing the wall that his bed was pushed up against, Ryan listened as his stepbrother clumsily attempted to remove his clothing, having to brace himself against the dresser at one point to keep from falling over.
While attempting to take off his jeans, and in between heavy, labored breaths, he grumbled quietly to himself, "Fucking bitch should be doing this for me."
Ryan noted the slurring of his voice and the anger in his tone.
Looks like he was unlucky after all, he thought while smiling, pleased that his horrid stepbrother couldn't even manage to land an easy lay.
The rollaway bed squeaked under the new added weight of Billy and Ryan shut his eyes, ready to return to sleep.
He felt himself drifting off when he noticed a soft noise from across the small room. Ryan listened carefully, hearing the same thing a long second later, but he was unable to discern what it was, and decided to simply ignore it.
The noise continued though, reoccurring at a slightly faster rate and growing a tad in volume. Its familiarity tickled the back of Ryan's brain, but he was still unable to break through the fog of drowsiness to recall what exactly it was.
It was only when there was a pause followed by the much louder sound of Billy spitting several times that Ryan's eyes flew open again, his confusion giving way to jolting realization.
Billy was masturbating.
The noise started back up again, but this time, it was much more rapid and forceful. Wide eyed, Ryan listened to the slick sound of wet flesh being pumped. He had jacked off plenty of dicks by this point in his life, and knew that the heavy squelching he was hearing only really occurred when a hand slid along and pulled against the large shaft of a big cock.
Billy's breathing was low and heavy, and he occasionally let out a small sigh as his strokes slowly grew faster. Ryan continued to listen, oddly intrigued by what was occurring.
He felt his own cock begin to squirm and thicken slightly while listening to Billy's frustrated and furtive masturbation session. The sound of his stepbrother briskly stroking his cock, which continued to slowly increase, and the short yet deep exhales of pleasure he emitted quietly filled the silent room.
Ryan couldn't help but picture his ugly, muscular stepbrother yanking his own cock. It filled him with the sudden and bizarre urge to actually turn around and watch, to see what he could only hear and imagine.
Yet, he would not, too afraid of being caught and unsure that he could get a good look without any light. So Ryan remained on his side, staring at the wall while listening to Billy swiftly pump his spit lubed package, his own cock continuing to twitch in response, never fully hardening but remaining restless all the same.
The moment Billy erupted didn't take long to arrive, and it gave Ryan a good indication of how pent up his stepbrother had been. The rapid jerking suddenly ceased, and Billy uttered several shallow, throaty grunts as he presumably shot his wad.
After what felt like, to Ryan, a long time to unload, there was movement on the rollaway bed that accompanied the squeaking of its springs and, a couple seconds later, the rough scraping of thick cotton against skin.
Billy fell asleep almost immediately after, snoring lightly while Ryan attempted to process what he had just been privy to, mainly that he heard what sounded like a big cock being pumped.
Ryan knew that sound well, and, combined with the glimpses of Billy's crotch he'd managed to steal, only added to the growing curiosity he had about the size of his stepbrother's junk.
He fell asleep soon after amid his heightened speculation, and when his eyes cracked open early the next morning, those same thoughts were waiting for him.
Ryan softly turned over and looked at his stepbrother's sleeping figure, briefly wondering if he'd dreamt the whole thing, as some deep part of him refused to believe what he'd heard and seen up to this point.
It was when his eyes landed on the balled up black t-shirt right next to Billy's bed that all doubts about the previous night evaporated.
Although the floor was littered with Billy's clothes, he was pretty sure that's what his stepbrother had used to clean himself up after cumming, and the perverted part of Ryan gnawed at him to get a good look at how much spunk coated the fabric of the shirt.
With a slight twitch of his cock, he slipped out of bed and took a few steps forward to snatch up the t-shirt. Ryan glanced briefly down at Billy before unfurling the piece of clothing, revealing a large cum stain on the front.
Ryan eyebrows rose in disbelief as he took in the dried clumps of thick semen stuck to the shirt. Billy had evidently blown a big wad, so big that Ryan couldn't help but be a little impressed. He looked back down at his stepbrother once more, feeling more conflicted than ever.
Everything so far pointed to Billy being well endowed, yet for all that he'd glimpsed and heard, Ryan still had no definitive confirmation that his stepbrother was indeed hung, only strong suggestions. But still, it was enough to make his growing curiosity fester to the point where he wanted to know for sure, even if he couldn't quite understand why.
These thoughts were still ruminating in his mind when he stepped into the bathroom to wash his face. As Ryan looked in the mirror, something in the reflection caught his eye. Turning around, he spotted Billy's gray cotton shorts still sitting where they'd been dumped last night.
Ryan stood perfectly still, running through faint memories of the last few weeks. Billy always wore those shorts around the house, it was what he came down wearing in the morning and what he had on before going back upstairs at night.
However, Ryan couldn't recall a single moment of seeing his stepbrother actually sleeping in them. He always woke up before Billy and Billy always went to bed after Ryan was asleep.
So now, after briefly parsing their different sleeping patterns, Ryan had to wonder, does Billy sleep naked?
------
Ryan found himself paying closer attention to his stepbrother over the next few days. He'd scan the room when waking up, always spotting those gray shorts casually tossed aside only for Billy to appear later in the morning wearing them.
He'd trudge downstairs, still half asleep, and Ryan would steal a quick glance at his stepbrother's crotch as he passed by, watching the way his member jostled beneath the thin fabric with every long, heavy stride. The curiosity he had about Billy's dick size and whether he slept naked would prickle, urging him to find out for sure.
But it wasn't until almost a week after his stepbrother's late night jerk off session that both of Ryan's suspicions were seemingly confirmed.
It was early in the morning, so early that the sun was not yet fully up and the barest flicker of light filtered through the closed blinds. Ryan had overheard Billy mentioning to his dad that he'd be going fishing with some of his friends that day, and he knew that his stepbrother would be getting up before he did.
So when Billy's alarm went off and woke the both of them up, Ryan didn't simply go back to sleep like he normally would have. Instead he rolled over so that he faced the open room itself rather than the wall. The minutes ticked by while Ryan pretended to be asleep, waiting for his opportunity to present itself. Finally, he heard the squeak of the rollaway bed and the thud of two large feet hitting the floor.
Cracking open his eyes ever so slightly, Ryan glimpsed Billy's bare ass as his stepbrother faced away from him, and his heart unexpectedly leapt in excitement.
Billy yawned and stretched before scratching along his right asscheek, and just as Ryan opened his eyes fully to get a better look at his stepbrother's naked body, Billy squatted down to snatch his shorts up off the floor. For a few brief seconds, Ryan saw the dark shape of a large, flaccid penis dangling heavily between Billy's thick thighs while he stooped then rose to roughly yanked the shorts up his legs.
It was over as quickly as it happened, then Ryan was alone to assess what he just saw. The sound of the bathroom door shutting from down the hall was the only other thing he could hear over the pounding in his ears.
There it was, he thought, Billy's giant cock.
It wasn't lost on him that he'd been sleeping a few feet away from his stepbrother's thick snake all these weeks, with only a thin sheet to cover it too.
Ryan now finally had his answers, and with this new knowledge, his curiosity should have been satisfied. But it wasn't. In fact, getting just the barest glimpse of Billy's low hanging monster had only heightened his interest, and left him wanting a better look. He simply couldn't be satisfied with just knowing that his stepbrother was hung anymore. Now, Ryan wanted to see what exactly Billy was working with.
He didn't plan what happened next, just seized the opportunity that so luckily presented itself on another morning a couple days later. Ryan had opened his eyes to the sun filtering through the blinds of his window. It was later than it had been the other day, but still early enough that his alarm hadn't gone off yet and the rest of the house was completely silent.
Turning his head, he saw Billy sprawled out on the rollaway bed, fast asleep with his mouth half open. Ryan vaguely remembered him coming in late last night. His stepbrother laid with his arms splayed haphazardly above his head, hairy pits on full display. The rumpled sheet atop his body barely covered him from the crotch down. His right leg stuck out so far that it hung off the bed, exposing his pale meaty thigh and the edges of his thick bush, strands of which curled out from underneath the fabric of the sheet.
Ryan's eyes were immediately drawn to the large tent in the sheet draped over his groin. The size and shape of it, how it jutted up and strained against the thin material to form a lengthy oblong tower, left little doubt in Ryan's mind as to what was underneath. There simply was no mistaking it for anything else.
Arousal erupted deep within his loins. The dark, half hidden glimpses he'd caught of Billy's naked form from across their shared room flashed in his mind as a growing sensual excitement hummed quickly through him. His own cock, already half hard upon awakening, quickly hardened completely.
Ryan knew what he was going to do instantaneously. It had clicked into place like puzzle pieces fitting perfectly together. But he continued to lay in bed, frozen with the type of bubbling trepidation that only occurs when it's entwined with the giddy anticipation of doing something illicit.
He watched Billy's face carefully to ensure he was well and truly asleep, the heavy knocking of his heartbeat measuring the passage of time. When the nervous tingle began to ebb and his breathing finally started to slow, Ryan finally threw back the sheets that covered him, exposing his bulge to the room.
Slowly he rose from bed, avoiding any unnecessary squeaking. The house was quiet only in the way that it can be early in the morning, before the rest of the world had woken up. Ryan silently padded the short distance over to Billy's sleeping form, his hardon bouncing within his bikini briefs. Standing before his bed, Ryan silently sank down to his knees, ignoring the rough texture of the old carpet against his skin.
Billy's breathing was slow, coming out in ragged half snores. Ryan admired his body up close, marveling at what three years in the military had done to his physique. He drank in Billy's partially exposed body, from the overly hairy pits of his muscled arms to the firm chest and flat abdomen that preceded the part of him Ryan desired to see the most.
Not wanting to waste anymore time, Ryan gingerly pinched the edge of the sheet between his fingers and in one swift motion tossed it back.
Billy's hard cock emerged with a slight waggle from the movement before standing tall and firm once again, rising up from a thicket of unkempt, curly brown pubic hair that served as the base for his glorious manhood.
Ryan took in the sizable meat that stood before him. It was perfect. Long, thick, and slightly pink, a tendon ran up the center, bulging prominently. He sat back on his haunches and stared at it in awe. Not only was Billy's cock bigger than he'd anticipated, it also just looked gorgeous, and Ryan pondered how such an unpleasant man could have such an amazing dick.
Then again, the unpleasant ones always do, he thought dryly.
Ryan absentmindedly massaged his cock through his underwear while taking in Billy's long, hefty package. He didn't know if he'd ever have this opportunity again, and strained to commit it to memory. His eyes traveled the length of his step-brother's dick, absorbing every detail.
It well and truly was the best dick Ryan had seen in a long time, and he turned his head to look back at Billy, still a bit flabbergasted that he could possess such a mouth watering penis. The unattractive face that stared back at him served as a sharp contrast to the muscular torso that it sat atop and the glorious inseminator that emerged, tall and firm, from between his legs.
Sitting there crouched on the floor, Ryan drank the entirety of Billy's naked figure on complete display, cock and all, and for the first time, he felt overwhelming lust for his step-brother.
His eyes returned to Billy's throbbing tool, the center of who he was as a man, and Ryan bit his lip, feeling something shift inside him as a craving to take Billy's cock began to emerge.
Just then, Billy let out a particularly large snore that seemed to get caught in his throat and spurned a coughing fit that snapped Ryan out of the trance-like state he'd entered while drooling over his step-brother's junk.
He rose in panic as Billy began to shuffle in bed and quickly backed away, watching carefully to see if he would wake. But after several deep, rattling coughs, Billy simply turned away from Ryan onto his side, showing off his pale ass.
Letting out a quiet sigh of relief, Ryan turned and grabbed his phone off the nightstand before heading into the hallway, stopping briefly to drag the sheet back over Billy's waist.
Once safely ensconced in the bathroom and with his heart rate back under control, Ryan plopped down on the toilet seat and leaned back, recounting the last few minutes to himself. He'd come dangerously close to being caught, but the good look he'd gotten at what his step-brother possessed between his legs had been worth it, and Ryan felt confident that the image of Billy's incredible dick would be burnt into his mind for a long time.
While his own hardon had deflated from the heart piercing fear he'd felt when Billy began to sir, it quickly came alive again as the fresh memory of Billy's cock played on repeat in his mind.
Ryan shucked his underwear and quickly began jerking off, shutting his eyes while thinking of Billy's morning wood. His fist moved rapidly up and down his shaft, seeking more of the intense pleasure churning deep within his groin. It wasn't long before he shot rope after rope of cum all over his abdomen.
After taking a moment to recover, Ryan assessed himself, noting how big of a load he'd shot, and while he was washing himself off in the shower a few minutes later, he pondered how much Billy's cock had affected him.
----
Over the next week, Ryan thought of Billy and his horse cock constantly. The up close look he'd gotten proved to be prime fap material, and he often beat his own meat while thinking of Billy's.
However, his fantasies went beyond merely imagining his step-brother's juicy looking pole. Filthy thoughts of Billy's schlong ramming him over and over were often the focus of his jerk off sessions, something that had somewhat surprised him.
Ryan had never felt anything but dislike for Billy. Even after his return home, Ryan had only begrudgingly admired his new physique, the prominence of his obnoxious personality and unattractive facial features too off putting for him to feel anything else.
But something had changed after seeing Billy's fat hog. It was almost as if Ryan had had an incomplete picture of his stepbrother all this time, and his cock had proven to be the crucial missing piece that allowed him to see Billy whole, and now that the image was complete, it had changed Ryan's perspective of the man. He had developed a strong attraction to his stepbrother, seemingly overnight, eclipsing the displeasure he'd always felt for him.
Ryan would surreptitiously check Billy out whenever he hung around the house, particularly when he sat shirtless on the couch watching ESPN. Slunk low in the cushions, he'd slurp from a can of beer while idly staring at the TV through drooping eyelids, his legs unabashedly spread open to reveal the print of his soft cock against the loose cotton shorts that rode up his beefy thighs.
Pausing on his way to wherever he was going, Ryan would duck into the shadows of the hallway where, out of sight, he was free to ogle the fat lump in his stepbrother's shorts and fantasize about walking over, dropping to his knees, and planting his face in Billy's sweaty crotch where he'd relish the feel and smell of his big dick. The fact that there would be nothing else except the shorts themselves separating Ryan's face from his stepbrother's beast only heightened the fantasy.
Something about knowing that Billy was hung, that within those shorts lay a long, thick snake waiting to be woken, had instilled in Ryan a newfound respect for his stepbrother, and with it, the urge to worship him unequivocally. It stunned Ryan how quick and irreversible the change was, how just the sight of Billy's powerful tool had made him want to fulfill its owner's every desire.
Yet there it was, nestled within him, the deep seeded yearning to let this man use his body to perform any fucked up and perverted act he desired. The idea of submitting to Billy tantalized Ryan. That his stepbrother's cock, and to a lesser extent his body, had overridden his grating personality and unattractive face made the whole thing even hotter.
His newfound lust for Billy began to change how Ryan interacted with his stepbrother as well. He no longer fired back retorts to Billy's condescending comments and snide remarks, mainly because he now thought of them as his stepbrother's way of establishing dominance in their relationship, Ryan something he was happy to acquiesce to.
For his part, Billy seemed just as confused by the switch as Ryan was. Their interactions began to play out in a new pattern that was rapidly becoming standard; Billy would make his typical obnoxious remark, but instead of returning it in kind, Ryan would shrug or, more often than not, hold eye contact with his stepbrother for several long second before demurely looking away, causing Billy to narrow his eyes in suspicious confusion.
The change in this aspect of their relationship only further enhanced Ryan's dirty fantasies of submitting to his stepbrother, which seemed to occupy his mind constantly. He desperately wanted another look at Billy's hard cock. The urge to see his stiff member proudly jutting from his unkept bush grew steadily, making Ryan more and more determined with every passing day.
His lewd desire forced him to wake up earlier than usual, desperately hoping for another tent in Billy's sheet that indicated his sleeping stepbrother was sporting full morning wood. Finally, almost two frustrating weeks after first getting his first real look at Billy's hefty horse cock, Ryan received the second opportunity he'd been impatiently waiting for.



Once again, Ryan awoke and, upon turning to check on the state of his stepbrother, found him to be in the same state of arousal as he had been weeks prior. Ryan felt his cock stir instantly, his heart pumping fast with perverted excitement, sending blood to his rapidly hardening penis, and he all but leapt out of bed to take in the sight before him.
Billy lay in almost the same position as last time, except now he had one arm splayed above his head, which was turned away from Ryan. He knew he had to be careful, he'd come close to being caught last time, but Ryan couldn't help the desperate hunger that overwhelmed him, urging his legs forward.
He approached his stepbrother's sleeping figure, the large swelling beneath the thin sheet drawing him in. Dropping to the floor so that he was eye level with Billy's crotch, Ryan wasted no time in peeling back the cover to reveal his stepbrother's glorious manhood.
It stood, straight and hard, just like before, towering and imposing in a way that demanded total submission from the twink that hovered just a few inches away, admiring the long, thick flesh.
Ryan openly gawked at the perfection in front of him, taking every detail from the round, spongy tip to the curling, coarse pubes that spread across Billy's groin.
He sat back and took in the entirety of his stepbrother, pant of longing squeezing his insides. Ryan desperately wanted to be possessed by this man. It was all he felt now.
Ryan's eyes traveled up the length of Billy's muscular body, stopping at his hairy underarm that was on full display.
It was quick, like a sharp knife slicing through twine. The intense craving propelled him forward onto his hands and knees, animal lust driving the compelling instinct he so easily surrendered to, where he sunk his nose into Billy's furry armpit and inhaled deeply.
It had been almost an entire day since Billy last showered, and the sweaty musk that filled Ryan's nostrils was ripe and excessive. Eyes shut, he breathed in as much of his stepbrother's scent as he could. The strong, masculine smell of heavy perspiration had him practically salivating, and he had to fight the strong compulsion to lap at Billy's pits and taste the saltiness that clung to the overabundance of long hair that grew there.
After finally running out of breath, Ryan let out a small, involuntarily moan. He froze in panic upon realizing what he'd done, then whipped his head around to see if he'd woken his stepbrother up. To his relief, Billy continued to snore softly, and Ryan was suddenly grateful that he was such a heavy sleeper.
He was about to dive back in for another long whiff when Billy's hard cock twitched in his periphery and the same impulse to absorb his scent flashed through him. Turning his attention toward the towering pole, Ryan scooted downward, until he was face to face with his stepbrother's engorged manhood.
He wasted no time in lowering his nose down to the base of Billy's cock, right into the crook where the shaft met his large, full balls. The same thick matting of curly brown pubic hair also carpeted his stepbrother's hefty sack, providing an additional absorbent for the dank mustiness heavily produced by a substantially sized cock and fat balls that were confined to constrictive fabric throughout a warm day.
Ryan knew he was treading on dangerous ground, but drunk on lust, he couldn't help himself, and hungrily drank in the acute scent that rose up from Billy's sweat soaked crotch. It was remarkable, better than he could've imagined, and like before, he only stopped when his lungs were full and refused to take in any more air.
As satisfied as he'd ever be, Ryan pulled away slightly and took in the sight before him. Billy's erection was unwavering. Completely rigid in its current state, Ryan so badly wanted to provide the relief that his stepbrother's magnificent cock deserved.
That girl was a fool, he thought, remembering the night Billy had come home unfulfilled and proceeded to take care of his own needs.
He had no doubt she would've gotten the ride of her life with this monster, something he could kill to experience for himself.
Nevertheless, Ryan wasn't dismissive of the good luck he was experiencing at that moment. Worshiping his stepbrother in secret was still better than not at all, and Ryan itched to push the boundaries even further.
Checking that Billy was still sound asleep, Ryan slowly lifted his hand up and tentatively wrapped it around the middle of his stepbrother's shaft with the lightest grip he could manage.
Billy's stiff dick felt massive and firm beneath his gentle touch. Ryan watched his ugly face remain impassive while his broad, sculpted chest slowly rose and fell with each heavy breath, and he took a tighter grip of Billy's shaft. It throbbed in response.
Ryan gingerly pumped the thick, sturdy flesh several times, sternly committing how it felt to memory, and was rewarded with a large dollop of precum that emerged at the tip. Unwrapping his hand from around Billy's dick, Ryan admired the perfect whitish pearl that dotted his cockhead.
Using the tip of his index finger, Ryan carefully scooped up the bit of precum and brought it to his mouth where he stuck it inside. His lips closed around the end of his finger as he tasted Billy's juices. Its flavor was strong, which surprised him. Most of the time a guy's precum didn't really taste like anything. But not Billy's. His possessed a saltiness that left a tart aftertaste in the wake of the thick texture. It was delicious.
If this is what his precum is like, I can't imagine how his whole load would taste, Ryan pondered in amazement.
The thought of drinking his stepbrother's thick seed directly from the spigot of Billy's hard on made Ryan's own cock spasm. He'd been hard since first waking up, but now he was almost painfully so, having tantalized himself into a frustrating plight.
He needed to jerk off.
Ryan stood up, having experienced enough of Billy's cock and scent to spend the next few minutes furiously jacking himself before busting what he was sure to be a huge nut.
He carefully replaced the covers over his stepbrother's lower body and turned to leave the room when he spotted a familiar pair of shorts about a foot away from the bed, the same pair Billy wore everyday and without any underwear.
Frozen in place, Ryan, found himself calculating how many hours these past weeks Billy had spent with his large, bare cock and plump, round balls encased solely by the cheap cotton material of those shorts, and what they must smell like now, after all that time, and having never been washed.
Ryan scooped the shorts up on his way out of the room. He made a beeline for the bathroom, needing to relieve himself more in that moment than he ever had before.
Once locked inside, he quickly removed his own underwear before settling down onto the toilet with his legs spread open and his right hand wrapped around his stiff cock.
Ryan pressed the shorts, crotch side up, to his nose and inhaled deeply. Weeks of cock and ball sweat were baked into the fabric, and the smell accosted his nostrils, so strong that it left a faint acrid taste in his mouth.
Ryan shuddered from lustful pleasure, and began rapidly stroking his meat, which throbbed in response to the masculine scent of Billy's musky crotch.
The fresh memories he'd just made tumbled together with lustful images from his vulgar fantasies and the smell of his stepbrother's hefty junk, causing his fist to move rapidly along his shaft.
Ryan felt out of control in the best way possible. He was overcome by wanton lust for the man he so recently despised, and he let it wash over and control him. Doing so made him feel delectably debased, something that sent his arousal into hyperdrive.
His orgasm arrived swiftly and in an eruptive fashion, spraying cum all over his torso. The first spurts had begun to dribble down his stomach by the time he finished unloading the last of his cum onto himself.
Ryan's tensed muscles finally relaxed, and despite having woken up not so long prior, he felt exhausted. This had been his most intense masturbation session in a very long time, possibly ever, and it took him a number of minutes to recover.
Once he did, he was quick to hop in the shower, rinsing off the half dried jizz that coated him. He'd left Billy's shorts on the floor and quietly returned them to where they had originally been deposited once he was done showering.
All the while he contemplated what had occurred that morning and how things would progress, if they ever will at all.
------
Ryan worked Billy's shorts into his frequent masturbation sessions, and although they were never quite as intense as the first time, breathing in the scent of Billy's sweaty crotch heightened his arousal considerably.
He was always careful to snag them when Billy wouldn't notice they were missing, primarily when he was still asleep or in the shower. But Ryan found himself caring a little less each time, almost as if a part of him wanted Billy to know how obsessed he'd become with his horse cock.
Ryan also began to walk around the house more frequently in just the underwear and crop top he slept in. He knew Billy had felt disgusted the first time he'd seen Ryan sporting the bikini briefs and cut up t-shirt, but he took pleasure in putting himself on display for his stepbrother, especially knowing how much his underwear highlighted his bubbly ass.
Billy never said anything, but Ryan caught him sneaking a peek once or twice, a look of perplexion tinged with disapproval twisting his ugly facial features. Ryan would always make sure to sway his hips just a bit more in those moments, knowing his ass jiggled slightly when he did.
Unfortunately, Ryan hadn't caught a follow up to Billy's late night masturbation session, although he noticed his stepbrother had been going out with his friends more frequently, always to return home drunk and alone, however.
Ryan heavily suspected Billy kept striking out, and wondered just how sexually frustrated he must be. He got a pretty good idea when he came home one Friday evening after work to find Billy pregaming with several of his friends in the living room, complaining to them about how he still needed some pussy.
Ryan's sister of course had been gone the entire day and his mom and stepfather were supposed to be attending a party that evening, leaving Ryan alone in the house after stepbrother's eventual departure.
Internally, Ryan schemed to see if he'd be able to have a hook up come over. His newfound infatuation with his stepbrother had left him a lot friskier than normal, and he'd been seeking out big dicks in place of the one he couldn't have.
He'd had a decent amount of success considering how difficult small towns often proved to be when looking for gay men to hook up with. The trucker passed through frequently enough that Ryan spent several hours with him each night that he happened to be in town. But even that had not been enough to satisfy the urgent hunger that seemed to envelope him. So he'd been hooking up as frequently as he possibly could, no one ever managing to quite scratch the itch for his stepbrother that plagued him. Ryan was out of luck that night, however, and ended up in bed alone and frustrated by 11.
He wasn't sure what exactly had woken him up several hours later; whether it was the rustle of fabric or something else entirely. Initially, all Ryan could tell was that it was simply very late. But as he laid on his stomach, bleary eyes staring at the wall, he felt lukewarm air against his bare back, and realized that the covers had been pulled away, exposing his nearly naked body in just the pair of underwear he had stripped down to before bed.
Ryan, in his tired, confused state, was still trying to figure out what was happening when he finally noticed deep, heavy breathing close by.
Suddenly and without warning, the bed began to sink around him under the new addition of bulky weight. Caught off guard, Ryan began to turn his head, his chin brushing the pillow, and braced his hands along the mattress to hoist himself up.
His actions were halted, however, when a large hand clamped itself over his mouth.
"Mmphm," his cry of alarm came out muffled.
"Shut the fuck up, faggot," Bill spit out quietly as he finished bracing his knees on either side of Ryan's waist.
Confused and alarmed, Ryan began to squirm in place until Billy pressed the open palm of his free hand against Ryan's lower back, pinning him down. His stepbrother, sitting up on his knees, now leaned forward to speak directly into Ryan's ear. As he did, Ryan felt what he thought was the head of Billy's hard cock brush against his back, and he froze, his eyes widening.
"Don't fucking move," Billy slurred angrily into his ear and Ryan got a strong whiff of the beer his stepbrother had no doubt been consuming in copious amounts.
Billy removed his left hand from Ryan once he was sure that he'd be still and sat back slightly. Ryan's eyes were opened wide as he felt his stepbrother wrestling with the little bikini briefs he wore, yanking them down just enough so that they rested along his upper thighs and exposed his plump little ass.
Billy spit loudly into his hand, and Ryan blinked rapidly, his heart hammering in his chest while he listened to the squelching sound of saliva being spread across flesh.
Is this actually happening, thought Ryan.
Billy repeated this several more times until his hog was well greased, then leaned forward once more.
Ryan inhaled sharply when he felt Billy's large cockhead push against his opening a few seconds later.
Holy shit, he's actually trying to fuck me, Ryan thought in disbelief.
Billy gripped his large dick tightly as he attempted to maneuver it inside of Ryan, his warm, heavy breaths hitting Ryan's ear.
"Ugh," Billy grunted when his tip broke through Ryan's sphincter.
Ryan's heart slammed hard inside his chest. The disbelief he felt at being mounted had quickly morphed into excitement and an eagerness to be fucked by his stepbrother.
Wanting to waste no time, Billy steadily sank his shaft into Ryan's tight hole.
"Oh fuck," he muttered as his spit soaked cock was slowly enveloped by tight, warm anal walls.
"Mmmmph," Ryan cried once more into Billy's hand while he was steadily filled with his monster.
Impatient to feel his stepbrother inside him, Ryan slid his knees apart until they brushed against Billy's hairy, sculpted calves, and used his anal muscles to push against the invading force in an effort to draw it in.
With nothing but spit as lube, taking Billy's cock was a bit more difficult, and more painful, than he was used to. But having been fucked so often during the past few weeks, Ryan's hole opened up much quicker than if he had been going through a dry spell, and soon he was completely full of his stepbrother's large appendage.
"Ugh, yeah, I fucking need this," Billy grunted once he was completely inside and scrunched his dick up, making Ryan groan when Billy's wild, coarse pubic hair scratched roughly against his ass cheeks.
He honestly couldn't believe it. He had finally been filled with the dick he'd been obsessing over. What had been an utter fantasy for weeks was now reality, something Ryan could not and would not have predicted, and even though his ass burned from being breached with little lubricant, his dick pulsed from the notion that he was being used by his stepbrother.
Billy slowly extracted his cock about halfway before pushing back in again, his tip lodged deep in Ryan's guts.
"Mmmmm," Ryan cried.
"I fucking knew this what you wanted," Billy spoke gruffly, once again withdrawing his cock then forcefully shoving it back inside.
"You think I haven't noticed you staring at my junk? Taking peeks then disappearing with my shorts?"
Ryan shuddered, too excited at what was occurring to really care that he hadn't been as discreet as he thought he'd been.
Billy took Ryan with another rough stroke, the anger and disapproval in his voice manifesting in how he fucked him.
"Fucking pathetic bitch. Walking around here with your ass out, wagging it like the faggot you are."
Ryan moaned again, partly from his stepbrother's hateful words and partly from his steadily increasing pace. As Billy moved his cock in and out of him, Ryan's hole began to adjust, welcoming its invader with more ease each time.
"Listen to you, whimpering like a bitch in heat. You're a fucking disgrace."
Ryan started pushing his ass back against Billy's cock as it rammed into him, and feeling less of the initial resistance than before, Billy lowered himself onto Ryan completely, reaching out to grip the bed frame with his left hand for better leverage.
Ryan moaned longingly, reveling in the full weight of his stepbrother's large muscular body pressing down on him. Billy's smooth, firm midsection fit within the small of his back, and the hard, quarter sized nipples that adorned his broad pecs jabbed sharply into Ryan's shoulder blades.
Now resting on top of his stepbrother rather than hovering over him, Billy spread his legs a bit further apart, braced his feet against the mattress, and began to really fuck Ryan with a steady, hard intensity that ignited a spark of pleasure inside the twink.
He loved how his big, strong stepbrother opened him up for his own personal use, employing his powerful tool for the job.
"Knew you'd like this shit," Billy uttered disapprovingly. "Taking dick like a goddamn female."
Billy grunted loudly into Ryan's ear while giving a particularly harsh stroke, letting him know, by the power of his thrusts, exactly what he thought of Ryan taking pleasure from being used. It didn't matter to Ryan though, in fact, he enjoyed the rough manner in which his stepbrother took his ass, pushing into him over and over, stuffing his horse cock deep inside before making shallow attempts at withdrawing it then plunging back in once more.
Billy's plump ass rose and fell in quick succession as he plugged Ryan repeatedly and unrelentingly. His brisk pace, once set, was unwavering, and combined with the forcefulness of his thrusts, made Ryan moan with pleasure. His dick, which had been completely flaccid upon being woken, was now fully hard and ached from lack of stimulation as it jostled teasingly against the mattress with every rapid stroke from Billy.
The acrid scent of feral sex that began to permeate the small, enclosed space carried a heavy dampness to it due to the overabundance of heat and perspiration that poured off Billy's large body. It was so excessive that Ryan could even smell the pungent sweat wafting up from his stepbrother's armpit as Billy leaned forward to grip the headboard for leverage.
Ryan wanted nothing more than to turn his head to the side and plant his face deep into the hairy thatch that produced all the salty moisture that clung to each scraggly strand.
Yet, he was frozen. Held down while Billy worked him over with a fierce tenacity, Ryan could do nothing but relish in being ridden by the muscular, grotesque ogre that was his stepbrother.
Eyes half shut and mouth stupidly agape, Billy emitted gorilla-like noises, his ragged half breaths giving way to short, gruff grunts that filled the otherwise silent room along with the hurried yet consistent slapping of skin on skin that occurred each time his hips and crotch descended onto Ryan's bubbly ass cheeks. Even with his stepbrother's large paw clamped tightly over his mouth, Ryan's moans could still be heard just beneath the raw, animal noises Billy was making.
"Fuck, this ass is better than that faggot's back at the base," Billy slurred to himself.
Ryan inhaled sharply, feeling a bizarre pride from the compliment, and arched his back more in an attempt to make this as good of an experience for Billy as possible.



But his stepbrother barely noticed. In his drunken, lecherous stupor, Billy's frustration had turned into anger. Weeks of being denied pussy from every stuck up bitch he'd encountered burst out of him in rage induced thrusts.
None of those ungrateful sluts had given it up to him, like they should have. He was a man, he had needs, and after all the bullshit he'd put up with in the army, some easy pussy is what he deserved. Yet, each of those worthless skanks had turned their nose up at him, as if he were beneath them, forcing him to take what he was owed.
"Dumb fucking cunts," Billy growled as he bucked into Ryan punishingly, seeking out the pleasure that had eluded him up to this point.
The muffled noise that came out of Ryan's mouth was part groan, part cry as Billy began to fuck him harder, slamming his dick inside without a care for anything but his own satisfaction. If he could speak, Ryan would call out his enjoyment of what was happening, beg his stepbrother to fuck him even harder, and plead for Billy to breed his ass and make him a proper bitch, his bitch.
The bed shook from Billy's aggressive humping. Ryan could feel his own tip leaking precum all over the sheets, and the friction caused by the underside of his shaft grating against the mattress beneath him was enough to induce the slow churning of an orgasm, no doubt helped by his stepbrother ramming him repeatedly.
Billy's own orgasm was fast approaching as well. All that occupied his mind now was the intense pressure rapidly building deep within his groin that threatened to drive him to the brink of delirium. His hips moved seemingly on their own, pitching down sharply to drive his hard rod into the tight, warm hole caressing his thick flesh.
"Ugh, ugh, ugh!" Billy's grunts came out fast, guttural, and fierce now, his warm, beer soaked breath washing over Ryan's face.
"Mmmph," Ryan's eyes practically rolled to the back of his head. This experience was better than any fantasy he could conjure up.
"Ohh...fuck," Billy groaned mightily through gritted teeth.
It was coming. He could feel it. Pushing himself deep inside Ryan one last time, Billy held his spasming manhood in place, his hairy overfull nuts straining against Ryan's taint as they contracted, depositing weeks worth of Billy's babies in his stepbrother's perky ass.
"Jesus Christ," Billy's voice was hoarse with disbelief and he bit down on Ryan's shoulder as his cock fired off volley after volley of thick white seed, overwhelming him with a lustful euphoria he seldom had experienced before.
Ryan's mouth was open in a silent scream beneath the hand clamped over it. He could feel an intense warmth slowly spreading in his bowels as he was inseminated by the large cock impaling him.
The pressure put on his prostate from Billy's fat knob being jammed against it was simply too much, and his eyes widened as his own hard cock began to shoot all over the sheets, forming a puddle beneath him that matched the one inside his ass.
Billy groaned low, his eyes squeezed shut, as Ryan's ass muscled involuntarily clenched his stiff pole, milking him for every drop of cream he had.
Ryan's shuddering body began to still as the last dribbles of cum leaked out from his tip. Billy's hand fell away as he leaned his forehead against Ryan's shoulder, making the boy wince from pain. He had been vaguely aware of the feeling of Billy's teeth digging into his skin, but it wasn't until Billy pressed his forehead into that same area that Ryan realized just how hard his stepbrother had bitten down.
The realization was oddly pleasing. Ryan was glad that he would have some kind of mark of their wild, frenetic sex, and a small part of him hoped it would be permanent, a constant reminder to Ryan that he had been claimed as his stepbrother's territory.
Billy panted deeply as he tried to catch his breath. His orgasm had been powerful, one of the best he'd ever had. But it had drained him. All the energy that had surged to allow him to power fuck his way to a fierce nut had evaporated, leaving him full of the excess amount of alcohol he'd consumed, which threatened to drag him into unconsciousness.
Bracing his hands against the mattress, Billy lifted his forehead off Ryan, who planted his face down into the pillows, and pushed himself up before roughly extracting his half hard cock from his stepbrother's ass, dragging some semen out with it. Ryan uttered a muffled moan at the sudden vacancy of his hole, but Billy ignored him and climbed off the bed once he'd been freed.
Ryan heard the loud thud of Billy's large feet hitting the floor. His stepbrother crossed the room in two large strides before throwing himself down onto the rollaway bed, which squeaked loudly in protest. Less than a minute later, Billy was snoring deeply, already fast asleep.
Ryan lay face down, utterly exhausted and breathing heavily. The cum he'd spurted had pooled wetly against his stomach while the load Billy lodged inside him steadily leaked out from his well used hole.
Shifting slightly, Ryan could feel his asscheeks tingling from irritation caused by Billy's coarse, overgrown pubic hair repeatedly scraping along the skin there. He knew it would be red in the morning judging by how much it chaffed already.
Turning his head to the right, he spied the shape of his sleeping stepbrother in the dark, and a rush of lust fueled affection hit him. Billy had taken and used him solely for his own pleasure, but in turn, he had given Ryan the best sex of his life, and whether it ever happened again or not, Ryan knew he would always belong to his stepbrother.
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Moving into my dorm at the start of freshman year, I had low expectations of the guy I'd be sharing a room with. Toby had such a common last name that I couldn't find him on any social media, so I entered our living situation together completely blind.
My parents had helped me unpack and were long gone when he showed up at nearly the last minute. I'd returned from some pre-orientation social bullshit to find him at the tail end of unpacking.
"Sup," he greeted me with a casual nod of his head.
"Hey, man," I replied and shut the door. "I'm Liam."
"Toby."
I kicked my shoes off and took a few tentative steps forward.
"You, uh, need any help or...?"
"Nah, I'm pretty much done. Didn't really bring too much shit. Less to unpack, you know?"
I bobbed my head in affirmation and cast a long glance around the room. He hadn't exaggerated. The only big items he seemed to have brought were a TV, an Xbox, and a gaming chair, all of which he'd assembled around the desk pushed up against the wall on his side of the room.
"You game at all?" He asked, noticing me eyeing his setup.
"A bit, but I didn't bring my PS5 with me."
"Ah, well, I play a lot, so if you ever wanna join, I'm always up for some one on one."
"Nice, I'll definitely take you up on that."
"Yeah? You wanna get a game going right now?"
"You don't need to finish settling in?"
"Nah," he waved his hand dismissively, "like I said, I didn't bring much shit."
"Alright, well then sure," I shrugged.
"Sweet."
He set a game of FIFA up and just as I was pulling my own standard issue desk chair up, Toby turned to me, one eyebrow raised questioningly.
"You smoke weed?"
I'm not sure why his question took me by such surprise. Maybe it was how direct he was about it or the fact that we'd barely just met, but it took me a second to answer.
"Oh, uh, yeah, sure."
Truth be told, I hadn't ever smoked or drank that much before. My parents were strict and I had always been paranoid that they'd find out, but I had been looking forward to partying more in college than I had in high school.
"Excellent," he enthused before fishing a small bowl, a grinder full of weed, and a lighter out from the top draw of his nightstand.
Quickly packing and lighting the bowl, he took a big hit before passing it to me. Having never taken more than a few puffs off a blunt before, I mimicked his actions but took a much smaller hit, knowing that I'd be too stoned to function if I'd inhaled as much as he had.
I coughed out the smoke and passed the bowl back to Toby, who grinned down at me as he took it.
"We'll make a stoner out of you yet," he joked.
I attempted to smile back in between coughs, causing him to laugh.
We spent the rest of the afternoon playing video games before deciding to head down to one of the dining halls for dinner, the weed having made us ravenous.
I stood waiting as Toby pulled on a pair of white ribbed crew socks. When he got up to slip his feet into a pair of beat up slides, I glanced at the reflection of the two of us in the mirror I'd hung on the back of the door and noticed just how markedly different we looked from one another.
While both of us were around 5'10, Toby had a pretty average build whereas my physique was toned from years of competitive swimming. His dark, collar length hair hung lank and his upper lip had the telltale peach fuzz of a teenager who was not yet able to grow a full mustache but was too lazy to shave what little hair had begun sprouting, whereas my smooth, clean shaven face matched the tidiness of my short, closely cropped blonde hair.
Factor in that he was wearing a tank top and cotton shorts compared to my polo shirt and jeans, we couldn't have been more opposite.
But when Toby came up beside me, clapped me on the shoulder, and confidently proclaimed, "Look at those two studs," while grinning at our reflection, I couldn't help but grin back and embrace the cliched sitcom-esque scenario that we appeared to have been thrust into.
We headed out to dinner and upon returning, Toby again offered to smoke me out, but I politely declined, still a little high from earlier. He shrugged and packed another bowl for himself before settling down to play video games again.
I watched Netflix for a bit before going to bed early, the pull of sleep heavy after having gotten so high earlier. Toby was still locked into his game when I fell asleep and he seemed no closer to calling it quits than when he'd started earlier.
------
I pushed open the door to my dorm room and shuffled inside, chortling quietly to myself when I spotted Toby still passed out in bed. He was lying on his stomach, hair matted and mouth ajar, snoring lightly, the sheets haphazardly strewn about. Even though it was nearly noon, I wasn't at all surprised.
Our first afternoon together several weeks ago ended up being indicative of how Toby would spend most of his time; getting high and playing video games, which is exactly what he'd been up late doing last night.
Truth be told, it actually didn't bother me that much. He made sure the room didn't reek of weed and always offered to smoke me out, which I sometimes took him up on. Hell, he even said that I could help myself to his stash when he wasn't around, which he was more often than not.
Toby only seemed to attend class about half the time, something I personally couldn't imagine doing.
"I go enough to pass," he'd said with a crooked smile and a casual shrug when I'd asked him about it one day, which to be fair, wasn't hard to do. Our college was a second rate state school in Florida. The bar wasn't exactly super high.
Despite entering quietly though, the sound of the door closing still roused Toby from his slumber, and he groaned, barely lifting his head to look at me through bleary eyes.
"Damn, is it 3 already?"
He knew I usually didn't get back until mid-afternoon on Mondays.
"Nah," I told him, plopping my backpack onto the desk. "I just stopped by to grab some Bio notes before class. I'll be in and out."
"Good," Toby rolled over onto his back and began to stretch. "'Cause I really need to rub one out."
I glanced over and saw his morning wood tenting out obscenely from the front of his underwear before quickly looking away, my cheeks coloring slightly in embarrassment.
During our first couple days living together, it became pretty apparent that Toby lacked a healthy amount of modesty. Unless he had to leave our room for whatever reason, he was always lounging around in just his underwear, which meant I rarely saw him in anything other than a cheap pair of boxer briefs, something I was not at all used to.
As the only child from a relatively formal household, I didn't grow up with the type of casual behavior and attitude that someone from a more laid back family or who'd had brothers might have, which made it a bit difficult for me to adjust to Toby's lax manner of dress as well as certain habits that he was less than discreet about.
I'd gotten better about it, but I still wasn't quite used to it all, mainly because Toby was hung like a horse and completely unabashed about having his prodigious bulge casually on display all the time.
One evening during the first week of classes, we were both in our room together. Toby was playing video games while I sat hunched over my desk getting a jump on some reading for a Lit class.
"Hey, you wanna grab some food or something?" He asked me. "I'm fucking starving."
I sat up and swiveled around to answer him but came to an abrupt halt, the words dying on my lips.
Toby was slunk low in his chair with his left leg propped up on the desk, allowing his large, flaccid member to bulge prominently against the tight constraints of his underwear, which kept it pressed firmly along the length of his inner thigh.
I sat there dumbfounded until I realized that I hadn't answered him and was just gawking open mouthed at his substantial package.
I was finally able to look away, meeting Toby's gaze just as he paused the ongoing game to turn his head toward me.
"Uhh...," I stammered, scrambling to form a sentence.
"You good, bro?" Toby raised an eyebrow, but remained seated, not at all concerned about his dick jutting out the way it was.
"Yeah, sorry," I laughed, a little nervously, and shook my head. "Took me a sec to come out of my reading coma. Shakespeare, you know?"
"Fuck, I know what you mean," he rolled his eyes. "Anyway, you up for some food?"
"Yeah, I'm game."
"Bet, mind if we order something? I'm already tired of the shit that this school serves."
I made a concerted effort to maintain eye contact while we discussed dinner options, too awkward and embarrassed not to, especially when he offhandedly began readjusting himself.
I stared into my backpack as I shoved the notebook inside and readjusted the contents.
"Well," I said, pulling the zipper closed, "I guess I'll leave you to it then."
Toby chuckled lightly as I slung the back over my shoulder and headed out, not looking in his direction.
Even though I'd been exposed to plenty of locker room talk and behavior over the years, encountering it in such close proximity within my own personal living space and by someone who was a practical stranger left me a bit untethered, and the entire walk to class I was distracted by the knowledge that Toby was back in our room jerking his big cock.
------
That Friday night, I came back early from a party that turned out to be a dud to find myself alone, something which surprised me.
So far, Toby had spent every Friday and Saturday night exactly as he spent every other night, even when I had invited him out.
"Not really my thing," he'd declined after I'd asked if he wanted to tag along to a house party an acquaintance of mine had thrown the first Saturday of the semester.
I couldn't imagine that he'd somehow had a change of heart, especially after declining a similar invitation I'd extended earlier in the evening.
Since I didn't have any other plans and it was still relatively early, I had planned on asking Toby if he wouldn't mind smoking me out. But since he was gone, I debated about waiting for him to get back or just testing out his previous offer to help myself to his stash when I was alone.
After about a minute, I shrugged and opted for the latter option. Toby was a pretty chill guy, we got along great, and he seemed genuine about his offer.
I opened the top drawer of his nightstand where I knew he kept his supplies and paused. Inside, laying next to the grinder, bowl, and lighter, was a fleshlight.
My eyebrows shot up, then I snorted before breaking out in an amused grin.
This guy is such a fiend, I thought to myself.
While initially caught off guard by my discovery, the fact that Toby owned a fleshlight made sense the more I thought about it. He had a very high sex drive.
Several times I'd heard him not so quietly jerking off in bed only a few feet away when it was late at night and he thought I was asleep.
Personally, I was too self-conscious to jerk off with someone else in the room, or in the communal shower while the other stalls were in use, which Toby had admitted to doing on more than one occasion.
But if I was being honest, I kinda admired the guy for how comfortable he seemed to be with his own sexuality. He just took care of business when he needed to, anyway he needed to, and didn't give a fuck about who knew. It was the type of attitude I lacked, and probably why I was so sexually frustrated, having cut way back on jerking off now that I didn't have a room to myself like I did at home.
I removed the items I needed to pack a small bowl for myself before carefully replacing each one once I was finished smoking, ensuring that Toby wouldn't realize I had discovered his toy, although I realized later on that he probably wouldn't have cared.
-----
Toby and I strolled casually down the sidewalk, chatting back and forth about nothing in particular. Even though the dining hall was only a short walk away, we still roasted in the heat of the early evening.
Over a month into the semester and the two of us were getting along well despite some major contrasts in our personalities and lifestyle habits.
Since we'd started living together, the floor had accumulated all of Toby's dirty clothes. I don't think he had done a single load of laundry, just constantly rotated between each item he owned, which were already pretty ripe from exposure to the humid and oppressive Florida heat. I'm also sure that the messy, crumpled sheets on his bed were the same set he'd first put on when we moved in.
This was all on par for Toby's hygiene habits in general, which I would describe as inconsistent at best. It wasn't uncommon for him to go a day or two without showering, seemingly fine with letting himself get a bit greasy before feeling it was necessary to bathe.
As a result, our room had begun to acquire a rather particular smell.
I couldn't quite figure out what it was initially, mostly because it was so faint at first that I only got the occasional, brief whiff. But over time, as it began to grow stronger and permeate the air, I was finally able to identify it as the musky scent of sweaty teenage boy.
Since my neat freak of a mother had crazy cleaning habits that left our spotless house bereft of any scent that didn't come from a Glade plug in, I wasn't used to living with the type of perspiration tinged stench more commonly found in a locker room, but oddly enough, I didn't really find it to be unpleasant. Perhaps it was because I had been exposed to his body odor from the very beginning or that I had grown sick of the various cloying fragrances back home, but either way, I remained unbothered by the fact that our room perpetually smelled of him.
I think it helped that I genuinely like Toby too. We had developed an amicable friendship and hung out a healthy amount, although it mostly consisted of just playing video games and smoking weed, which is all Toby ever did, but still, I was relieved to be living with someone I vibed with.
The dining hall wasn't as packed as it would have been later on, so there were plenty of options to load our trays with. While I was debating about which entree to choose, a couple of girls came up to the salad bar beside us.
I could see Toby discreetly checking out the one closest to him, a pretty brunette with a nose ring. They were talking about a popular bar that had recently closed down, and Toby eavesdropped, waiting for an opportunity to jump in.
"It just really sucks," the brunette was saying, "I'm really gonna miss their semester kick off nights."
"And their annual Beer Olympics," Toby interjected casually.
This earned a smile from me as Toby had never even been inside the bar they were talking about.
"Yessss," the brunette enthused. "Those were so fun."
Mmm," Toby nodded in agreement. "Really bummed that they went under."
"For real."
"You know, if you're looking for a new spot, I actually know somewhere else that's a lot more fun."
"Oh yeah? Where?"
"My place," he answered playfully, drawing a giggle from the brunette and a snort of amusement from her friend.
"Good one," she told him, smiling.
Toby shrugged, "Figured I'd take a shot. A girl as pretty as you is worth the potential rejection."
He gave the brunette a charming smile and I watched hers brighten as she angled herself toward him.
I slowly loaded up my tray, listening while Toby continued flirting with nose ring girl. When he asked for her Snapchat and she gave it to him, I shook my head, impressed and a little in awe.
This wasn't the first time I'd seen him flirt successfully with some random girl we'd run into. Despite being a complete homebody, Toby was actually quite skilled at picking up women, which surprised me. Not because he was ugly or anything. Truth be told, he was pretty average looking, but his gregarious personality made him very adept at flirting, so I could understand how some girls would find him attractive despite his lack of natural good looks and kind of trashy appearance.
He turned back to me with a smirk on his face and waited until the girls were out of earshot before boasting, "Another hoe to notch on my bedpost."
I shook my head again, but I wore a small smile of my own.
"I dunno how you do it, bro. Truly."
"It's the rizz, man, that's all."
"Yeah that's kinda what I struggle with," I admitted to him as we sat down at a table nearby. "Sometimes I just don't know what to say."
"Look, it's not about what you say, it's how you say it."
"Meaning..."
"Meaning just be confident," he said through a mouthful of meatloaf. "If you're sure of yourself, it'll show in the way you talk to girls, and they eat that shit up."
"Really? It's just that easy?"
"Pretty much, yeah."
"Well shit," I muttered, mostly to myself.
"I take it you don't have that much experience with girls," he said it more like a statement than a question.
"Honestly, not really. I dated the same girl throughout most of high school."
"I mean, it's not like you lack the opportunity to practice here."
"That's true."
"You met anyone you'd be interested in hooking up with?"
"Well there is this one girl..." I trailed off, thinking of Angela, my lab partner in bio.
With her long red hair, glasses, and sizable rack, she was absolutely gorgeous. I'd had a thing for her since the semester started.
"So shoot your shot, bro. What's the worst that could happen?"
"She turns me down," I stated matter of factly.
Toby shrugged dismissively, "Who cares? There's plenty of other girls at this school to get with, isn't there?"
"Yeah," I nodded. "There are."
"And if she did turn you down, you'd at least walk away with some much needed experience under your belt. So it wouldn't be a complete failure."
"I don't know if I'd say 'much needed'..."
"When was the last time you got laid?"
There was a beat of silence.
"Ok, fair point," I conceded.
"Exactly. Every hoe that turns you down is just practice for the next one. That pretty face will only get you so far you know," he said with a sly wink.
I glanced shyly away, simultaneously embarrassed and oddly pleased by his compliment.
"Alright, I get what you mean."
"See, and hey, maybe it works out right off the bat and you finally get some pussy."
"God, I hope so."
Toby studied me for a second, noting the dejection in my voice, "It really been that long?"
"Since June."
He whistled long and low.
"Damn, bro. I don't know how you haven't gone crazy yet. I've been fucking this girl from my stats class pretty regularly and I still need to beat off every day."
I focused intently on my food, trying to appear casual while avoiding eye contact, "Oh yeah?"
"Yeah, man. She's a little on the chubby side, but her face is pretty and she's got a nice set of tits."
I nodded silently, still refusing to look up in the hope that he wouldn't notice my face had flushed from shame at the mention of his sex life.
Last week, I spent Sunday with some friends and returned that evening to find our room empty but absolutely reeking of sex; the nasty, intense sort, when two sweaty people eagerly humped each other's brains out.
The sheets of Toby's unmade bed were predictably rumpled but in the center was a large wet spot, still fresh, that I knew was from the rutting he'd no doubt been up to all day.
The scent of Toby's fervent fucking, which saturated the air of our small, enclosed room, instantly brought back a flood of memories from when I used to fuck my ex-girlfriend in the backseat of my car, and weeks of pent up sexual frustration finally boiled over as my cock rapidly hardened to an almost painful state.
Without thinking and fueled by a sudden, excruciating lust, I popped open the button of my shorts and yanked the zipper down before freeing my throbbing erection.



Plopping onto the end of my bed, I furiously began jerking my cock, inhaling the aromatic stench of Toby's marathon fuck session to fuel the resurging sensations and images from my past encounter sexual encounters.
It took less than a minute for me to blow my biggest load in a long time, spraying gobs of cum all over the front of my t-shirt.
I was hit almost immediately by post nut clarity, and after quickly shucking my cum covered shirt, I had wrenched the singular window open, hoping the fresh air would chase away the stench as well as the humiliating shame of what I'd just done.
"Here check 'em out," Toby leaned forward and held his phone out so we could both peer at the screen.
I reluctantly looked up, my face still a bit pink, and the image he had displayed was of a pudgy blonde girl pulling up her shirt to reveal a pair of big tits.
"Whoa," my eyebrows rose in surprise. Whatever humiliation that still lingered was quickly replaced by appreciation.
"I know, right?" He answered smugly. "Best titties I've ever seen outside of porn."
He flicked through a couple of similar pictures, all of the same girl in various poses with her tits on display, and I felt my cock stiffen slightly as I studied each one.
"Damn, you got quite the stockpile, huh?"
"Hell yeah. I love me some nice titties. My absolute favorite thing on a girl, and this chick goes crazy when I suck on them while she's riding me."
For a brief second, I imagined him sitting naked in his gaming chair, sucking greedily on the delicate pink nipples of this girl's massive tits while she bounced joyfully on his large cock.
I quickly shook the image off as my dick evolved from a minor stiffy to a full blow hardon.
God, I really need to get laid, I thought.
Toby put his phone away and quickly shoveled the remainder of his meal into his mouth. I took slow bites of my food, waiting impatiently for my boner to start receding.
Tipping the chair back, Toby balanced it on its back legs as he began to stretch his arms above his head, "You gonna take your time finishing that or...?"
I glanced up to answer and saw that his tank top had ridden up, revealing the dark happy trail that disappeared into his shorts, the crotch of which looked conspicuously fatter than usual.
"Uh yeah," I told him, my hard cock still twitching, "if that's cool."
"No problem," he replied, "actually gives me the opportunity to head back to our room and take care of this real quick."
He reached down and grabbed his bulge.
"Oh, uh, yeah, I get it," I forced out a laugh that sounded awkward even to me.
But Toby just smirked, as if he found the whole thing amusing, and let the chair fall forward again before standing up.
"You mind taking care of my dishes, bro?"
"Yeah, I got you."
"Appreciate it, cuz," he came around the side of the table and clapped me on the shoulder. "Oh, and I'll make sure to finish up before you get back."
Toby let his hand linger for just a second, and when he lightly squeezed my shoulder right before letting go, I swore I saw his member writhe beneath the fabric of his shorts in my periphery.
I slowly looked up at him and found Toby staring down at me with that same smirk as earlier. When our eyes met, he gave me another sly wink before walking away without another word.
I sat there, a bit dazed, mechanically chewing my food without tasting it, while replaying our encounter in my head.
I couldn't tell if Toby was flirting with me or just fucking around. My instinct was toward the latter, given his natural impudence as well as the fact that he was clearly into women, but something nagged at me that it might have been genuine.
Eventually, I came to the conclusion that he'd simply gotten his kicks from giving a demonstration of the type of confidence he had lectured me about. It was the most logical reason, and it allowed me to ignore the way my hard cock had pulsated at the thought of Toby coming onto me as if I were one of his hoes.
----
Inside the small, tiled shower stall, I slowly turned the handle, letting the steady stream of lukewarm water fade to a drip.
Steam was thick all around me. I had run the hot water for as long as possible, letting it cascade over the muscles in my arms and back to help alleviate some of the soreness from my workout yesterday.
Reaching for my towel on the hook outside, I dried myself off before wrapping it around my waist and yanking open the curtain.
After a short walk back to the room, I quickly unlocked the door and slipped inside. It was late morning, and earlier when I had left Toby, still in his bed, to go take an extra long shower, he was grumbling to himself about a test he actually had to get up and go take.
I wasn't used to being alone that often, and the room felt oddly vacant without Toby, but even without him being physically there, his presence still lingered in the form of a particular odor, different from the usual kind.
It caught my attention the moment I walked in. The room still undoubtedly smelled of Toby's musk, but it was undercut by a much stronger scent, one that I immediately recognized as the sharp, pungent stench of semen.
My eyes grew wide with comprehension and astonishment, not at Toby having jerked off, he did that frequently, but that the wad he blew was so large that I could plainly tell that he had just finished rubbing one out by the smell alone, and the knowledge that our room reeked of cum from his fresh morning load sent a bizarre twitch through my dick.
Fuck, I thought, even my cock is reminding me that I still haven't gotten laid.
I'd taken the advice Toby had given me a few weeks ago to heart and asked Angela to study together for our Bio mid-term. Truthfully, I didn't think either of us really needed some in depth study session, but it was a good excuse to meet up outside of class and lay the groundwork to move beyond friendly lab partners.
We had planned to go straight to the library after class last week, but I'd forgotten some of my notes when I'd rushed out that morning, a bad habit of mine, so we made a quick pit stop to grab them on the way.
While I normally didn't mind, a part of me had hoped Toby would be at class instead of sitting around playing video games like usual, but alas, he was a creature of habit and my face had tingled slightly with embarrassment when we opened the door to the sounds of Fortnite.
For her part, Angela kept up a steady poker face, even when she gave our room a quick once over, noting its disheveled state and the stoner playing Xbox in his underwear.
"Hey, bro," my voice carried the hint of a warning that Toby completely missed.
"Sup," he'd replied, not even looking up from the screen.
It was only the sound of two pairs of feet shuffling inside that finally made Toby glance in our direction, doing a double take once he saw that I wasn't alone.
"Oh shit," he'd laughed, pausing his game to stand up. "My bad, I didn't realize you'd be bringing someone back."
"It's fine, we just stopped by to grab something on the way to the library. This is Angela, my lab partner."
Both of them greeted one another and began chatting while I sorted through my notebooks for the correct one.
"So, the library, huh?"
Toby was leaning back casually against his desk, appearing typically unconcerned about wearing so little in the company of a stranger.
"Yeah, midterms, you know?" Angela said..
"Right, right," Toby had bobbed his head in affirmation, but I could tell it had completely slipped his mind and I couldn't help the smile that stretched across my face in response.
When we'd left, I apologized to Angela about Toby but she waved me off.
"It's ok, I have three younger brothers, so I know how boys are," she'd said.
I felt relieved that she hadn't appeared judgmental and we spent the rest of the afternoon together, even grabbing dinner at one of the mess halls.
All in all, it had gone well, and we ended up making plans to hang out again, which I hoped would be soon.
I moved through the room, distracted by thoughts of Angela and ending my involuntary celibacy, when my bare foot came down on something wet and gooey, snapping me out of my reverie as I froze in place.
Even though I knew exactly what I had just stepped in, I still found myself slowly tilting my head downward to check.
Underneath my foot was a t-shirt of Toby's, one of many that littered the floor, but unlike the others, this one had a large amount of his cum splashed across the front, still warm from its release.
Gently prying my foot away, I could feel just how thick and sticky the texture of his spunk was, and upon turning the sole face up, I gaped at the mass of semen there, fascinated to the point of near disbelief by just how much cum Toby had produced. The underside of my foot had been coated in gobs of his pearly white seed, lifted directly from the puddle on his t-shirt where he'd initially spurted. It was so dense and heavy that it barely dribbled off, just clung to my skin.
It was only when the pungent fumes flooded my nostrils that I realized I'd slowly been inclining my head, inching closer toward Toby's jizz. I straightened up and took off the towel to begin carefully wipe my foot clean, marveling at the excessive amount.
Not only did Toby have a fire hose between his legs, he sprayed like one too.
I felt a sudden onslaught of both envy and admiration.
No wonder he's so confident with women, I thought, recalling how'd he bragged about that girl he was fucking while simultaneously showing off her nudes.
Memories of that girl exposing herself in those photos occupied my mind as I absentmindedly wiped the last of Toby's cum off my foot, and I found myself unexpectedly contemplating if he produced enough semen to cover her massive tits.
For a brief second, I pictured it; her large jugs, round and supple, stiff pink nipples protruding outward, being absolutely doused in baby batter by Toby's throbbing meat.
A shudder ripped through me as blood rushed to my cock.
The fuck is wrong me, I thought, and tossed the towel into my hamper before getting dressed. However, I couldn't seem to shake off the half chub I'd developed as I pulled all my clothes on.
------
The elevator dinged as the door slid open and I stumbled out. The last drink I'd had before leaving my buddy's place had left me borderline drunk.
It was just past midnight on the Saturday before Thanksgiving, and the dorm was mostly empty as I ambled down the hall. I hadn't anticipated being back that early in the night, but my friend Josh had gotten into an ugly argument with his girlfriend, and the rest of us had taken off to avoid the screaming match that had been rapidly unfolding.
I was thinking about asking Toby to smoke out when the low thud of music caught my attention and I realized it was coming from our room.
That's weird, I thought, approaching the door, Toby never plays music.
But the second I pushed open the door after unlocking it, I understood why he had it on.
Toby was sitting low in his chair, completely naked, hands resting casually behind his head, while a topless Angela knelt between his legs, vigorously sucking his donkey dick.
I froze in place, the door only partially open, and stared in shock at what was taking place before me, the smell of the room wafting out to fill my nostrils.
Neither of them had noticed my arrival. The music must've covered the sound of the door opening, and even though Toby was partially facing the entrance, his eyes were shut tight in enjoyment while Angela, whose back was to me, serviced him.
Just then, the song ended, and in the brief intervening period before the next one began, the only sound I heard was Angela loudly slurping on Toby's towering pole.
"Oh fuck yeah, baby" he groaned.
The lust in his voice matched the pleasure that was etched into his face.
Angela gave a half muffled moan in response, her mouth full of Toby's meat, just before the opening bars of the next track cut her off.
She continued pleasuring him, never breaking pace as her head swiftly bobbed up and down, and I could just see the bottom of his shaft, emerging from a dense bramble of brown pubic hair. My eyes widened at how big it appeared to be, even partly obscured by Angela, who seemed to only be able to fit half of him in her mouth.
I felt the sharp sting of jealousy and embarrassment, yet I continued to stand there, watching my crush on her knees sucking off my greasy, hung roommate, not out of surprise or anger, but because it turned me on and I'd gotten incredibly hard doing so.
My erection throbbed mightily, straining against the confines of my shorts. Arousal burst outward from deep within my groin, making my heart skip almost painfully with the type of carnal excitement one only experiences in situations they find deeply erotic.
Despite the negative emotions surrounding their encounter, I had the deep urge to enter the room and find a better spot so I could jerk off while watching what was occurring right in front of me.
The thought of doing so sent a pleasurable shudder through me, and I at once felt both ashamed and inflamed by my desire.
But even through my lustful desire to remain, I recognized that the longer I stood there, the greater the chance there was of them discovering me leering at them with a very visible erection in my pants.
So I slowly shut down the door, taking care to ensure there was only the smallest click when the lock slipped into the latch.
Stepping back, I leaned against the adjacent wall and shut my eyes, simultaneously weary and invigorated by the last couple of minutes.
Images of Angela blowing Toby danced across my vision, and I reached down to fondle my twitching bulge. With the alcohol loosening my inhibitions, I let myself enjoy the memory of what I'd just seen for several long moments before pushing off from the wall to quickly make my way down the hall, following instinct without question.
Like most of the dorm, the bathrooms were deserted, which made it that much more convenient to shut myself in one of the stalls and yank my pants down to begin jerking off.
My legs were spread wide, and I kept my free hand braced on the toilet paper dispenser for leverage while I furiously pumped my shaft. My eyes were shut tight, and I could feel my mouth hanging open from the sheer pleasure that was coursing through my loins as I provided myself with the relief I so desperately wanted and needed.
All I could think about was Toby and Angela; the images of her eagerly blowing him flashed in my mind, driving me closer and closer to an orgasm. It didn't take me long to approach my climax, and as I did, my thoughts careened wildly, wondering if he would unload in her mouth, how big his load would be, if she'd swallow it all, could she swallow it all, or would he save it for when his horse cock was buried deep inside her warm, wet pussy.
I pictured it then, Toby and Angela's naked, intertwined bodies writhing on his bed as he fucked her brains out, both of them tensing up when he finally flooded her snatch with an obscene amount of his thick cum.
"Ughhh," I groaned as I ejaculated all over the floor.
Cum volleyed out of me, and my thighs quivered from the sheer force of it. I came for a good minute. Large spurts slowly dissipated to small drips and drabs, and then there was nothing for my half hard cock to dispense.
Letting go, I leaned back and stared at the mess I'd made. It took me a couple minutes of recovery before I was finally to mop up my seed with toilet paper and flush it down the toilet.
I checked the time on my phone, but barely fifteen minutes had passed since I stepped off the elevator.
Fuck, he's probably still in there with her, I thought.
And despite having just cum, I felt my cock jerk at the thought of Toby and Angela still messing around together in our room.
The lust I felt was immediately chased away by the shame of indulging in it, and I stood up to shake off my emotions.
I didn't want to spend the next however many hours wandering around waiting for who knew how long so Toby and Angela could finish what they were up to.
So I gave my buddy Scott a call. He'd been at Josh's places, and like me, had headed back home to his apartment off campus.
"Aye, what's up, bro?" He greeted after the first couple rings.
"Hey man, you think I could crash on your couch for tonight?"
"Of course. What happened, you locked out or something?"
"Not, my roommate had a girl over," I mumbled quickly, ignoring the heat in my face as I said it.
"Oh, shit," he laughed. "Well good for him I guess."
"Yeah," I answered flatly.
"Alright, you gonna head over now?"
"If that's cool."
"Bet, see you soon."
We hung up and I walked the half a mile to his apartment, a little too tipsy to drive and in need of some alone time to clear my head.
-----
Fading light of the early December sun bathed campus in a pleasant orange glow as I emerged from the parking garage only slightly less tired than I thought I'd be after a week spent back home with my parents.
Duffel bag slung casually over my shoulder, I sauntered toward the dorm, apprehension fluttering lightly in my gut.
While I was still a bit miffed at Toby for hooking up with Angela, my hesitancy about seeing him again greatly outweighed it.
I'd managed to avoid speaking with him last week after spending the night at Scott's, slipping into our room early enough to find him, much to my relief, alone in bed and still asleep. After quietly packing some clothes, I headed home for Thanksgiving break.
The reason I was a bit apprehensive about seeing him, however, wasn't because I'd caught him with Angela but rather my subsequent response to it, something I'd repeated endlessly over the course of the last week.
In the privacy of my own room and with a solid week with absolutely no obligations, I'd beaten off two, sometimes even three times a day to the memory of Angela blowing Toby.
It had consumed every lustful urge I had the same way that stumbling across an exciting new porn video did, and I gave in as frequently as I could.
But some point, I went beyond just the mere memory of it, and soon began jerking off while fantasizing about Toby doing other things with Angela; fucking her in different positions, sliding his greasy horse cock between her fat jugs, yanking his meat until he dumped buckets of cream all over her face or tits.
I must've concocted dozens of different sexual scenarios involving the two of them in addition to the occasional ones that featured the big titted girl he'd already been fucking throughout the semester. She made an appearance in those fantasies much less frequently than Angela, but still, that hadn't stopped me from imagining all that Toby could do with his fat hog and her luscious melons.
And so, in just a week, my hung, pothead roommate had become the center of each and every one of my jerk off sessions, and there was no indication that'd change anytime soon.
I'd rationed to myself that what I was doing wasn't actually gay because I wasn't only thinking of just Toby while masturbating, which provided some relief in regards to my new and perplexing proclivities, but still, I'd never fantasized about a guy that I knew like that before, and even though those fantasies always involved a girl, it still felt strange. I often wondered why he was the exception. What about Toby had penetrated a barrier that I didn't even know existed and allowed him to become the newly minted star of my sexual fantasies?
These were the types of questions I'd asked myself throughout the past week, along with why Angela had hooked up with him in the first place.
I knew Toby was being truthful about his ability to pick up women, I'd witnessed it firsthand myself on multiple occasions, I just didn't think Angela would be one of them, especially after getting a glimpse of what he was actually like.



But had that helped rather than hindered his chances? There was a point when I'd introduced them that I thought I saw Angela's eyes briefly flit down to Toby's package, but it was so quick I hadn't been sure if it had actually happened or not, and I'd spent a lot of time racking my brain trying to determine if that maybe had factored in to them hooking up somehow.
It was a couple days after having caught them that I'd suddenly recalled a moment about a week after they'd first met. I had been hurrying to class one afternoon when I spotted Toby a ways away, talking to a girl who looked a lot like Angela. It was just a brief glimpse and I couldn't be sure it was her since the girl's back was to me and other students were blocking my view.
I'd meant to ask her about it the next time we were in class together, but it'd slipped my mind completely until this past week when its reemergence from the depths of my mind had me questioning if that was when he'd started laying the groundwork to bed her.
This all added another complex layer to an already bizarre situation that I still couldn't quite wrap my mind around, and so I returned to my door room with a new sexual fixation and a whole host of unanswered questions surrounding it.
I tentatively opened the door and was immediately greeted by Toby's sweaty musk, but compared to the overbearing chemical stench of air freshener that my mother doused our house in, it was a welcome relief to smell something natural, and only once I caught myself reflexively inhaling the scent of him did I realize how much more I actually preferred and, dare I say, even missed it.
Toby was exactly where I expected him to be when I walked in, sitting in his underwear playing video games.
"Hey, man," I greeted him, trying to keep the weariness out of my voice.
"Wassup, bro," he replied evenly.
I tossed my duffel bag onto the bed, feeling nervous and a little awkward. But when Toby paused the game to spin his chair around and face me, his eyes red and glassy, a dopey grin plastered across his face, I couldn't help but smile back, his goofy stoner personality too endearing for me not to.
"How was your break?"
He shrugged, "Same shit, different year. My grandparents were asleep by 9, so I was able to sneak out and smoke. How about you? Pops bust your balls the whole time?"
"Surprisingly not as much as I thought he would."
"Really?" Toby's eyebrows rose in surprise.
"I know. Think he might've actually missed me."
"Shit, who would've thought?"
"Right?"
We both laughed, and I felt the uneasiness start to melt away, reminding me of just how well Toby and I got along as well as how comfortable I'd grown around him.
"What's with the bean bag chair?" I nodded to the new addition to our room.
"Oh, that's for you."
"For me?" I asked, surprised.
"Yeah, you always complain about how harsh that desk chair is, so I got something more comfy for you to sit in when we play video games and shit."
Spontaneous affection warmed my chest and I suddenly felt guilty for being peeved with him.
"Aw, you didn't have to do that," I told him, my voice heavy with tenderness.
He waved me off, "It's not biggie, bruh. I had a spare one sitting around at home. Better you get some use out of it."
"Well thank you. I really appreciate it."
"Of course, man," he grinned at me. "What're buds for?"
I smiled back at him and he asked me if I wanted to smoke a bit.
"Sure, why not?" I pulled the bean bag chair up alongside him and fell into it while he packed a fresh bowl.
Toby took a hit then swiveled to face me and passed over the lighter and bowl. I sat up, struggling out of the furry plushness, and grabbed both items from him while he chuckled watching me.
"Shits comfy as fuck, huh?"
"Hell yeah it is," I told him and took a hit.
We shot the shit while getting high together, the conversation flowing easily between us, and I decided that I couldn't be mad at Toby. I just liked him too much, and after all, I reasoned, it's not like he'd known that I had a thing for Angela, so how could I blame him for going for it? And if I was being honest with myself, underneath the embarrassment, envy, and resentment I had been carrying the last week, there had been a nugget of admiration for how easily he had bedded her. I mean, how could there not be?
Looking up at him in my weed induced stupor, sitting low in the chair, legs spread wide enough to openly brandish his large, flaccid member through the thin fabric of his underwear, arms casually hooked behind his head to reveal tufts of dark armpit hair, I realized just how much of an absolute stud Toby actually was.
There was something distinctly masculine about him despite his otherwise average appearance. His big cock, how nonchalant he was about advertising it, the potent musk his body naturally expended, the slick words of his glib personality; all of it contributed to the virile energy he exuded, which I finally understood to be the reason Angela was attracted to him and why he had become the central figure of my jerk off sessions.
It suddenly occurred to me that Toby was sitting the exact same way that he had been when I walked in on Angela sucking him off, and as my glassy eyes absentmindedly drifted down to his crotch, I wondered if that had been her view right before she lowered his underwear to take his hard member in her mouth.
My foggy mind slowly became adrift in those increasingly intertwined erotic thoughts and memories, easily shifting the focus of my mercurial attention, and I felt my cock begin to stir in response when Toby's voice suddenly cut through my trance.
"Liam? Aye, Liam!"
I snapped back to reality, realizing that I had just been openly staring at Toby's bulge while lost in my own reverie, and glanced back up to see him looking down at me, a knowing smirk on his face.
"You good, bro?"
"Oh, uh, yeah," I laughed without humor. "Just high as fuck, you know?"
"Oh yeah," his smirk grew, "I know."
And I swore he opened his legs a bit more.
"I just get so spacey," I scratched the back of my neck, averting my gaze.
"S'ok, happens to the best of us."
"You, uh, wanna play somethin'?" I asked, attempting to change the conversation.
He chortled quietly, "Yeah, sure."
Toby stood and suddenly I was face to face with his crotch. My eyes immediately locked onto his basket, which looked fuller than it did a minute ago, just as he began to raise his arms above his head in a long, slow stretch. He tilted his hips forward in the process, bringing his cloth covered appendage even closer, close enough that I could see the clear imprint of his cockhead against his underwear and smell the ripe, sweaty stench of his large, heavy penis and fat, low hanging balls.
I instinctively took a deep breath, drawing in the scent. It was musky, like his body odor, but much stronger and more intense, vivid with rich perspiration that had to have been embedded extensively within his barbarous, untamed bush, and possessing a distinct underlying quality best described as being unique only to a man's genitals. I could almost taste the saltiness, that's how pervasive the funkiness of his crotch was.
This must be what Angela smelled while she was blowing him, I thought.
The way my cock throbbed in response made me realize I had become fully erect, my hardon threatening to burst from through my pants, and I slowly looked up to find that Toby had finished stretching and was just standing there watching me sniff his package, that same smirk still on his face and the barest twinkle of mischief behind his eyes.
A flicker of submission prodded me, and once again, I imagined the same feeling within Angela but strong enough to bring her to her knees in service of Toby and his horse cock.
My body was racked by a light shiver at the same moment that a strong pulse of arousal reverberated through my groin, making my boner jump in excitement.
Toby's smile grew slightly before he inclined his head in a gesture to something behind me.
"You wanna let me by?"
I looked toward where he'd indicated and realized that I was blocking access to the Xbox with the bean bag chair.
"Oh, uh, right. Sorry."
I stood and quickly turned away in an attempt to obscure evidence of my erection.
Toby gave a quiet, breathy laugh before reaching over to flick on the Xbox and grabbing one of the controllers.
"FIFA?" He asked and plopped back into the chair.
"Yeah, sure."
I tried to ignore the heaviness of my heartbeat as well as my twitching cock and sat back down. We played a few games although I was distracted the entire time, never truly able to focus completely on the game, and Toby handily beat me each time.
"Man, you're getting demolished," he boasted.
I said nothing in response, prompting him to turn toward me.
"Weed get to you, huh?"
The way he'd asked sounded a little pointed and I kept my gaze focused on the screen, avoiding eye contact.
"Yeah, guess I smoked too much," I mumbled.
I could see the hint of a smirk on his face in my periphery.
"I get it. Why don't we call it quits then? An easy slam dunk now and again is fun but I much prefer a good challenge. The win is always more satisfying when I have to work for it."
I couldn't tell if the double meaning of his words was real or if I was reading too much into it. The weed we'd smoked earlier was strong, much stronger than the kind he normally had, and it had left me disoriented and paranoid.
"Yeah, no, you're right. Think I'll just go sleep it off," I told him and began to stand up.
Toby chuckled, "Sweet dreams, bro."
I held up my hand in a half wave as he turned back toward the screen.
Laying in bed a few minutes later, it was quiet except for the sharp clicks of Toby's fingers on the buttons of the controller. Despite the effects of the weed, I couldn't fall asleep, mainly because I was still half hard from earlier and wanted desperately to jerk off. I thought about taking the risk to try and quietly rub one out underneath the covers, but the fear of being caught by Toby overrode the excitement of yanking my meat with him so close by.
Eventually I fell into a restless sleep, the yearn to satisfy my sexual urges preventing a deeper slumber, which is probably why it took so little to wake me only a few hours later.
I knew it was late, that much was clear, as the room lacked the dull glow from Toby's TV and the sporadic noise of activity usually going on in the hallway outside had ceased, making it that much easier to hear the breathing and shuffling of two individuals only a few feet away.
I stared at the wall, knowing almost immediately what I was listening to, but I still opened my ears for confirmation anyway, allowing me to further distinguish every sound.
The breaths were out of time with one another and noticeable different; the first was deep and throaty, almost a grunt, while the second was higher pitched and barely controlled, not dissimilar to the way a dog pants.
Even though the bed wasn't squeaking, I could still hear the way it strained underneath the pressure of two bodies moving against it, joining the quiet slickness of wet flesh being penetrated.
While I had figured out exactly what was occurring, my cock instantly hardening at the realization, my mind bounced back and forth between who's legs Toby was between, an answer I didn't need to wait long for.
"Ohhh God," Angela whispered in ecstatic disbelief.
"Yeah, you like that cock, huh?" Toby replied in an equally hushed voice.
"It's so big," she emphasized.
I heard Toby snicker to himself, "Your little pussy takes it so well."
Angela merely groaned in response, prompting him to ask, "You missed it filling you up?"
"I did. I thought about it all through break," she readily admitted.
"Mmm, those pictures you sent were hot. Couldn't wait to pump another load inside you."
Angela's moan got caught in her throat as Toby picked up his pace, the sound of him successively entering her becoming swifter.
My cock ached with the need for relief as I listened to my roommate fuck my crush, fueling the impulse to sneak a peak at them. After several minutes, my eyes had adjusted to the darkness of the room, and if the noises they were making were any indication, Toby and Angela were deep in the throes of passionate sex, so I slowly turned onto my back, carefully ensuring I didn't make a sound.
Toby and Angela continued without pause, and after another minute, I rolled just enough to the left to be able to crack open my eyes and peep at them.
Despite the dark, I was still able to make out their intertwined figures gyrating on top of the bed, which surprised me. I figured they'd at least be under the covers but no, they were brazenly fucking out in the open, assuming, or just not caring, if they were seen.
Angela's legs were wrapped around Toby's lower back as his pale ass rose and fell in a quick, steady rhythm of deep, purposeful thrusts. She clutched his shoulder blades tightly, seeking as much purchase as possible while he rode her good.
Toby had his face buried in Angela's neck, obscuring her from the shoulders up, but I could still tell how much she was enjoying his cock as they grunted and huffed their pleasure.
I watched them fucking, attempting to commit everything I saw to memory, my cock so hard it could cut glass.
Toby took Angela's right breast in his left hand and brought his mouth down to her stiff pink nipple, taking it between his lips. She sighed longingly, joining the soft, wet sound of eager suckling. Her right hand traveled up to the back of his head before she weaved her fingers delicately through his hair in encouragement.
"Ohhh Toby, I'm gonna cum. Don't stop," she whispered in desperation.
Toby kept up his relentless pace, never breaking stride while he continued greedily slurping on Angela's nipple.
She babbled repeatedly under her breath, her hips now pushing back against his invading cock seemingly on their own as he brought her closer and closer to her climax until she finally made a high pitched squeaking noise and grabbed onto his ass with both hands, going completely still as he fucked her through her orgasm, experiencing his own several second later.
"Ugh," he grunted around her nipple, giving several last thrusts as he saturated her walls with his seed.
Angela held him against her, cooing softly while he finished depositing his load inside her.
Their heavy breathing was interrupted by the sound of tongues caressing one another in a wet, open mouthed kiss.
Taking advantage of their distraction with one another, I closed my eyes and shifted to the right a bit, attempting to make it seem as if I hadn't been turned in their direction.
After several minutes of post coital frenching, I heard the pressure on the mattress ease followed by two pairs of feet padding across the ground. There was some shuffling as I assumed one or both of them were getting redressed.
"Text me," Angela whispered before the door was softly opened and closed.
I heard Toby make his way back to bed and a few minutes later his breathing relaxed into a slow inhale and exhale, busting a nut having evidently made it easy for him to fall asleep.
The second I was sure he was knocked out, I threw the covers back and released my own cock, which rose to its full length. It took less than a minute of rapid pumping to cum all over my stomach and empty my overstuffed balls.
I leaned back against the pillow and sighed heavily. My groin tingled with gratification from a much needed release. It was several minutes before I had recovered enough to clean myself up, falling easily asleep afterward with the hope of being treated to another show in the near future.
------
The dining hall was more packed than it usually was late in the morning, but the first day of final's week meant everyone's usual schedule had been thrown off, so we were all adjusting to eating at different times than normal.
Luckily Toby had beaten me there and secured us a small table in the back. I quickly joined the line to grab some breakfast, seeing that he already had a half eaten plate in front of him.
He was in the middle of taking a large bite of a waffle when I sat down across from him.
"Sup, bro," he said through a mouth full of food.
"Sup," I nodded at him.
Toby looked as if he'd simply rolled out of bed, pulled on the closest clothes he could find, and left. I could tell it'd been a minute since he'd last showered from how greasy and disheveled his hair looked, not to mention the whiff of B.O. I'd gotten when I sat down, his ratty tank top doing nothing to hide the smell of his unwashed pits.
Nevertheless, I still felt my cock thicken slightly in response and hunched over in case it developed into a full on woody. The last two weeks had left me bereft of another opportunity to unload, so to say I was pent up would be an understatement.
"How was your bio final?" He asked.
I nodded, quickly chewing the small bite of banana I'd taken.
"Good, think we did pretty well," I told him after swallowing.
"Awesome man, I'm sure Angela's thrilled as well."
I took another bite of the banana and nodded again, studiously observing the peel.
"How's she doing by the way?"
"Fine. She's doing fine."
"Excellent."
Truth be told, I hadn't talked to Angela very much when it wasn't absolutely necessary. It was hard not to think about the night I watched her and Toby fucking whenever we were around each other, which always made me pop a stiffy, much to my embarrassment.
Funny enough, I didn't have that same issue with Toby. I remained casually comfortable around him as usual, but then again, it's not as if I were a stranger to his sexuality and how open he was about it.
"How are you feeling about your Calc final?" I asked to change the subject, my cock having hardened even further at his mention of Angela.
Toby shrugged, "I'm sure it'll be fine. You follow the formula and get the answer. Just wish it wasn't so early."
It actually started at noon, but for Toby, getting out of bed before then was considered early.
He shoved the last bit of waffle into his mouth before leaning back and casually propping his left foot on the chair to my right. I could see the dirty bottom of his sock as one of the slides he was wearing dangled loosely off his foot.
"Actually, might head back to our room and--" he mimed jacking off before continuing "--beforehand. Helps clear the mind, ya know?"
I nodded and continued chewing, trying to ignore the twitching of my cock.
"Everyone's been so fucking busy lately I haven't been able to get any pussy," he complained. "Gotta settle for the next best thing."
That had answered my question about if he and Angela had hooked up again. I hadn't been privy to another show and wasn't sure if they'd ever gone to her place to get it on.
"Yeah, I get you," I told him, and that was the truth.
I hadn't had a chance to get off either, my newly acquired fap material sat unused in the spank bank ever since the night I committed it to memory. Truth be told, I had been eager for final's week because it meant Toby would definitely be out of the room throughout the week, giving me multiple opportunities to finally indulge in my reminiscence of Toby and Angela's lust filled rutting while I yanked my underutilized hog.
Toby checked his phone before standing up, "Better get going then. Don't wanna have to explain to my professor why I was late."
He wagged his eyebrows and smirked, then left without another word. It was only after he'd gone that I realized he had left his dirty plate and utensils behind for me to clean up. I'd been so distracted by the anticipation of my own forthcoming jerk off session that I hadn't noticed at first, or that he didn't even ask if I'd take care of it for him.



I didn't mind; after all, it's not as if I were washing any of it myself, and honestly, I was sort of glad he'd gone. Toby casually talking about jerking off had inflamed my already simmering libido even more, my cock hardening completely at the notion that the two of us would be jerking off back to back in our room, even if he didn't know that's what we would be doing.
I wondered if it would smell of his cum like the last time I'd walked in after he'd just finished jerking off. The thought of beating my meat with the strong scent of Toby's semen lingering in the air left me strangely anxious to get back.
I checked the time, my knee bouncing impatiently, trying to estimate the earliest I could feasible return without interrupting Toby, although the thought of potentially catching him in the middle of rubbing one out did nothing to curtail my arousal.
My food sat half eaten in front of me, and I continued with the meal to distract myself and kill time, although it felt like it took forever before I felt it was safe to get going.
There were butterflies in my stomach the entire walk back, a titillating feeling that kept me half hard the whole way there. I stopped outside the door to our room exactly fifteen minutes before Toby's final was set to begin and quickly unlocked it.
I stepped inside and found myself alone. While half expecting the rank smell of cum to immediately hit me, I felt a brief twinge of disappointment when it didn't.
Taking a quick look around the room, I saw no evidence that Toby had used one of his shirts to nut in like he had previously, and the small trash can we kept in a corner of the room was devoid of any balled up tissues that might contain the discarded children from his meat beating.
Maybe he actually didn't have any time, I thought while stripping down to my underwear. I moved to sit down on my bed, rubbing my growing bulge, when something caught my attention.
The drawer of Toby's nightstand was cracked open, the one he kept all his smoking supplies and weed in as well as something else that I had stumbled across all those months ago and completely forgotten about until that moment.
I stared at the dark crevice, the buzz of speculation humming through me, and slowly stood to take the two short steps over to Toby's side of the room. Using the tips of my index and middle fingers, I pride the drawer completely open.
At the very back sat the fleshlight that I'd previously discovered. I studied it, suddenly recalling Toby's words to me earlier about he had to settle for "the next best thing" since he hadn't been able to get laid.
I knew he'd meant jerking off, I just assumed it was with his hand, not a plastic pussy. It would explain why the room didn't smell like it had the one time he'd nutted into his shirt, and why it was only one time that it had.
How often must he have been using that fleshlight throughout this entire semester?
The question gnawed at me, and those same butterflies from earlier returned stronger. Reaching in, I felt my semi-hard cock throb as my fingers closed around the handle.
I slowly brought the fleshlight up to eye level and studied the opening. The fake pink pussy lips glistened slightly with what looked like precum, and without thinking, I brought it close to my nose and inhaled.
The inside of Toby's fleshlight smelled of plastic, sweaty dick, and an abundance of fresh, creamy cum. My cock roared to life as a large shudder ripped through and I took another, larger whiff, drawing in the stench that made me dizzy with arousal and brought back a flood of memories from the night the man who this scent belonged to fucked the girl I had been crushing on.
Moving purely on lust driven instinct, I extracted my hog, brought the fleshlight to my groin, and pushed the cockhead of my erection against the opening. The toy had clearly been adjusted to fit Toby's massive girth as my much smaller member slipped easily inside, brushing against the slick inner walls that lightly latched onto me.
I felt the warm embrace of a dense liquid as it washed over my cock and immediately knew I was coating myself in Toby's thick cum.
A long, sputtering gasp escaped me at the knowledge that I was using the very essence of who Toby was as a man, the seed that would allow him to fulfill his biological purpose by inseminating a female to produce offspring, as lube to fuck his personal sex toy.
I pushed the device further down my shaft while jutting my hips out in desperation, so overwhelmed with lust and the need to cum that I couldn't bring myself to care about anything else.
Immediately I began hammering away, pumping into the flake tunnel that loosely hugged me while dragging the device down to meet my haphazard thrusts.
My shaft became completely doused in Toby's viscous goo, easing my passage in and out of the toy while adding another incredible sensation to the one my dick was already experiencing.
Fuck, this is what Toby pumped Angela full of that night, I thought, and my cock throbbed in response.
The mental images immediately swam to the surface; Toby and Angela's intertwined bodies, how eagerly he humped her, the mewing noises she made in response to his monster's invasion.
In between flashes of memory, my own fantasies temporarily took hold, and I imagined plunging my cock into Angela right after Toby had finished making a sticky mess of her pussy, moving his cum around inside her until I added my own to create a concentrated blend of teenage baby batter.
"Unggghh," I groaned at the thought.
I had fallen deeply into a lust filled haze that took me to the edge of control, as if I were riding a roller coaster that threatened to spill over at each turn from traveling too fast.
Yet I loved it. It was the most turned on I had been in a long time and I let myself drown in the memories of that night as well as the lascivious fables I'd spun off them, my heightened mind occasionally fixating on specific details.
The smell of their frenetic mating, the squelching his greased up cock made as it broached her moistened lips, the way his ass muscles clenched each time he bottomed out.
God, he's such a sexy fucking stud, I thought while pumping away at Toby's fake pussy. Fucking who he wants, not giving a fuck about anyone or anything else, just getting his deserved nut. Angela opened her legs so easily for him, somehow knowing instinctively he was man enough and possessed the right equipment to pleasure her.
As I thought about the two of them fucking, I felt the familiar feelings that usually accompanied those particular memories swirl around inside me; admiration, desire, shame, and jealousy.
Except this time, I wasn't sure which of them I was jealous of.
That startling realization made my knees go weak and brought forth my pent up load.
I groaned mightily as I emptied myself into Toby's fleshlight, grabbing the headboard to hold myself steady when I felt my legs begin to wobble. The pleasure in my groin as I came was so powerful it almost hurt, and I imagine I came close to releasing a load almost as big as my roommate had earlier.
"Jesus Christ," I muttered aloud.
I slowly withdrew my half hard cock from Toby's fleshlight and felt the sting of pride at having added a healthy amount of my own juices to the plentiful quantity that had been deposited earlier.
My shaft glistened with a mixture of mine and Toby's cum, an alluring sight that had me slightly curious about what our combined fluids would taste like. I'd sampled my own splooge a couple times before and found it not altogether unpleasant, and I wondered how much another boy's spunk would affect the overall flavor.
Our seed started to drip off me and I quickly grabbed several tissues to wipe myself off. The satisfaction from a powerful and much needed orgasm left me calm and perfectly content. It wasn't lost on me how different my post-nut clarity was compared to when I first started jerking off while imagining Toby and Angela weeks ago.
After tossing the tissues into the trash, I glanced at Toby's fleshlight which I'd set down on top of the nightstand I'd found it in. I contemplated cleaning it out before remembering that Toby hadn't even bothered to do so after he came inside it earlier, so I put it right back where I found it, and as I shut the drawer, I wondered if, like everything else of his, he'd ever bothered to clean it at all throughout the entire semester or if the inside was just caked with dried semen.
-----
Throughout the rest of final's week, as exams were taken, I wondered if I'd get another opportunity to watch Toby fuck Angela again. I figured there was a good possibility that they would hook up one more time right before break, particularly during the last night or two before everyone went home for Christmas break.
Sure enough, that Friday night, I was treated to another viewing, but a different one than I had been anticipating and secretly hoping for.
I have no idea if I was roused from sleep or if I woke up of my own accord, but when my eyes cracked open, I was facing the wall my bed was pushed up against, the bright glow from Toby's TV illuminating the room from behind me.
Slowly, I turned over, ready to pull the covers over my head and fall right back to sleep, but paused when my eyes landed on Toby masturbating a few feet away.
Even with headphones on, I could hear sounds from the porn he was watching, which featured a young guy having a threesome with two busty women, one of whom sat on his face as the other expertly rode his cock. Sitting naked in the chair, Toby was slumped low with his legs spread wide open while he steadily pumped his massive cock, which immediately became the focus of my attention.
In the months we'd been living together, I had never really seen Toby's dick. Usually it was constrained within his underwear. Even when I'd caught Angela blowing him, it had been mostly obscured by the way she knelt in front him.
But now, with the TV bathing it in a bluish light, I had a clear, unobstructed view of the monster Toby wielded between his legs. The shaft was long and girthy, visibly free of any veins or tendons, and topped off by a fat, mushroom shaped tip that had an angry, purple hue. His considerably large balls hung low and heavy, and were covered with dense forest of wild, wiry pubic hair that extended to the base of his dick, the pin straight dark hairs sticking straight up alongside his smooth pole.
I drank in the sight of his glorious cock and balls, completely in awe that a greasy haired burnout possessed such an incredible tool, which more than made up for all of his deficiencies and forged a virile stud out of him.
And laying there watching Toby stare idly at the screen through heavy lidded eyes, lips slightly parted, while he openly and unabashedly pleasured his meaty hog, I felt my own flaccid penis slowly come alive, lurching and growing until it became a full blown erection.
My cock throbbed underneath the blankets, filling me with an electrifying arousal that made my heart surge. There was no denying at that point that I had become turned on solely by my roommate, not just by him fucking some girl or getting a blowjob from her. No, I was laying in bed with a huge boner from watching my hung, stoner roommate jerk himself off.
The stark realization was an enticing concoction of sexual exhilaration with a dash of apprehension from the unfamiliar. I was still processing it when I discovered the depth of my attraction to Toby as he reached his climax.
I watched, riveted, as his fist suddenly began to move up and down his shaft faster. He squirmed in place, the toes of his feet curling, and he emitted a long, low exhale before his eyelids shut completely and his head tilted slightly back as a river of cum began pouring out of him.
My eyes went wide as I watched Toby shoot his load. It was enormous. He fired volley after volley of thick, white seed, which appeared endless as cum continued to stream out of the tip in between each heavy spurt, flowing down his shaft to pool within his untamed forest while he glazed his chest and stomach in between several soft, guttural grunts.
He unloaded so much nut, more than I could ever imagine, and when the harsh, bitter stank of his semen reached my nostrils, I inhaled as much of it as I could, sending pulses of pleasure through my groin and making my pole spasm uncontrollably.
Toby's grip on his shaft loosened as he finished milking himself for every last drop of creamy milk, and he slumped back in the chair, his naked, cum covered body on display. He looked so incredibly sexy, had throughout the entire thing, that I felt the sudden desire for him burn within me.
I grappled with these newfound feelings as Toby reached down beside him and scooped up one of his shirts to begin wiping himself off. When he stood to clean his bush out, I quickly shut my eyes only to crack them open just enough to peer at him a few seconds later.
He stood facing me, his cock still half hard and dangling heavily in front of him while he gently wiped the cum off of himself. Once again, my hardon throbbed in response, anxious for release.
Toby carelessly tossed the shirt aside, then turned around to pull on his discarded underwear, giving me a nice view of his taut ass and hefty balls when he squatted briefly to snatch the boxer briefs off the floor and tug them up his legs.
I closed my eyes again, feigning sleep while he shut his TV off and climbed into bed. I barely waited until I heard his breathing slow a few minutes later when I threw the covers back and freed my own hard dick.
To say that I jerked my cock strenuously would be an understatement. My fist was a blur in the dark as I moved it up and down my aching shaft rapidly. For the first time, I thought only of Toby while pleasuring myself. I became lost in the crisp memory of what I just witnessed, finally giving in and indulging the magnetic attraction that had slowly been building since we first met and that I refused to acknowledge but now embraced as it brought on the most intense arousal I had ever experienced in my short life, the kind one only experiences only when they discover a new and exciting facet of their sexuality.
My orgasm came quickly, and I unceremoniously unloaded all over myself, groaning in relief, not caring if I woke Toby, content to be temporarily lost in the lustful euphoria he had inadvertently brought me.
The throbbing in my dick as I came was so powerful it made my groin numb, and the high of my release allowed a blanket of serene satisfaction to settle over me.
I collapsed back against the bed, not having realized how much my body had tensed up while climaxing. As the loud echo of my heart beating heavily faded from my ears, I once again heard the soft inhale and exhale of Toby's slow breaths, reminding me that I was barely several feet away from the person I had just fantasized about while masturbating.
The thought was an exciting one, and as the minutes ticked by while I ruminated on the enormity of what had just happened, my sticky cum slowly began to dry. Finally, I stripped my shirt off and used it to wipe up any remaining jizz before tossing it into the hamper at the end of my bed.
The adrenaline from my frenzied climax had started to fade while the pull of sleep began to grow. I let myself fall back into unconsciousness without any substantive resolve or closure regarding what just happened, only acknowledging how much I enjoyed it and that deep down I knew it would not be just a one off occurrence.
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Library Faggot
Miguel Santos stepped out of his police cruiser clutching a thermos of coffee in one hand and his keys in the other.
The small, two story library loomed in front of him, its equally diminutive parking lot sparse early on a Saturday.
Using his elbow, Miguel shut the door and set his thermos down on top of the vehicle's roof before locking it and jamming the keys in his pocket.
He quickly pulled his partially wet black hair back into a loose knot that hung low against the nape of his neck.
Since the department had relaxed some of its grooming policies a year ago, Miguel had eagerly taken advantage, growing his mane out until it grazed the tops of his shoulders. He was the only officer in his unit and one of the overall few in the entire department to do so.
Most had opted to start growing beards and mustaches instead. Miguel himself had always found facial hair to be too much upkeep and usually just let his stubble grow until it was necessary to shave.
He ran a hand along his jaw, noting that he'd have another day or so left before it got too unkempt to go unnoticed by his superiors.
Miguel snatched up his thermos and took a large gulp of coffee. He was going to need a lot to make it through the next eight hours. The sunglasses affixed to his face obscured the exhaustion etched around his eyes.
He'd gotten a scant few hours of sleep between the end of his double shift earlier that morning and when his alarm had gone off about an hour prior. Even the shower hadn't been enough to wake him up.
But he was in desperate need of cash, and the grossly excessive hourly wage the library system paid off duty cops to work as security in various branches was plenty of motivation for him to push through how exhausted he felt.
Since he and his girlfriend Eva had unexpectedly split the previous month, Miguel had been crashing at his sister's house until he could save up enough money for his own place, and while he loved his sister and her family, being thirty years old and bumming it on her couch felt kind of pathetic. That's why he'd taken this security job on top of all the double shifts.
Several of the guys in his unit worked security for the library, and they all said it was a cushy job that paid well and rarely required anything more than the occasional cursory lap around the building.
Miguel hoped that was true, he wasn't sure he had it in himself to deal with anything else.
Inside the lobby, he was directed to the staff room where one of the librarians gave him a rundown of what was expected of him in a slightly bored tone. Miguel nodded along, only half listening, before he was led out for a brief tour of the library itself.
It was small, just on the edge of the extensive city limits, and the librarian told him they didn't get that busy on the weekends, which was exactly what Miguel wanted to hear. He planned to post up at the security desk until the end of the day and mindlessly scroll on his phone. Easiest three hundred and fifty bucks he'd ever earn.
It was as Miguel was lumbering his way there that he finally noticed him. He'd barely registered his presence earlier, huddled behind one of the computers at the circulation desk, surrounded by other staff.
But at that moment he was guiding a patron over to one of the nearby shelves, his slim, waif-like figure gliding smoothly in Miguel's direction. He initially mistook him for a female, but upon closer inspection, Miguel saw that he was actually a boy with delicate feminine features.
A couple inches shorter than his own height of 5'9 and a good seven or eight years Miguel's junior, the boy's dirty blonde hair fell in waves to his collar. He spoke quietly to the elderly woman he was assisting, but the library was silent enough that Miguel could still make out the effeminate lisp in his voice, further indicating what Miguel already suspected about him based solely on his appearance.
Preoccupied with the old woman, Miguel took the opportunity to briefly study him a bit closer, noting his small yet shapely pink lips, the smooth, clear skin of his youthful face, and his gently upturned little nose.
Damn, Miguel thought, what a beautiful faggot.
He felt his cock twitch within his uniform and gripped the edge of his Kevlar vest with both hands as he shuffled forward, his eyes landing on a name badge that read "Kai" just before finally passing him.
Miguel settled into the small security desk in the lobby, thunking his thermos onto the surface. He pulled out his phone and began scrolling through social media, but he found himself preoccupied by thoughts of the library assistant. The brief look he'd gotten had stirred his dormant libido, and as he reminisced more and more on the faggot's appearance, Miguel felt himself start to grow hard in response.
He reached down and discreetly readjusted the semi he was sporting. It'd been a minute since he'd last gotten laid. Miguel would've loved nothing more than to have some puta on the side to help keep him satisfied on a regular basis, but the doubles he'd frequently been working took up most of his life lately, leaving him with little time to hunt for some easy pussy. The fact that his bed was currently his sister's couch hadn't helped either.
So thoughts of the faggot were hard to ignore, and each time he pushed them away to focus on a TikTok, they swam incessantly back up, keeping him in a state of partial arousal.
Miguel was certainly no homo, but he'd occasionally gotten use out of some indiscriminate fag's mouth over the years to help get himself off when he was feeling particularly pent up and needed some relief, even taking their ass if it was fat enough and the mood struck him.
That's what he thought of sitting behind the security desk pretending to watch videos on his phone; that pretty faggot's bowed lips wrapped tightly around his uncut brown meat. It's what drove him from his seat barely thirty minutes after he'd first sat down, wanting another look at the sissy's face.
Miguel ambled around the library, ostensibly to check on things, as was one of his few duties. But his slow pace and searching gaze allowed him to seek the faggot out. He was back at the desk, finishing up checking a book out for a patron.
Miguel watched the exchange with feigned casual disinterest, using the opportunity to get a longer and better look.
Faggot's got a pretty smile on him, he noted, the boy's lips pulled back in an amused grin as the patron he was helping joked with him.
As he handed the book over, Miguel's eyes landed on his long, slender fingers splayed out across the cover. They were pale and soft, and Miguel knew they'd never once experienced a day of hard labor before. He also knew they'd feel incredible gripping his hardon.
His cock squirmed as he saddled up alongside the desk.
"Everything lookin' ok up here?" he uttered in a gruff voice once the patron had left.
The boy turned and looked up at him, slightly taken aback by his sudden appearance.
Miguel let his steely gaze slide steadily around the room with an air of disaffected observation.
"Yeah, relatively quiet," came the boy's polite reply.
With a firm stance and one hand on his holster, Miguel finally let his gaze drop to meet the boy's amber eyes.
Fuck, that's a good view, he thought.
Staring down at the feminine face roughly eye level with his crotch, Miguel briefly allowed himself to imagine being blown in that exact position.
He felt a strong pulse deep within his groin and knew he was dangerously close to sporting full length wood.
"Pretty typical for this location?" Miguel crossed his arms.
He knew the answer to that already, but he wanted the faggot to keep staring up at him with that attentive, almost deferential, look on his pretty face.
"For a Saturday, yes. It's busier during the week for the most part, but a lot quieter otherwise."
Miguel nodded slowly, "Must be a nice change of pace."
"Eh," he shrugged. "It's a small library, it's not as if the pace is that great to begin with."
Miguel nodded again and said nothing further.
Most Hispanic men were either one of two types; friendly and gregarious or silently austere. Miguel was very much the latter, and while it helped with his job as a police officer, it did little to allow for the flow of easy conversation, which was evident in the ensuing silence.
Although the boy smiled cordially at him, Miguel detected a hint of uncertainty behind it, as if he couldn't quite grasp the purpose behind the somewhat stilted small talk.
"Well," he began, "I'll be around."
"Sounds good," the boy said as Miguel strode away.
Back at the security desk, Miguel was wired. However tired he'd been before, he was wide awake now, and couldn't stop thinking about that fairy boy sitting at the desk.
He hunkered in on himself, imagining all the dirty ways he could use and abuse the plump lips on that beautiful fag's face. His hard cock tented through his pants and Miguel was grateful the desk obscured it.
He wandered around several more times throughout the morning, probably more than he really needed too, just to get another glimpse to fuel his fantasies. Each time he noticed something else about him: the small metal hoop earrings dangling from his lobes, the way he'd inquisitively pursed his pouty lips, the flash of milk white skin when his shirt rode up.
At the end of each round, Miguel stopped briefly to make a quick comment or two, something about the library or whatever bullshit came to mind, mostly as an excuse to just tower over the smaller boy, revel in how attractive he found him, and hope that the faggot was able to pick up on what he was subtly putting down.
Miguel would stand a bit closer to him each time, arms crossed or thumbs hooked casually under the edge of his vest, emanating authority while carefully tilting his hips forward ever so slightly so that his crotch was in the boy's periphery as they spoke.
At first, Miguel wasn't sure if he understood. That same perplexity still hoovered just behind his amber eyes, although it seemed to deepen with each interaction.
Some faggot, he'd scoffed inwardly.
But that eventually gave way to the brief concern that the boy had in fact understood, he just didn't find Miguel attractive.
He frowned in the restroom mirror late in the morning and lifted his arm to flex. Even beneath the fabric of his uniform it was clear that Miguel was in shape. He exercised regularly, and even though he wasn't jacked, his biceps had noticeable definition, and his pecs were full but dense. Sure, his stomach was a bit soft, but it was a far cry from a gut, just the result of eating well.
Finally, early in the afternoon, Miguel got the reaction he'd been hoping for. It was not long after the librarian left for the day, muttering something about a headache, leaving only three staff members to finish out the shift.
He found the faggot deep in the stacks, squatting down on his haunches shelving books. Immediately, Miguel's eyes dropped down to his bottom. It had been obscured before while he sat down, but now, stooped in that position, his ass stuck out, and Miguel got an eyeful of how thick and round it looked.
God damn, he's caked up too, Miguel thought.
He stood a ways behind, partly hidden amongst the shelves, ogling the boy's ass as he silently arranged books. Miguel had been half hard just searching for him, but now he had a full blown erection just standing there eyeing his tight little ass.
At one point, the fag reached to place a book on a higher shelf, causing his shirt to ride up and his pants to dip, exposing the barest hint of ink on the left hand side of his lower back.
Miguel squinted but he was too far away and the tattoo too small to make out what it was, but the brief glimpse had filled him with the urge to bend the boy over and yank his pants down just to find out.
He hovered in place for a little longer letting his dick deflate somewhat before approaching. Although Miguel walked quietly he made sure the boy heard his soft steps so as not to startle him.
Up close, his ass looked even juicier, and Miguel's gaze lingered on it for just a fraction too long, because when the boy's head swiveled around to face him, Miguel saw the flash of comprehension as he tore his eyes away to make eye contact.
There we go, Miguel thought, good boy.
Silent understanding passed between them in the moment before Miguel spoke.
"All good?" he grunted down at the boy.
Kai merely looked up at him for a beat before nodding. He held out a hand and Miguel's gaze flitted to it then back, finding the ghost of a smirk on the boy's lips and a single blonde eyebrow raised just a hair.
Miguel took the boy's hand in his tight grip, confirming it was just as soft and delicate as it appeared, and helped hoist him up.
They stood only inches apart from one another, close enough that Miguel knew the boy could smell the sharp, spicy scent of his body spray.
"Must be uncomfortable, crouching down like that for too long," he commented.
The boy continued to look at him, his round lips curling back a bit further as he gave a small shrug.
"I'm used to being in that position."
The innuendo was clear, and Miguel was overcome by a sudden shiver that brought with it the strong urge to shove the boy back down to his knees and stuff his faggot mouth full of hard Spanish cock until he gagged and choked on it.
Miguel inhaled deeply, his chest slowly inflating as he tilted his head a fraction to level a hard look at the boy, his cock swelling against layers of fabric.
He received a knowing smile in return before the boy turned and slipped away, walking with languid purpose in the opposite direction.
Miguel stood there for several long seconds, watching the faggot prance gracefully between the shelves, not bothering to so much as glance back, before he followed.
He readjusted himself before emerging from the stacks, gripping his gun belt tightly.
Miguel made his way back to the security desk on the first floor, and just before descending the stairs, he glanced once more toward the circulation desk where the boy had resettled and found him peering back over the rim of the computer, smiling enticingly.
That stirred the blood in Miguel's veins, which funnelled it directly to his manhood, and a good amount of time elapsed before he was able to calm down enough to go on another walk around upstairs.
From then on, the faggot would engage with him whenever he made the rounds, shooting him playful smirks as Miguel reached the top of the stairs and swiveling his chair around to face him when he approached.
The boy would cross one leg over the other, sissy like, and stare up at Miguel, amber eyes faintly aglow with the promise of mischief.
Kai was much more talkative than Miguel, drawing out their small talk by blathering on about something Miguel couldn't give two fucks about, but he didnt mind. Miguel liked mouthy faggots, mostly because he derided pleasure from shutting them up by stuffing his cock down their throats.
Plus, he enjoyed watching the boy moisten his lips with the tip of his tongue while they made eye contact.
It was all innocuous, at least on the surface, but underneath, their secret language was obvious to the two of them.
It's what fueled Miguel for the rest of the day and had him pondering on what the next step would be as well as how to take it.
He wanted them both to leave knowing they had a plan to meet up again after a short interval and take care of his needs.
In fact, that's exactly what Miguel was ruminating on approximately half an hour before the library closed when the faggot came down the stairs and made a beeline toward him.
Miguel's cock gave a strong jerk as his chest simultaneously surged with excitement.
As the boy approached, Miguel leaned back lazily in the chair and spread his legs, establishing dominance and successfully forcing Kai to place his forearms on the desk and lean forward while they spoke.
It was a small act of submission on the boy's part, but one that nevertheless told Miguel what he needed to know about a potential encounter, while also making his bulge that much more pronounced.
Even though he hadn't looked directly at it, Miguel knew the faggot had noticed from the way he smiled before inclining his head to speak.
"I have to do a walk around outside, make sure things are locked up and in order before we close. Mind coming along to keep an eye on me?"
The boy tilted his head innocently and gave Miguel an imploring little look that set his nerves alight.
Miguel affirmed with a solemn nod and stood with unhurried ease, although his legs practically shook with tension.
He'd gotten a thrill from the way Kai had teased him by asking Miguel to keep a watchful eye. It was that exact type of guileless provocation that inflamed his desire for the fairy and fueled the need to utterly ravage him.
They exited through the front entrance and walked side by side, Miguel setting a slow, deliberate pace while the boy chatted happily.
He'd grunt the occasional one or two word response in between chewing the gum he'd popped, but mostly Miguel was content to let the boy carry the brunt of the conversation while he eye fucked him from behind his sunglasses.
The pair wound a leisurely path around the parking lot, stopping a couple times for the boy to ensure several utility access doors were shut and locked.
By the time they came back into the lobby through the rear entrance, Miguel wondered to himself what the purpose of their little expedition was when the boy hesitated at the threshold.
Miguel stopped and turned to face him expectantly, receiving another smile as a result.
"I have to check the bathrooms too," he stated. "You know, make sure they're empty and such, especially the single by the conference rooms."
The latter half of the sentence hung heavy in the air and made Miguel's heart skip a beat. He vaguely remembered the librarian mentioning that there was a single stall family restroom on the first floor, but that it was hardly used because it was built separately from the main multi-stall restrooms off the front entrance.
He also recalled that it could only be opened with a key that just the staff had access to, one that appeared to poke out surreptitiously from beneath the sleeve that covered the faggot's limp wrist.
They made eye contact, and Miguel hummed with nervous anticipation as he tried to parse if what he thought was about to happen was actually about to happen, right then and there.
After a few tense moments where neither of them said a word, Miguel nodded once, quick and affirmative.
The glint of a smile appeared, preceding the boy's about face, and Miguel cautiously followed his retreating figure to a hallway in the corner of the building adjacent to the smaller of two conference rooms.
A couple vending machines lined one wall, but beyond there was a sharp left turn that, presumably, led to the single stall restroom.
The boy disappeared around the bend but Miguel hesitated.
What he was about to do was incredibly risky, he knew that. There would be serious consequences if he were caught, one of the most likely being the termination of his employment, but God damn him if he hadn't been more turned on in his entire life.
Miguel loved white whores. They were by far the nastiest of all the bitches he'd ever stuck his cock inside and always eager to do any freaky shit he wanted, which often pushed him beyond the well tuned senses of his serious demeanor.
And in that moment, the gorgeous little faggot he'd become so enamored with since first laying eyes on him earlier that morning was tempting something that Miguel intuitively knew would blow his mind.


So he straightened his posture, set a determined look on his face, and followed him around the corner.
The boy didn't even bother glancing behind him as Miguel approached, as if he knew the cop would be there, and continued to fiddle with the lock.
The door swung open, revealing a small tiled restroom with a toilet and sink side by side along the right wall and a changing table affixed to the one opposite.
As the boy stepped further into the restroom, Miguel stopped in the doorway and reached out to place a strong hand against the door, keeping it ajar after Kai had let it go.
Miguel watched with a touch of amusement as the boy swung his head from side to side in an exaggerated sweep of the small room.
He turned around to face Miguel, held his hands behind his back, and in as innocent a tone as he could muster declared, "All clear."
Silence enveloped the short space between them.
Kai continued to stand at the rear of the restroom, lightly twisting his torso back and forth while smiling expectantly at Miguel.
He knew that the boy had lobbed the ball into his court, challenging Miguel by forcing him to make the final decision regarding what they were about to do.
It worked.
Lust tore through the cop, and he almost snarled as he took two long steps inside and let go of the door, catching it at the last moment before it slammed shut so that it closed a small click instead.
Miguel's cock was rock hard and throbbing in his pants, as was evident by the obvious bulge at the crotch.
He watched as the boy's gaze slithered down to take in the outline of his hardon, his eyes flaring after finally getting a direct look at what Miguel had been teasing all day.
That's right, Miguel thought, this is what you'll be choking on in a moment.
He felt his cock throb in response.
The boy took several steps forward, tearing his eyes away from Miguel's crotch as he stood before him.
He leaned in for a kiss, but Miguel stopped him with two fingers placed firmly against his chest. The cop shook his head, then placed a hand on the boy's shoulder to push him slowly to his knees.
Like a good faggot, he held eye contact with Miguel as he sank down, making the man's cock twitch even more.
He reached out and cupped the boy's face, gliding a rough thumb along his silky bottom lip, and when he parted them slightly, Miguel slid his thumb into the faggot's mouth.
Gentle suckling ensued as the two of them continued to maintain intense eye contact. Miguel's cock pulsed watching the boy nurse his finger, imagining that same feeling but on his dick instead.
He shuddered, then removed his thumb to open his pants. As Miguel unfastened the gun belt, the boy leaned forward to press his face against the cop's crotch and inhale.
"Yeah, smell where that cock has been all day?" Miguel asked in a low, throaty voice.
The boy shot him a devilish grin in response before continuing to huff away.
Even though he'd showered that morning, Miguel ran warm and knew he'd worked up a decent sweat throughout the day, enough for the faggot to get a good whiff of what his thick meat could generate after eight hours trapped beneath his underwear and pants.
The belt came loose and hung slack from his waist. Miguel undid the button and pulled down the zipper before he fished his hard cock from the front of his underwear.
His brown cock throbbed commandingly in front of the boy's face, and Miguel took a small amount of satisfaction from watching the faggot's eyes go wide with wonder as it came into view for the first time.
Although only a couple inches longer than average, it was the girth of Miguel's hog that was truly impressive. His thick shaft was etched with various veins and ridges that stretched from the base all the up to the wide, smooth mushroom shaped tip, which was partially concealed by his foreskin.
Pin straight black pubes carpeted his crotch. He normally kept it shorter, as was Eva's preference, but the last time he'd trimmed had been well before they'd broken up, and it'd grown wild since then.
That didn't seem to deter the faggot though, because he immediately brought his face closer. Those amber eyes never left Miguel's as he pursed his pouty pink lips and placed a gentle kiss on his cockhead.
A shiver passed over Miguel, his cock throbbed vigorously, and a long, slimy trail of precum spurted out onto the fag's pretty mouth.
Miguel watched intently as the boy sensuously licked his lips, the tip of his long tongue brushing against the underside of his cockhead as he collected the precum.
Having had enough of the fag's teasing, Miguel reached around the back of the boy's head and slid his fingers deep into his luscious, wavy hair.
Sensing it was time, the boy took a hold of Miguel's cock and pulled the foreskin back, revealing his cockhead in full. A wave of satisfaction that the fag knew how to properly take care of his meat settled over Miguel.
He wound his fingers tightly through the boy's hair, getting as firm a grip as possible, and noted how lush and voluminous it felt.
Perfect for a good face fucking, Miguel thought.
Then, batting his eyelashes at Miguel, the fag boy parted his lips, leaned forward, and swallowed the cop's erection.
"!Jesucristo!" Miguel swore in a strangled voice.
As the boy's mouth descended down his shaft, he used the perfect amount of pressure to form a tight O that encased Miguel within his warm orifice.
Stifling a groan, Miguel watched as the boy began blowing him, his mouth sliding up and down with expert ease, applying enough suction to turn the man's legs to jello.
His cock throbbed excitedly in response, and Miguel let out a large, content sigh at finally getting to stuff his stiff pole between the pretty faggot's full lips.
He shut his eyes, leaned his head back, and just enjoyed the magnificent blowjob he was receiving.
A deep, wet slurping noise filled the small space as the greedy faggot inhaled his cock. His dainty hand, just as soft as Miguel imagined it would be, tightly gripped the base of his shaft, keeping it firmly in place as he sucked away.
When the boy cupped Miguel's fuzzy balls with his other hand and began playing with them, the cop let out a shuddering breath.
"Sí, puta, sí," he murmured low, and began lightly thrusting into the boy's mouth.
Miguel was impressed the faggot didn't need to use his hands to pump him as he sucked. His pouty bitch boy lips were perfect for stimulating his rock hard cock.
"Mmmmmm," the boy moaned, sinking so far down Miguel's brown monster that his nose was tickled by the black pubes surrounding the base.
Miguel smiled upon hearing the fag's pitiful whines of enjoyment, and he opened his eyes to look down into the beautiful boy's face.
"You like that, huh? You like the taste of my chorizo?"
The faggot never broke stride, just stared back at Miguel with desire while he moaned and nodded slightly, still sucking on the fat cock that filled his sissy mouth.
"Yeah, I know you do," Miguel said through gritted teeth.
Then he proceeded to give the faggot a skull fucking he wouldn't forget.
Tightening his grip in the boy's hair, Miguel held his head in place and fucked his hard cock in and out of the boy's mouth.
Immediately, the faggot dropped both hands and opened his mouth wide, completely submitting to Miguel for him to use.
A mix of power and lust surged through the cop, and he rapidly thrust his hips back and forth, sawing his weapon in and out of the boy's throat.
Tears filled his amber eyes as he began to gag on the thick Spanish meat violating his mouth. That only turned Miguel on even more, and he relished in abusing the slut's willing throat.
"Choke on my cock you fucking faggot," he growled.
The boy gurgled and coughed in response, but still he held eye contact and didn't attempt to pull away.
Miguel suddenly possessed the strong desire to power fuck his way to an orgasm. But when his balls drew up and felt a strong tingling deep within his groin, he came to a stop.
Miguel wanted it to last a little longer and really enjoy just how well the faggot serviced him.
"Good boy," he praised as he withdrew his cock.
The boy gasped and coughed for several seconds, but once both subsided, Miguel gripped his hardon at the base and began slapping it against the pretty face kneeling before him.
Eager to submit still, the boy followed Miguel's movements, turning his head side to side and pursing his lips so that he was hit everywhere by the donkey dick he so desperately sought to worship.
"God, look at you," Miguel whispered. "Tan hermosa. You were made for sucking dick, weren't you?"
The boy answered by tentatively licking the underside of Miguel's shaft, causing him to shudder.
"Go on, get a good taste," he encouraged, holding his cock up at an angle so the fag had better access.
Miguel watched as the boy slobbered eagerly all over his penis, gliding his long tongue up and down the length of it, lightly flicking the head to catch the precum drooling from the tip.
When the boy nestled into his furry balls to sniff and lap at them, Miguel swore in Spanish again.
"Oh fuck," he whispered in disbelief.
He couldn't quite believe just how good of a hot little mouth the faggot had. It was perfect. He was perfect. The perfect enthusiastic white whore.
Miguel let the boy give him a proper ball bath, drenching his hairy nuts with spit until they were sucked clean of sweat and absolutely soaked. The boy moaned the entire time that his tongue traced each and every inch of the man's full pouch, so grateful for being allowed to service the Hispanic stud.
Miguel spoke to him in hushed tones, commanding the boy to switch between each of his balls or to take them both into his fag mouth and look up at him.
He wasn't sure if he'd ever seen a better sight than the gorgeous face of that perfect faggot staring up at him, golden brown eyes shining with gratitude, mouth full of the cop's heavy nutsack.
"Yeah, that's a good faggot," he caressed the boy's cheek. "You like papi's cojones? Hm?"
The boy groaned and nodded. Precum dribbled out onto his forehead, and Miguel decided that it was time. He'd toyed with the boy long enough and needed to release.
So he removed his sack from the boy's mouth and replaced it with his pole, guiding it in with one hand while tangling his fingers into waves of dark blonde locks with the other.
With a firm grasp of the faggot's head, Miguel moved his perky mouth up and down his shaft at a moderate pace, enjoying the feeling of control he held over the smaller boy.
He watched as the plump lips, clasped tightly around his rod, ascended and descended over and over again, slowly drawing out his long awaited orgasm.
Once Miguel felt that the boy had a good idea of how he desired to be sucked until his load erupted, he unwound his fingers and let go of his head, confident the faggot would know Miguel's intent.
Sure enough, the boy continued unabated, sucking the cop at the exact same tempo Miguel had set for him, practically purring with gratification.
"That's it, just like that and you'll make me bust," Miguel promised.
"Mmmmmm," came the faggot's low, throaty moan.
"Yeah, that what you want? You want to taste my leche?"
The faggot moaned again, louder and longer, betraying his deep desire to swallow Miguel's seed.
"There'll be a lot. Gonna have to swallow a couple times," Miguel couldn't keep the excitement from his voice.
He loved feeding horny bitches. They were always so keen to drink right from his hose.
The boy continued to offer submissive moans each time Miguel spoke to him.
"Suck it," the cop demanded. "Suck me dry."
His voice slowly became hoarse as the faggot worked him over, blonde head bobbing up and down the length of his girthy brown meat, swallowing and sucking incessantly.
"I'm so close. Keep going, keep going."
Miguel steeled himself as he felt the familiar swell of pleasure begin at the root of his swollen manhood.
"Get ready, I'm about to feed you good."
He bent his knees slightly as the feeling threatened to overwhelm him. It was going to be one of the more powerful orgasms he'd ever experienced.
"Here it comes, here it comes," Miguel whispered in a strained voice.
He forced himself to maintain eye contact, wanting see the look on the faggot's face when he got the first taste of his dense baby batter.
Miguel felt his balls contract at the same moment his legs began to shake, and when a rush of sperm surged forth deep from within, he cried out, "Here it is! Drink it, swallow my sperm, puta! Ugh!"
Miguel shot a fat load directly onto the faggot's warm, wet tongue. He felt his cock jolt over and over, spilling copious amounts of seed that rapidly filled the boy's pretty mouth.
"Mmmmmm," the fag's groan was high pitched and feminine as he finally tasted the hot, salty cum pouring from the officer's musky, uncut dick.
Miguel watched, enraptured, as the boy refused to swallow prematurely, collecting all the seed he kept dumping in his mouth, and it was a lot.
Normally a large cummer, weeks without a pussy to use and an entire day of his libido acting on overdrive had Miguel producing more jizz than usual, and he was emptying it all down the faggot's gullet.
As Miguel's lengthy ejaculation slowly subsided, powerful jets of thick, white cum steadily dissipated to thin, clear dribbles, and a tranquil ease relaxed his tense body.
"Dios mío," he uttered in disbelief as the boy swallowed his whole load in one big gulp.
He released Miguel's still half hard cock with a wet plop and sat back on his haunches, emitting an exerted but satisfied breath.
The boy delicately wiped his mouth and smiled up at the officer. His eyes were a bit glossy and Miguel could see small tear streaks around the edges from when he was gagging happily on his cock.
A contented silence enveloped the room as the boy climbed to his feet and Miguel stuffed his partial erect cock back inside his pants.
The cop was surprised. Usually he required a short interval before he was ready to go again, so it was rare for him to still be at half mast as he was, particularly after cumming so hard.
He guessed it was either the result of going so long without pussy or his inexplicably strong attraction to the young fairy, possibly a mix of both.
As Miguel zipped his pants shut, the boy moved to the sink to freshen up. The cop studied him as he unhurriedly buckled his belt, then leaned a shoulder against the wall and crossed his arms.
He was in no rush to leave, and continued eyeing the faggot while he swept long, slender fingers through his mussed hair in an attempt to fix it.
Normally, Miguel lost complete interest in a slut the second he finished using them, but something about the faggot was different. He was special, and with half a hardon still tenting in his pants, Miguel contemplated exchanging information with the boy to set up another encounter.
When the fairy leaned forward to study himself more closely in the mirror, Miguel's gaze dropped to his ass that stuck out.
The memory of a hidden tattoo barely peeking out from beneath his clothes flashed through Miguel's mind, and his cock unexpectedly jerked at the recollection.
"Show me your ass," Miguel instructed.
"What's that?" The boy twisted around to face him.
"Show me your ass," the cop repeated, slower and more firmly.
Miguel knew the boy understood he was making a demand rather than a request when the same pink bowed lips that had just yanked a load out of him pulled back in a devilish grin.
The hard glint in Miguel's eye brightened as he watched the boy turn to face the mirror again and unbutton his pants.
The cop pushed off the wall and straightened, his eyes trained directly at the fairy's ass while his cock slithered around beneath the fabric of his boxer briefs.
With nimble fingers, the faggot pushed both his underwear and jeans down over the slope of his round, fat ass, exposing two dense, pale mounds of glorious white flesh.
Miguel's eyes widened and he inhaled sharply as the two thick orbs came into view. The boy's ass was perfect. Plump and creamy, Miguel couldn't remember the last time he'd seen a rear end that looked that good.
He was so awestruck by the initial reveal that he failed to notice the small tramp stamp etched into the boy's white skin. It was only after a moment of his eyes boring into the two round melons that Miguel finally spotted the tattoo sitting above his left cheek, just as it began its incline.
There, inked in dark, flowery cursive, the word "whore" permanently marked the faggot as such.
"!Sangre de Cristo!" Miguel let out in a strangled cry.
He was across the small room in a flash, pressing the boy further over the sink as grabbed for his ass.
Caught by surprised, the faggot let out a feminine yelp as he nearly lost his balance. However he recovered quickly, bracing a hand against the wall to steady himself and pushing his ass back into Miguel's groping hands.
The cop muttered quietly to himself in Spanish while roughly exploring the boy's backside. His coarse, calloused hands sharply contrasted the delicate satin skin in his tight grip. He ran a thumb over the tattoo, watched the way it moved under his touch, and felt a shiver course through him.
Animal lust reawakened, Miguel's hard cock threatened to burst from inside his pants. He humped his cloth covered crotch against the boy's ass, delighted to feel him push back in response, and marveled at how stiff he'd become again.
Miguel reached down to quickly undo his belt and pants, unceremoniously freeing his erection. He heard the boy gasp when his ass made contact with Miguel's bare dick.
The cop stared down at his veiny brown shaft resting along the curvy white flesh. It looked so good and Miguel knew it'd feel even better. He began sawing his meat up and down the boy's crack, sliding it between both smooth, hairless cheeks.
Keeps himself ready, Miguel thought, like the good faggot he is.
He let out deep, heavy breaths with each long thrust, watching his cock gliding up and down. When he heard the boy whimpering, he lifted his eyes to find him staring back in the mirror.
Mouth slightly ajar, he looked at Miguel with a simpering, needy, almost pathetic, look on his face that filled the Hispanic man with the urge to wreck the hot little faggot's hole.
He had to have him; properly this time. No sloppy blowjob, just a good old fashioned animal rutting.
Miguel didn't want to wait, hit pause on the sexual tryst that was unfolding to plan out some future date and time to release their passions. The blood was flooding directly into his erection, making it quiver and throb, and he had to fuck the faggot, right then and there.
Miguel was on the cusp of spitting on his cock to ram inside the boy when they both heard the faint announcement of the library's impending closure.
The cop swore angrily.
He thought about it for a second before gruffly addressing the fairy pressed against his body.
"You live nearby?"
The boy nodded, but the excitement fluttering in Miguel's stomach died immediately when he heard him say, "But I live with my parents."
Miguel swore again, letting out a stream of various curses in Spanish.
He quickly ran through some options. His sister's place was out of the question, and so was putting everything off until the faggot could host him. Miguel briefly pondered getting a hotel room, but dismissed the idea as a waste of money for what would be a passionate but short encounter.
Finally, he settled on something just as risky as what they had just done. It wasn't ideal but Miguel couldn't help himself. His lust for the boy burned brighter than anything else he'd felt in a long time.


"Ok," the cop began, "leave with everyone else, but take a long lap around the block before coming back. Park somewhere close by, walk over, and get in the backseat of my cruiser. Got it?"
The boy nodded quickly, and Miguel could feel him shaking with excitement underneath him. The faggot's erection was visible beneath his pants in the mirror's reflection.
"Good faggot," he praised, and ran a hand under the boy's shirt to pinch one of his stiff nipples.
Miguel released the sissy after he let out another girlish yelp, and they both dressed quickly, concealing evidence of their illicit encounter before the boy silently slipped out the door.
Still completely aroused, Miguel braced both hands against the sink and stared at the hard set of his face in the mirror.
You deserve this, he told himself, after all the shit you've dealt with recently. That goddamn faggot is your reward.
Once the swelling in his erection subsided some, he let himself out of the bathroom.
From then on, the short time between when the library closed and when everyone left the parking lot felt excruciatingly long.
Miguel ambled around restlessly as the staff took their time gathering their belongings and clocking out from work.
At one point, he made eye contact with the faggot, and the shared knowledge of their impending union sparked acute tension between them, threatening to bring the officer back to a full blown hardon again, right in the middle of staff room.
The only upside was that the longer he waited, the more recovery time he'd gain to aid him in giving the fairy a good, proper fucking.
Finally, it was time to go, and everyone exited the library to escape to their respective vehicles. Miguel observed one of the staff members punching a code into the keypad by the gate that barred the entrance to the parking lot before it slowly slid shut.
Hope the faggots able to get back in, he thought.
One by one, the lot emptied, and from behind the windshield of his police cruiser, Miguel watched the boy's car creep away.
He couldn't help but snort in amusement as the red Mini Cooper disappeared from view.
Even his car is faggy, the cop thought.
Starting the SUV up, Miguel quickly zoomed around the corner of the parking lot, which wrapped around the back of the building and hid its view from the street.
He parked headlong in a spot that sat under the long, full branches of a large oak tree. The back windows were all tinted, but sunset was still imminent, and Miguel wanted all the concealment he could get.
Luckily the bulk of the library's lot backed up to a small office building that was empty on a Saturday evening.
Miguel killed the engine and hopped out, double checking to ensure he had his keys with him. The last thing he needed was to get locked in the back with the boy.
He stripped himself of his vest and gun belt, tossing both into the passenger's seat before opening the back door to assess the interior. Would be a bit of a snug fit, especially with the partition extending out from the center, but they'd make it work. Frankly, there was little to prevent Miguel from moving forward with what he was about to do at that point.
The cop climbed in and shut the door. He left it unlocked from the outside so the boy could quickly slip in to join him.
Carefully, Miguel maneuvered across the seat toward the door opposite the one he'd entered. While waiting for the faggot to return, he unbuttoned his uniform shirt, revealing a wife beater underneath. Small tufts of springy hair dotted the brown skin of his exposed upper chest, and the miniature gold cross that hung from the thin chain around his neck dangled freely.
Leaning back, he kicked off both shoes and fished out his cock. Although he'd gone soft since leaving the building, Miguel quickly stroked himself back to life, and kept his hard cock at attention while he waited for the fairy.
Minutes ticked by, and the anxious cop repeatedly peered in the side mirrors, searching for signs of the boy. He intermittently stroked his throbbing erection, ensuring he stayed hard while trying to avoid getting too worked up.
Finally, he saw the flash of a little red car dart by, and several moments later, the boy appeared on the other side of the gate clutching a plastic bag.
Miguel's insides fluttered with excitement, and his cock surged beneath his touch.
He watched the fairy punch in the code and slip through the small gap the gate created as it started to slide open, only for it to close once again as Kai dialed the other keypad on the opposite side.
Miguel tracked the boy's quick trot over toward where he was parked, the slow building of anticipation increasing the closer he got.
The door was yanked open, revealing a familiar pair of golden brown eyes caught off guard by the half dressed Hispanic man stroking himself.
"Get in," the cop growled, snapping the faggot into action.
He slipped into the back of the cruiser and shut the door.
"Took you long enough," Miguel scolded.
"I stopped to get some lube," the boy offered in explanation.
Miguel grunted his approval as the small bottle of clear lubricant was produced from the plastic bag.
"Come here," Miguel reached out and guided the boy over.
It was clear the faggot had done something similar before, crawling across the seat on his hands and knees to lower his mouth onto the cop's hardon.
Miguel sighed when the fairy's pretty lips began working him over again.
God, he's so fucking good at this, the cop thought.
As the boy sucked away, Miguel began groping the boy's ass through his jeans. When he attempted to slip a hand beneath them, the fairy took his cue and, without stopping his oral campaign, unbuttoned his jeans and lowered the zipper.
Miguel pushed the boys pants and underwear down, freeing the plump, perky ass within.
"Mmmm," he rumbled, groping along the tender flesh.
Over the course of the following few minutes, the cop molested the faggot's fat ass in the back of his cruiser, grunting softly in response to the occasional moan emitted from the mouth slobbering all over his cock.
At one point, Miguel parted the boy's cheeks, revealing a small, pink hairless hole that quivered at the sudden exposure. When he lightly traced the puckered rim, the entire thing flared open for the briefest of seconds before closing.
Miguel decided right then he had to finally take the boy.
"About face," Miguel pulled the greedy fag off him by his hair.
The boy deftly maneuvered himself so that he had one foot planted on the floor and both hands against the door, presenting his pale ass to the cop.
Miguel took both cheeks in his hands, squeezing them roughly before mashing them together.
This is gonna be good, he told himself.
Miguel applied a generous amount of lube to his hardon. He knew how girthy he was, besides, he wanted to fuck the faggot hard, make him scream until they were both spent.
The cop got to his knees, hunched over, and pressed his fat, rubbery tip against the boy's small, pink hole. He met the initial resistance, but kept applying pressure while the faggot, eager to take his manhood, pushed back against him.
Finally, the head broke through the tight sphincter, causing them both to emit groans of pleasure. Miguel wasted no time stuffing the faggot full of his thick brown meat, and sunk his shaft to the hilt.
The sissy's gasps were high pitched and breathy, yet his hungry hole swallowed all of him, inch by inch, until Miguel's full bush was pressed against both cheeks and his low hanging nutsack bumped against the boy's.
"Ugh, ugh," the faggot panted, hands scrambling for better purchase as his ass was taken completely.
"Fuck yeah, puta," Miguel muttered.
He took a hold of the tight ass he was buried inside of. The faggot's hole was warm and snug, and the silky walls enveloping the length of him occasionally squeezed his long snake.
Once again, the cop traced a thumb over the "whore" tattoo, caressing it gently before he began to steadily thrust into the boy's tight ass.
"Oh," the sissy gasped. "Oh fuck."
Miguel tested how well the boy could take it for the first minute or so, humping into him at a moderate pace. But once he saw that the faggot received his cock with relative ease, the Hispanic stud let loose, and quickly built up to a fast, hard fuck.
"Ugh, Ugh, Ugh!"
The bitch boy cried out over and over as Miguel slammed into him, mixing his girlish, faggy screams with the perverse slapping of raw flesh.
"Take it. Take my cock, puta," the cop growled.
He held the boy steady by the waist while pounding him relentlessly, utterly entranced by the waves of snow white skin rippling with each rough stroke, making the whore tattoo dance for him.
Miguel loved to pound out a load. Most women had trouble taking it that way on account of his appendage being so girthy, but not the boy. He clealry reveled in being used, like the good faggot he was, and as Miguel stretched his hole and opened the bitch up, he knew it was going to be one of the best fucks he'd ever experienced.
So, stooped over the boy, his breath coming out in ragged huffs, the cop bucked his hips, clapping the glorious cheeks of the fat ass nestled into his crotch.
It felt so good that Miguel was grateful he'd blown his first load earlier and could spend more enjoying the white whore's hole.
After several long minutes of intense rutting, Miguel craved to escalate their fucking, to make it nastier, more forceful. So he paused his assault, grabbed the boy by the shoulders, and pushed him down onto his chest.
The fairy, caught off guard by the sudden cessation of being fucked, instinctively ceded control to Miguel's guiding hands, greatly pleasing the cop. But once he understood the way he was being repositioned, the faggot quickly settled onto the seat and arched his back to ensure his perky ass stayed perched upright for Miguel to continue using.
Seeing him face down with his ass up like that made Miguel's blood boil with lust. It was such a submissive pose, and the cop relished being given so much power and authority over their mating.
Reaching forward, Miguel grabbed the boy roughly by the hair and wrenched his head to the side, exposing the pretty face that the Hispanic man intended to stare down at while violating him.
The faggot looked up at Miguel, pale cheeks flushed red, lips parted from breathing heavily. The pleading look in his eye so completed the utterly wanton look of sexual heat he wore that Miguel leaned forward to brace a forearm against the boy's back as he all but laid down on top of the smaller man.
With their faces only inches apart from one another, Miguel's groin rested along the top of the upturned ass he was still buried inside in such a way that he'd be able to just drop his hips repeatedly to fuck his hog deep into the faggot.
"You ready for some more dick, blanca?"
The boy still managed to nod his head despite Miguel's tight grip in his hair, and the cop's body practically shook with excitement.
"Good boy," he uttered with a slight touch of affection.
Then he lifted his hips, withdrew his cock from inside the boy, and stared deep into those golden brown eyes as he slammed back down in one powerful thrust.
The faggot's screams were loud and tinged with pleasure as Miguel raised and dropped his ass over and over, fucking his manhood deep inside the bubbly, round ass with an intensity the cop rarely got to experience.
"Yeah, scream," he spit through gritted teeth. "Scream for this brown meat, puta!"
"UGH, UGH, UGH," the boy cried, still staring up at Miguel in a way that made the older man rut even harder.
The car shook from the force of their fucking, a fucking so raw and pure it reminded Miguel of two feral animals mating out in the wild. The air permeating the small interior took on the sweaty, masculine stench of raunchy sex, and condensation slowly crept along the windows until they completely blanketed the glass.
Still, through it all, the faggot kept his ass raised, refusing to yield to the power of Miguel's thrusts and allowing the cop to take him exactly how he pleased, and so Miguel jammed himself into the boy again and again, using him in the way that true whores were meant for.
Miguel's hot breath washed over the pretty boy's face, only inches apart from his own, and they stared at each other through rough penetration and the harsh sensation of Miguel's heavy balls smacking repeatedly into the fairy's own much smaller pair. He felt a deep, sexual connection between them, one that seemed to crystallize as they fucked intensley and cause the cop to eventually pull away purely out of desire to experience the faggot in yet another position.
"Take off all your clothes," he demanded, withdrawing his hard cock.
The boy was out of breath, his small body shaking from so much exertion, yet he still complied, slowly raising himself up to undress.
Miguel swiftly removed his own pants and underwear to toss onto the floor, leaving him wearing only black socks and the wife beater underneath his open uniform shirt. Numerous strands of hair had come free from his slackened knot, and Miguel yanked the tie out, letting his full mane fall loose to his shoulders.
The cop carefully settled in the middle of the backseat, gingerly placing both feet on each side of the partition's protrusion so that he could spread his legs wide and let his erection tower upward for the boy to sit on. It throbbed powerfully, the various veins and ridges bulging from how turned on Miguel was.
He looked expectantly at the boy, who'd finished stripping naked and hovered to Miguel's left, staring down at the cock that he was about to climb aboard with a look of passionate longing, his own smaller piece wagging in front of him.
"Go on, puta," Miguel said. "Mount me."
With swift ease, the boy lifted one leg over the cop's lap to position himself so that both knees rested along the outside of Miguel's thighs as he squatted directly above the thick tool ready to breach him.
The Hispanic man took a hold of the boy's torso with his rugged hands and dragged them down over the pale, satin skin that made the faggot so enjoyable to touch.
"God damn," the cop muttered in Spanish.
The boy spread his own cheeks wide, exposing his used hole to Miguel, who gripped his hardon and aligned it with the faggot's opening.
With Miguel's missile aimed directly at his chute, the sissy lowered himself down onto it, groaning as the cop's weapon entered him easier than it had before.
"Fuck you're so big," he moaned, crouching a couple inches above the man's groin.
"Yeah, stretches you good, huh, blanca?"
"Yes," the boy whispered as Miguel began thrusting up inside him.
"You love it too, right?"
"Yes," came the same response, but louder and more confident.
"Say 'I love it, papi'."
Ohhh, I love it, papi," the boy groaned passionately.
"Mmmm," the cop reached around the faggot's torso and tweaked both nipples.
The fairy cried out effeminately, the thinnest line of precum dripping from his tip. Miguel twisted and pulled his nubs as he speared the boy's ass, enjoying the way he squirmed in response.
Soon, the faggot was grinding against the dick invading him, trying to fit as much Spanish cock inside his ass as possible. Miguel stopped his thrusts, and upon that realization, the boy grabbed the chain link cage of the partition to use as leverage and began fucking himself on the cop's big dick.
"Ngh," the boy gurgled as his ass slapped repeatedly against Miguel's groin.
The older man leaned back in the seat and watched as the faggot bounced happily on his fat cock, both pale, fleshy cheeks undulating to the loud smacks that signaled each rapid descent.
"Scream for me," Miguel demanded, and it was only when the boy failed to respond that he realized he'd spoken in Spanish.
He opted to draw the screams out himself rather than repeat his command in English, and raised his hand to bring down in a harsh smack against the boy's fat rump.
A thrill ran through him as the faggot yelped in response, so Miguel doled out a proper spanking, beating the boy's ass and forcing screams out of him until both milky white cheeks were bright red with his handprints.
All the while the boy rode him, never letting up on how tenaciously he slid along the cop's thick pole.
It felt incredible having the boy go wild on his cock like that, as if just the sensation of being filled by Miguel's tool was enough to drive him into a frenzy. His passion for the beautiful fag kept augmenting.
It's like he was created for me, the cop thought dazedly, as if it were a divine revelation.
Overwhelmed with desire and lust, Miguel reached out and took a hold of the boy's waist. In control once again, the man began slamming him down into his cock with greater speed.
"Ugh, ohhhhh," the faggot gasped and moaned.
Miguel fucked upward as he pulled the fairy down onto him, elevating their already vivid coupling to the threshold of pure sexual bliss.
Suddenly, Miguel experienced the strong urge to claim the boy as his own. For a moment, he pictured a new addition to the fairy's existing tattoo so that it read "Papi's whore" instead.
A shudder ripped through Miguel, and he pulled the boy to him, wrapped both arms around his torso, and gnawed on his neck as an alternative.
Small whimpers and cries chased every love bite Miguel left, and the man kept up his assault of the boy's hole, opting for slow, deep thrusts in place of their rabid fucking.
"Te amo, puta. Te amo," Miguel crooned directly into the boy's ear, which he then proceeded to invade with his tongue.
The sissy groaned, and Miguel, in the romantic language of his ancestors, began to lovingly whisper all the filthy, perverse things he wanted to do the faggot.
He spoke of keeping him cuffed naked to the partition's cage, using his hole throughout each day, filling him with so much sperm he'd likely fall pregnant, and branding his ass so that every other faggot around knew he belonged solely to him and him alone.
Miguel knew the boy didn't speak Spanish, but he must've understood enough to recognize the feminine pronouns the cop used, inhaling sharply each time they slipped smoothly from between Miguel's lips.
The boy began to tremble slightly in his arms. Miguel had pushed him to his limits, but the faggot had taken it well, never once complaining and thoroughly enjoying the way the Hispanic stud had utterly ravished his body, and for that, he'd endeared himself to the officer, surprising him.
The moment for them to join as one had arrived, and he was finally ready to implant his seed deep inside the boy that had ensnared him. Miguel told him as much and received several excited nods in response.
With one arm around the boy's neck and the other securing his waist, Miguel deftly began to roll his hips. While starting slow, he quickly built up to the same frenzied pace that had been the norm for most of their mating.
The fairy cried and moaned, his body shaking as the cop held him in place and fucked the life out of him.
"It's coming, baby. I'll cum inside you real soon," Miguel promised tenderly.
Like earlier, the pressure began to build deep within his loins, surging from a subdued pleasant ache to a vivid rapturous roar. Miguel's hips moved on their own, thumping hard against the boy's ass. Nothing could stop him from seeding it at that moment. The pleasure was too immense and all consuming.
"Get ready," Miguel spoke in a strained voice. "God damn, you're gonna get filled with so much spunk."
"Ughh," the boy groaned in response.
Miguel's thighs began to quiver once again despite having blown his load not too long before. He was always good for multiples, but usually they weren't as powerful or as large as the first. However, Miguel knew the wad he was about to release would be just as big, if not bigger, than the one he'd deposited into the boy's mouth.


That was how feral the beautiful fag had made him.
"Oh God," Miguel cried as he pushed as deep inside the boy as he could go.
The cop grunted and gasped as he released, his hard uncut cock firing volleys of thick semen that drenched the faggot's insides, painting the tight walls as white as his round ass.
The boy gasped when he felt the warmth seeping into his intestines, and Miguel caught the look on his pretty face in the reflection of the rearview mirror; eyes widened, mouth agape, forehead glistening with sweat. It filled the man with gratification to know that the fairy could feel his Spanish seed invading him.
Miguel drained himself of baby batter, unloading over and over again, his cock throbbing even when he no longer had any sperm left to fire. As his orgasm began to wind down, the boy's own cock erupted by itself. The faggot came hands free just from having his ass creamed by the Hispanic stud.
The boy shuddered and whined in Miguel's arms as he painted himself and the partition. His load wasn't even close to the size of the cop's, but he still managed to drain his small cock and balls none the less.
After he'd finished, Miguel cradled the still trembling boy against his chest as he continued to whimper softly.
"Shhhh, mi amor," the cop whispered. "Papi's got you."
He licked and kissed the fairy's sweaty neck, the salt sweet on his tongue. The scent of their lustfilled mating was all around them, and Miguel breathed it in deep, practically salivating. He'd have to air the car out, but right then he didn't care.
Miguel cooed and hushed the boy, softly stroking his body in a loving manner as he slowly came back down to Earth, his soft cock still inside him, keeping the copious amounts of semen from leaking out.
The sun had slipped below the horizon at some point, and the remnants of orange daylight were fading fast. Still, Miguel was content to keep the boy encased in his protective embrace until he recovered his senses.
Eventually, the cop felt the smaller body gently stir, and he surrendered him with a small pang of reluctance.
"Better?" Miguel asked as the boy leaned forward.
He simply nodded as the man softly rubbed his back, and when Miguel helped lift him as he attempted to climb off the cop's lap, his flaccid penis slowly slid out, taking with it the smallest drops of semen.
Miguel took his time redressing, opting to merely pull his pants and underwear on and slip both feet back into his shoes. Hair tousled and shirt unbuttoned, he leaned back, placed both hands behind his head, and let out a contented sigh as he waited for the boy to finish slowly tugging his clothes on.
Once he finished, the cop held his hand out, "Gimme your phone."
The boy stared at him for a quick second before digging the device out of his pocket and unlocking it to place into the waiting palm.
Miguel added himself to the boy's contacts as "Papi" and sent himself a text before handing the phone back, keeping his grasp strong when a single dainty hand tried to take it from him.
Amber eyes met his own hard gaze.
"When I contact you," Miguel stated firmly, "you answer me. Got it?"
The boy's eyes flared briefly before he nodded.
"Good boy."
Miguel released the phone and patted the boy's face hard enough to make him wince. He did not attempt to pull away however, and that pleased the man.
"Come here," Miguel cupped the boy's chin and brought their mouths together.
He felt the fairy's initial surprise quickly give way to surrender, parting his bowed lips and kissing him back. For more than a mere moment, their mouths moved strenuously together, tongues gently intertwining, the older man taking the lead, until eventually Miguel pulled away.
The boy's eyes remained closed, but when they opened, curious wonder glittered there, drawing the slightest of smiles from the cop.
"Go on," he nodded toward the door.
The boy smiled at him, clearly pleased with everything that had transpired, before he turned and exited the vehicle.
He gave Miguel a small wave before shutting the door, and the cop watched his retreating figure for several seconds before relaxing against the seat once more.
Great day, he thought.
Eventually noticing the half dried semen, Migule noted he'd probably have to take a wet rag to it in the morning. That didn't matter though, it would be easy enough to clean up. He'd been doing it since he was a teenager after all.
Miguel climbed out the back and settled into the driver's seat. The headlights kicked on as he started the cruiser up, and he rolled down the windows so that the stench wouldn't linger too heavily. Checking his phone, he saw that the boy had sent him a text.
"Thank you, papi."
Miguel smirked, then saved the boy's number in his phone as "Library Faggot".
As he pulled out of the parking lot, Miguel was awash with satisfaction at having found himself a new puta to take care of him, and he knew once he finally got his own apartment, he'd spend that first night making sure the boy's screams echoed off the bare walls of his new bedroom, just as they would every night after.
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Allison Ashley stepped out from her SUV and into the warm, mid-afternoon sun. Shouldering her hefty messenger bag stuffed to the brim with lesson plans, assignments, and study guides, she pressed the key fob and walked through the parking lot toward the three story apartment building of the winding complex.
Just one more month, one more month, she told herself.
As much as she loved her job teaching middle school English, Allison relished summer vacation. She was looking forward to spending all that free time finally getting a jump on planning her wedding, several months after getting engaged to her fiance, Ben.
Ben of course had little desire to be a part of the planning process, warily eyeing the growing pile of wedding magazines, reference pictures, and contact sheets that littered the dining table.
Allison was neither surprised nor upset though. Several girlfriends as well as her older sister warned that Ben would likely just defer to her judgement in most regards, and she was content with making most of the decisions.
That was how it was most of the time anyway, at least since they'd moved in together after graduating from college four years prior.
Lost in thoughts of wedding planning, Allison was caught off guard by someone greeting her as she made her way through the exterior hallway of the building's first floor.
"Afternoon, Miss Allison," came the deep throated drawl.
Allison turned her head to find Rodney Torrence casually propped up against the wall in an open alcove, a lit cigarette in hand.
She tried to not let her face wrinkle with displeasure while greeting him back. There was, after all, no smoking of any kind allowed on property, inside or out.
"Hi, Rodney, how are you?"
"Doin' fine, ma'am. Doin' fine."
Rodney was one of several security guards that patrolled the property on a rotating basis.
He had immediately stuck out from most of the other staff and residents of the complex when she and Ben had first moved in.
A 42 year old, divorced black man, Rodney wore his long, thick dreads tied loosely back. A thin, pencil mustache crowned his upper lip, and a scant patch of closely trimmed hair covered his chin. Standing at 5'10, he had an average build save for the small gut that hung over the belt of his navy blue uniform.
Faded, poorly done tattoos covered both arms, and he decorated himself with tons of gaudy, fake gold jewelry; numerous thick chains hung from around his neck, a handful of fat rings were jammed onto long, slender fingers, two chunky studs adorned both ears, and each wrist contained sets of heavy linked bracelets.
He even had a fake gold, open faced tooth cap on one of his canines.
But aside from the cigarettes she occasionally found him smoking, Allison liked Rodney well enough, for someone who was employed by the apartment complex that is.
He was polite, always offered a greeting, and occasionally initiated friendly conversations with her and Ben, although he tended to do so more often when she was by herself than when they were together.
"You all ready for summer vacation yet?" he nodded at her overburdened bag.
Allison huffed an over exaggerated sigh, "Always."
"Try not to let them kids drive you too crazy, now."
"Hard not to when they get so squirrelly toward the end of the year."
"Aw, they just anxious to be done with school so they can get wild is all."
Allison bobbed her head, "That's probably one of the few things they and I have in common."
"Oh yeah? You like to get a little wild then too, huh?"
His oily half-smile revealed the gold capped tooth she found so garish, and combined with the sly wink he threw her, gave off the sleazy vibe that Allison sometimes got from him, and also sent a light, unexpected shiver down her spine.
"I meant being anxious to finish school," she chuckled awkwardly.
"I know, I'm just teasing, Miss Allison. Work is long and I gotta get my kicks somehow."
Rodney took a drag from his cigarette, still smirking.
"Right, anyway," Allison shuffled sideways. "Better get inside and unload this thing."
She hoisted the bag further up her shoulder for emphasis, prompting Rodney to step forward and offer his help.
"Thanks, but my door's right there."
She gestured down the hall and began to move in that direction.
"Alright, you take care then, Miss Allison."
"Thanks, Rodney, you too."
"And don't let yourself get too riled up in the next few weeks," he called after her.
Allison smiled thinly and turned away to head toward her apartment, but she could still feel Rodney's gaze on her retreating figure as he stood there smoking his cigarette.
Once she was a few steps down the hall, Allison let out a breath she didn't know she'd been holding, and by the time she was unlocking the front door, she'd forgotten the encounter entirely, sighing with relief upon crossing the threshold.
As the door slammed shut, Allison let her bags drop to the floor, and out of the corner of her eye, noticed a figure sitting on the couch.
"Ben?" She turned toward her fiancé, crouched forward in consternation on the edge of the cushion. "What're you doing home this early? Is everything okay?"
There was a beat of silence as Ben seemed to tense up, then he raised his head and looked at her, revealing an expression of anxious anticipation on his face.
"I-I think we need to talk," he told her, his unsteady voice both sad and fearful.
------
Allison wiped the bit of fog remaining on the mirror. The shower head still softly dripped behind her as she yanked a brush through her blonde hair, smoothing out the wet tangles.
Four weeks had elapsed since Ben had told her he'd been having second thoughts about their engagement.
They'd sat together for hours, alternating between talking and crying as they discussed how he'd felt pressured to propose to her, but did so anyway despite his fears and apprehensions about starting a family, which only became exacerbated as she moved toward making final wedding plans.
When Allison had tearfully asked him what he wanted out of their relationship, Ben admitted he wasn't sure, that he'd been feeling flummoxed and untethered since their engagement, questioning what he thought he knew about himself and the life they had together.
But the one thing he felt sure of was that it didn't seem right to move forward with the wedding, or even the engagement for that matter, at least while he sorted out how he felt and what he wanted.
Exhausted and spent, they'd gone to sleep shortly after, Ben's heartbreaking admission hanging over Allison as she tossed and turned alone in bed that night, while the man she thought she would spend the rest of her life with slept on the couch.
In the morning, a tear spent and resolute Allison told Ben she agreed with him, that if he was having misgivings of any kind, then they shouldn't get married until he sorted them out.
But she also stipulated that it was better for both of them to separate, at least temporarily, while he did.
That had surprised Ben.
He had thought that she'd want to work out things together, but the shock of what he'd told her the previous night had left Allison questioning everything about him and their relationship so far, and she thought it prudent that they each take some time for themselves to separately work through and unpack their respective crises of conscience.
So, Ben had gone to stay with his brother, crashing on the pull out sofa in the den, neither broken up nor together, lingering somewhere in a state of limbo between the two.
They texted occasionally; brief conversations to check in and see how the other was fairing. They'd suffered through only one awkward, stilted phone call, however, and hadn't bothered trying since.
It was just too hard.
The heartache, sadness, and even a small amount of bitter resentment still lingered.
Allison had managed to deal with it though, mostly through work. The last month of school was chaotic enough to require more of her attention than she normally had to give.
But with the last day having ended approximately seven hours prior, Allison was staring down two months by herself with no plans and nothing to occupy or distract her from the implosion of her personal life.
So it was safe to say that she felt as if she were staring down the barrel of a large, emotional gun.
After drying her hair, and dressing in a tank top and sleeping shorts, Allison climbed into bed and began to apply lotion to her arms and legs.
She still wasn't used to sleeping by herself, something she marveled at since it'd taken her forever to adjust to Ben's constant thrashing and obnoxiously loud snoring.
Allison's thoughts were still idling on her not-quite-boyfriend-but-definitely-not-fiancé when the tan line on her ring finger caught her attention.
Her movements slowed.
She'd finally taken the engagement ring off that afternoon, weeks after initially telling herself that she was leaving it on to avoid any prying questions she might receive at school, from students or staff.
However, the actual reason was because a small string of hope had lingered for a while after Ben left, that he'd have a sudden change of heart and come running back.
But the longer they were apart, the more Allison felt as if he would never come back to her, as her fiancé or something else.
A wave of depression crested over Allison, and she threw the covers back to jump up, refusing to spend yet another sad night alone in bed.
After putting on some shoes and grabbing her keys, she slipped out the front door, locking it behind her.
Allison was too keyed up to sit still and drive, so she opted to snake a wide path around the complex instead, briskly walking along the neatly paved, shrub and flower lined pavement.
Despite it being a Friday, no one else appeared to be out and about after ten o'clock at night, which was fine with Allison. She really wasn't in the mood to talk.
Over the proceeding twenty minutes, she walked with a determined vigor, her shapely legs pumping tenaciously as they marched on.
Although she normally exercised often, Allison hadn't been to the gym since before the split, having little motivation to do so.
But it felt good to move her body again, even if it was just a bit of light cardio.
She continued on for a little longer, then paused to survey her surroundings, collect her bearings, and catch her breath.
That was when a familiar, husky voice called out to her.
"That you, Miss Allison?"
Allison felt a twinge of mild exasperation at having her solitary walk interrupted as she reluctantly turned toward the security guard.
"Hi, Rodney," she greeted mildly.
A few feet to her right, the older man was partially hidden in the shadows of the nearest building, smoking against the exterior wall.
She forgot that he worked until eleven on Fridays and Saturdays.
"Whatchu doing out here all by yourself this late at night?"
The ember at the end of his cigarette smoldered in the dark.
"Just out for a walk," she said a bit brusquely before adding in a politer tone, "and it's not really that late, but I appreciate your concern."
Allison wasn't in the mood to linger and make small talk with him.
"It's late enough," Rodney emerged from the shadows to step towards her. "Your man ain't with you?"
Allison gritted her teeth, "No, he's not."
"Huh," was all he said before taking a drag.
Allison was about to use the opportunity to quickly extract herself when she got a whiff of the smoke wafting from his cigarette, making her hesitate.
Because for the first time in years, Allison had the sudden, strange desire to smoke.
"Everything all good between you two?"
"Uhh...," she stammered, caught off guard by his abrupt and intrusive question, "why do you ask that?"
Rodney shrugged.
"Haven't really seen him around a lot lately. Just you, looking a little sad," he took another drag, letting his words settle. "Plus..."
Allison followed his gaze as it flickered to the now bare ring finger of her left hand.
She glanced up sharply, taken aback by Rodney's astute observations, and stared into the heavily lined face quietly watching hers, his eyebrows lifted in expectation as he inhaled more smoke.
"We, um," she paused, closing her eyes to let out a frustrated sigh before continuing, "we're just taking some time apart at the moment."
Rodney nodded as if he figured as much, "Sorry to hear that. Hope you two can work things out."
While his tone was polite, it did not sound particularly sincere.
"Yeah, well," she sighed again, crossing her arms, "I guess we'll see."
The feelings of anxiety and sadness Allison had spent the previous thirty minutes walking off began to needle her again, and when Rodney exhaled another puff of smoke, her eyes fixated on the cigarette in his hand as the urge to let the calming effects of nicotine soothe her flared.
Rodney's eyebrows drew together upon noticing the way Allison's attention shifted to the Newport clutched between his fingers.
"You want one?" He offered.
"Huh?" She murmured, her gaze refocusing on him. "Oh, no thank you."
"You sure? I got plenty more."
Allison waved her hands, "That's okay, I..."
But Rodney had already dug the pack of Newports out of his shirt pocket and flipped it open to offer its contents.
Allison hesitantly glanced down at the open pack, fighting the urge to light one up.
"I really shouldn't..."
"Why not? Seems like you could use one."
She gnawed on her lip, unsure.
"Go on," Rodney urged.
Allison's blue eyes lifted to meet his dark ones, the firm encouragement she found there prompting her to reach out and nimbly slide a single cigarette out of the pack.
Fuck it, why not, she thought.
"Thanks, Rodney."
"Mhm," he murmured.
Rodney handed over his lighter as Allison brought the butt between her lips, and when she lit the other end and inhaled a tentative lungful of smoke, several drunken, late night college memories came flooding back.
Allison shut her eyes and slowly exhaled a contented sigh.
"Good?"
She opened her eyes to find Rodney smirking at her.
"Yes, it is, actually," she took a second, deeper drag.
"Wouldn't have took you for a smoker."
"I'm not," Allison dismissed.
"Coulda fooled me," he watched with singular, pointed focus as she inhaled smoke in one long, smooth pull from the cigarette.
Allison shrugged, "Okay, yeah, in college I'd smoke after I went out drinking or whatever, but never really when I was sober."
"Ain't that how it goes? Liquor loosens you up enough to embrace your vices with open arms."
"That's true," Allison nodded, puffing on her cigarette. "So what's your vice then, Rodney?"
The older man's lips drew back in a slick grin; he snorted, dark eyes glinting as they found hers, "Sex."
His answer, so blatant and crude, caught her off guard, and Allison's eyes went round as she felt her body flush with heat.
She choked on some of the smoke caught in her throat, and a minor coughing fit ensued.
Rodney chuckled in amusement as she clamped a hand over her mouth to cough into.
"My fault, didn't mean to be so blunt about it. Just being honest," the man admitted. "Could never stop myself from chasing a good time with a beautiful woman."
Allison kept her mouth covered as she avoided eye contact, cheeks still bright red.
"It's fine, Rodney," she told him between short, bursting coughs. "I did ask after all."
The end of his cigarette flared brightly as Rodney inhaled from it, still smirking as he observed her flummoxed response.
"Anyway," Allison continued, finally recovering her faculties. "I, uh, should really get going."
"You haven't even finished that cigarette yet," the man pointed out, nodding toward the half-smoked Newport still lit in her hand.
"I know, but it's already late, and I need to be getting to bed soon. Don't want to get too amped up."
The excuse was an obvious one, but Rodney didn't push it further.
"Alright, well you have a good night, then. And sweet dreams, too," he added with a wink.
Allison stretched her lips in a tight smile, "Goodnight, Rodney, and thanks again for the cigarette."
She held up the Newport, which he acknowledged by inclining his head, and walked away.
When Allison was around the corner of the next building, she spotted a trash can nearby and stopped to stub the cigarette out on its black metal exterior before tossing it inside.
Having been years since she'd smoked, the distantly familiar nicotine buzz powered Allison as she strode back to her apartment, ruminating on her encounter with Rodney.
She couldn't believe what he'd said, so overt and crass. It had disoriented her, something Rodney had apparently been amused by, and Allison recalled how he'd once playfully admitted to getting his kicks out of teasing her, although when he'd done it'd been in a much less obnoxious manner.
Allison visualized the way Rodney had smiled down at her in that sleazy way while shamelessly proclaiming his lecherous habit of pursuing women for sex, and a strong shiver passed over her body, leaving her heart rate elevated and goosebumps prickling along her skin.
She tried to shake it off, blaming the strong effects of the nicotine for being so unsettling, but it took a little while to be fully free of the odd sense of disruption her conversation with Rodney had caused her.
------
When her phone lit up with a new text notification, Allison briefly paused applying her mascara to glance down at where it lay on the bathroom counter.
"On my way," she read before resuming the gentle darkening of her eyelashes at a slightly faster rate.
Two solemn weeks into summer break and Allison was on the brink of coming undone.
With her friends at work all day and the sudden absence of what she had planned on doing to fill those empty two months, Allison was left to aimlessly wallow in sadness and pity.
She spent that first weekend deep cleaning the apartment, clearing the dining table of anything wedding related, and reorganizing everything from the pantry to the closet.
But that still left her with so much time left to just drift untethered amongst the debris of her life, and Allison was frankly sick of it.
She was tired of feeling sad and alone, of laying around with nothing to do but wait for Ben to make a decision about what the hell he wanted.
Despite the uptick in how frequently they'd been communicating, Ben had given no real indication as to what kind of resolution he was approaching, or if he was even close to one.
And Allison's feeling of anxiety and anguish had begun to gradually give way to frustration and ire.
So when her older sister had gingerly suggested that the two of them plus a couple friends go out to dinner, Allison, after six weeks of rejecting all types of social engagement, heartily agreed.
It lifted her spirits more than she'd expected, proving to be just what she needed to help pull her out of the deep slump she'd been trapped in, even if only slightly.
She'd gone shopping to buy a new dress for the occasion, and got her honey blonde highlights touched up too, wanting and needing a little pick me up.
Finished with her hair and make-up, Allison moved into the bedroom to get dressed, then stood admiring herself in the mirror afterward.
Her recent purchase was a bit more risqué than what she normally wore. The fitted, black halter mini dress hugged her body tightly while simultaneously showing it off through a short hemline and a low cut bodice.
After pairing it with matching open toed heels, Allison decided, out of desire to daringly reveal a bit more cleavage, to pull her curled hair back into a loose ponytail, the ends of which brushed against the bare skin of her exposed back.


Allison turned back and forth in front of the mirror, feeling confident, sexy, and a little loose, which was mostly due to the shot of vodka she'd taken before getting ready.
It'd been so long since she'd felt that way, and Allison was determined to show out and have a great time with her girlfriends.
She nabbed the small, leather bag off the dresser, and after ensuring that her credit cards, I.D., and cash were inside, skipped to the kitchen for another shot.
The text informing Allison of her sister's arrival dinged as she was putting the bottle away.
Living the closest to the restaurant, Allison was the last of their quartet to be picked up, and she sauntered out the door to be greeted by the jeers and whistles of her friends.
She laughed and slid into the backseat of her older sister's sedan. Being twelve weeks pregnant and thus unable to drink, Courtney opted to be their designated driver for the evening.
"Damn, you look hot," their friend Mia complimented earnestly from beside her.
"I'm glad you went with the black dress," her sister called back.
"Totally," Mia enthused. "It's, like, molded to your body."
"Yeah, you should've sent a pic to Ben, remind his dumbass what he's missing out on," Ivy threw out offhandedly.
There was a pregnant pause, and Allison watched Ivy stiffen while processing what she'd just blurted while texting distractedly.
"Fuck, I'm such an asshole," Ivy shifted in the passengers seat to turn and face Allison. "I'm sorry, Ally. I wasn't think--"
"It's okay," Allison cut her off. "Really. Let's just... not talk about Ben tonight. I'm tired of talking about him. We're going out and we're gonna have a kick ass time."
Her three companions eyed one another, pleasantly surprised and smiling at her small outburst.
"Well alright then," Courtney started the car.
"Say less," Ivy added.
"It's girl's night, bitches!" Mia screamed out the window as they pulled away from the curb, sending the rest of them into a fit of laughter.
----
Ben Pritchard sat in the darkened room of his brother's den playing Fortnite. When some fourteen year old began talking shit after killing him, he yanked the headset off and tossed it to the ground along with the controller.
Glancing down at his phone, Ben saw that it was only nine o'clock, and lamented having nothing to do on a Friday night.
His brother and sister-in-law had left last weekend for a two week vacation, leaving him alone to haunt their empty house, which is what it felt like he'd been doing since they'd been gone.
On the third night by himself, after an empty evening of take out and Netflix, Ben laid sprawled out on the futon, unable to sleep, and thought, "God, is this what Ally has been going through?"
Even though he'd been a little doubtful of her suggestion to live separately for a while, Ben had breathed the smallest sigh of relief he didn't know he'd had in him after shutting the door to his brother's den that very first night.
He enjoyed staying with Sam and Hailey much more than he thought he would, and those first few weeks of taking a break from his relationship had left Ben more untroubled than he could have ever anticipated.
His friends took him out on the weekends, he hung out with his brother and sister-in-law frequently, and got back into exercising after having dropped off six months prior.
Ben knew he was supposed to be using that time to figure out what he wanted out of his relationship and whether they were still compatible despite having seemingly diverging life goals.
Allison had been very clear about wanting marriage and kids, sooner rather than later, and after being together for seven years, the hints she dropped about being ready to move forward with starting a family grew more direct and frequent.
So Ben did what he thought he was supposed to and gave into the pressure to pop the question, and while Allison was ecstatic and that made him happy, he had begun to feel as if he'd made a mistake when the initial joy of it all wore off.
Turning 26 not long after had only made it worse. Ben wasn't old by any means, but that was the point; he was only 26.
None of his friends were married yet, only half of them even had girlfriends, and his brother, who was 32, had only just gotten married the year prior.
Yet, Ben had already taken that first big step toward a life of domesticity much earlier than anyone he knew around his age, and while he had thought it'd be in his future at some point, getting engaged put into alarming clarity how close that future was.
When Allison began talking of a small, intimate wedding, one that could be planned and executed before the end of the year, Ben knew that the topic of having children would start shortly after their nuptials, compounding all his anxious fears about starting such a permanent journey so early in life, before he'd even had a chance to do much else.
So, Ben had come clean, the pressure inside of him building until it was too much and he found himself sleeping on his brother's futon, more relieved than he'd felt in months.
But over the preceding weeks, the initially high and newness of it all began to wane, and Ben found himself starting to miss Allison.
Little things about her and their life together would float to the surface, he'd feel a pang of lonely longing, and it was when Sam and Hailey had left and he'd endured being truly alone that Ben began to think about if that was what he really wanted.
Ben sat on the futon, scrolling through old pictures of the two of them, smiling at all the goofy ones, until he came to the photos they'd taken the night of their engagement and paused.
He zoomed in on Allison, who'd looked so happy, a bright, euphoric smile lighting up her face as she beamed at the camera.
Ben wrestled with complex feelings of affection, yearning, regret, and frustration, before closing the app and pulling up his contacts to send Allison a text.
-----
In the dim interior of the upscale, chic restaurant, Allison's phone lit up with a new text.
She glanced down at it, her smile faltering slightly upon seeing who it was, and with a flick of her finger, swiped the notification away.
Allison felt the surge of haughty pride, and after briefly thinking it over, she unlocked her phone to silence all notifications, deciding that there would be no intrusions of any kind to interrupt her night.
Satisfied, she picked up her glass and downed what remained of her martini, setting it back onto the table before turning back to the conversation occurring amongst her girlfriends.
They'd had a great meal that was just wrapping up, empty plates and numerous glasses scattered in front of them.
Allison had several drinks throughout dinner that'd brought her to the perfect level of intoxication. She was just drunk enough to have completely loosened up but not so drunk that she'd gotten sloppy or felt sick.
The two shots back at her apartment had helped. Allison had arrived at the restaurant feeling buzzed and primed for an exhilarating time. She'd spotted several cute waiters, and with an inkling to do some flirting, hoped one of them would be their server, only to end up disappointed when a woman arrived instead.
With the check paid, the four of them got up and made their way out. Allison strutted between tables and chairs, the alcohol she'd consumed fueling the restless, euphoric energy coursing through her.
It felt as if the night was somehow incomplete.
She wasn't quite ready to say goodbye to the girls, or call it quits for the evening, especially when it'd been so long since she'd done anything even remotely fun.
Unconstrained and desiring fulfillment, Allison stewed in the back of her sister's car as she maneuvered it out of the lot.
"I have to pee, so I'm gonna drop you off first, Ally, and use your bathroom," Courtney told her.
"You better get used to that for the next six months," Ivy murmured, staring into her compact mirror.
"I have to pee too," Mia raised her hand like a child in school.
She was the only one who'd drank as much as Allison had, maybe even more so.
"You should've gone back at the restaurant," Ivy tsked.
"Hey, why does she get a pass and I don't," Mia cried indignantly.
"She's pregnant. Get knocked up and then you'll get a pass for how often you can't hold it."
Ivy's blunt delivery drew chuckles from the two of them.
"We should do something else," Allison suggested suddenly.
They all glanced in her direction as she'd been silent since leaving the restaurant.
"What do you mean?" Courtney asked. "Like what?"
"I don't know, I just... I'm not ready for the night to end. It's not even nine thirty yet, and it's Friday, and we're all together. So let's do something else, keep hanging out for a little longer. I kinda feel like getting a little wild tonight."
"Oh God," Ivy muttered right before Mia blurted out in excitement, "Let's go clubbing!"
Allison lit up at the suggestion. A night out clubbing sounded exactly like what she needed.
"Girl, I'm not going to a club," Courtney shook her head. "Not while three months pregnant."
"Yeah, I'm having breakfast with Jackson's parents tomorrow, and there's no way I'll survive that if I'm exhausted and hungover," came Ivy's dry retort.
Yeah, I'm spending tomorrow with my nephew, and there's no way I'll survive that if I'm exhausted and hungover," came Ivy's dry retort.
Allison felt herself deflate.
Mia crossed her arms in consternation, "Aw, you guys are no fun."
"We can still hang out," Courtney reasoned. "Ally's right, it's not that late. Let's, I don't know, watch a movie or something. Or we can open a bottle of wine and talk."
Mia pouted, disappointed with Courtney's much less appealing alternatives. It was quiet for a moment, everyone seemingly thinking of what they could do that would please everyone, when an idea came to Allison.
"Let's get high," she suggested.
"...what?" Courtney deadpanned.
"Not you of course," Allison assured her. "The baby doesn't need to come out with two heads, but the rest of us could."
"I might be down to smoke a bit," Ivy stared off in consideration. "It won't knock me on my ass tomorrow."
Mia clapped her hands in excitement, "Let's do it, let's do it!"
"Ugh, I don't know, guys," there was exasperation in Courtney's voice.
Allison could tell the last thing Courtney wanted was to spend her Friday night babysitting the three of them while they got stupidly high without her.
"Come on, Court," she pleaded. "We'll get a bunch of snacks and put something stupid on. Think of how much fun it'll be watching us act like idiots while you munch on some Takis."
Courtney eyed her hopeful looking sister in the rear view mirror, "Well I do love Takis..."
"You're the best, Court!"
"Mhm, don't ever say I don't do anything for you."
"Wait, does anyone know where we could even get some weed from?" Ivy asked.
"Oh, I know a guy!" Mia's hand shot up. "Danny used to buy from him when we were together."
Ivy raised an eyebrow. "Mmm, and you're sure some guy you knew through your ex will sell to us?"
Mia shrugged, "Money is money. I'll DM him and find out."
As she pulled out her phone, Allison leaned back in the seat and smiled. It may not have been dancing the night away, but getting stoned out of her mind with her friends would still satisfy the yearning she had for some revelry.
They started hammering out their plans for the rest of the drive, and when they finally pulled into Allison's complex, Mia looked impatiently out the window.
"Thank God," she muttered.
"Do you really have to go that bad?" Ivy asked her.
"Yes!"
"Should've put some newspaper down...," Courtney mumbled.
Mia gave her the finger as Ivy and Allison laughed.
When Courtney pulled the car into a parking spot, Allison leaned toward Mia, who sat bouncing in her seat.
"Here," she handed her keys over, "now go before you explode!"
Mia bolted out the back door a fraction of second after the car came to a stop.
Ivy watched her go, "That girl needs some serious ADHD medication."
Courtney and Allison cackled as they all got out of the car.
One by one, they marched toward the building, Courtney in front while Allison trailed languidly at the rear.
She was smirking at Ivy's imitation of Mia running when the faint smell of cigarette smoke caught her attention.
Allison slowed, turning her head in search of the source.
There, just down the hall, smoke billowed out from one of the many small alcoves tucked away in each exterior hallway, and instinctively she knew exactly who would be standing there, a Newport clutched tightly in his hand.
All at once, Allison experienced a sudden craving for nicotine and... something else. Something she couldn't quite place.
She and Rodney hadn't really spoken since that night a couple weeks prior, save for one to two formal greetings uttered in passing, but she had thought about him more than once.
Their conversation crept into her mind on the odd occasion, yielding her attention, and when it did, the revulsion Allison anticipated never materialized.
Instead, there was just the faintest pinprickle of curiosity.
And that's what she thought of while standing there in the hallway, drunk and hungry for excitement; the peculiar encounter she'd had with Rodney, how it'd left her off balance afterward, and that she hadn't quite been able to forget about it since.
Then, almost expediently, her mind conjured up the words he'd uttered to her at one point, when their conversation had begun to shift toward becoming indecorous.
Liquor loosens you up enough to embrace your vices with open arms.
Emboldened and acting on instinct, Allison bit her lip, squared her shoulders, and started toward the alcove.
"I'll be back in a sec," she called to her friends as they disappeared through her front door.
Allison's heels clacked along the concrete as she trotted down the hall, her movements quick and determined, until she came upon the alcove and slowed.
Just around the corner, leaning casually against the wall, was Rodney, staring down at his phone, a lit cigarette in hand.
Movement in his periphery caught the security guard's attention, and when he glanced up, his lips pulled back in a smug grin after seeing who stood there.
"Well, well," Rodney's chuckle rumbled deep in his chest. "Look who it is."
He tucked his phone away and pushed off the wall to face Allison.
"Hey, Rodney," she greeted affably. "How are you?"
"I'm alright," Rodney shrugged. "Works dragging, but, uh, it's looking better now that you're here."
Allison's smile grew as he winked at her, and Rodney couldn't keep his smug expression from deepening at her response.
The older man had noticed an immediate difference in Allison's normally reserved demeanor; the wide, receptive smile she wore reflected the daring glimmer in her glassy eyes, and as she shifted casually from one foot to the other, her relaxed posture and open body language indicated a willing desire to be engaged.
"So, what you been up to, girl?"
"Oh nothing really," Allison held her arms casually behind her, gently twisting back and forth.
"Mm, I find that hard to believe the way you prowling around out here like a tiger or something."
Allison formed a claw with her hand and playfully bared her teeth at him before laughing.
The older man chuckled along, his dark eyes watching her intently.
"Actually, I've been out with some friends," she explained.
"Ohhh, so you do like to get wild then?" Rodney teased, referencingtheir previous conversations.
"Well, maybe just a little," she answered just as teasingly.
"Mhm, I been knew," he continued with a smirk, "especially all dressed up like that. And you looking good, too."
Rodney's eyes slowly roamed down the front of Allison's body, drinking in the ample swell of her breasts through the revealing, low cut dress, the sloping, curvaceous figure beneath skin tight fabric, and the short hem that revealed toned thighs atop two long legs.
"Real good," he emphasized.
A small, taboo thrill coursed through Allison as the crude, older black man openly admired her body, and when she felt her nipples begin to harden under his leering gaze, her eyes flared in surprise.
A moment elapsed before Allison found the words to respond.
"Thank you," she told him in a hoarse, breathless voice, her face and chest flushed with heat. "The dress is new."
"Well, it was a damn good choice, that's for sure."
Rodney's slick, self-satisfied grin revealed the shiny gold cap on his tooth as he observed Allison's stiff nipples protruding from the thin fabric of her dress.
"So tell me," he inclined his head slightly to level a sordid gaze at her, "whatchu doing over here all dolled up then, hm? Looking for trouble?"
"Well," Allison glanced away innocently, her heartbeat quickening by a fraction, "I was passing by and wanted to see if you'd be nice enough to give me one of your cigarettes?"
When she lifted her eyes to look up at him imploringly, Rodney captured her gaze, his face twisting up in a sly, suggestive look.
"Baby girl, I'll give you anything you want."
Allison found herself unable to look away from the man's vivid eye contact as he fished a pack of cigarettes from his shirt pocket. It was only once he held it out to her that she glanced down at the open pack and carefully slid a Newport out.
Rodney flipped the pack closed and stuffed it back into his pocket as Allison brought the butt up between her lips. She expected Rodeny to hand her the lighter when he pulled it out, but the man surprised her by stepping close instead.
With a nimble flick of his thumb, a small flame erupted from the hood, and after a split second of it dancing wildly, he carefully brought it forward.
For several long seconds, the two of them stood together while Rodney lit the cigarette firmly pressed between her lips.
Allison returned the security guard's stare, his smug face only inches from her own, keenly aware of how close their bodies were during such an intimate gesture, and the subsequent flash of electric heat she experienced as a result brought with it a tingling in her hard nipples and the nagging compulsion to lean in and close the gap separating her body from his.
Then it was over as quickly as it began, and Rodney was stepping back as Allison finished inhaling smoke, her heart beating heavily with raw, jittery excitement.
The older man's behavior that evening had been bolder than normal, driven largely by his confidence that she was feeling loose enough to finally let herself enjoy his actions, and he'd been right. Allison found his unbecoming conduct strangely enticing, and it seemed to feed her restless craving for exhilaration.
They smoked in silence, a hum of tension in the air. Rodney watched her with a pleased simper, as if he intuitively knew the effect he'd had on the gorgeous woman.
"Hits the spot, don't it?" he asked.
Allison nodded, not entirely sure if he'd meant the cigarette or something else, and watched as the man's smile grew.
"Thought it would," Rodney took a long drag before continuing.
"When we done here, how 'bout--"
Allison never got to finish hearing what he was about to propose.
"Allison," Ivy called from down the hallway. "Where'd you go?"
The sound of her heels preceded the woman's appearance, and Allison turned her head as she strode up to them.
"Here you are. Wait, are you smoking?"
"Oh, uh, yeah," Allison glanced at the cigarette as if she'd forgotten its existence in her hand. "I bummed one off Rodney."
"Evening," Rodney greeted as the woman eyed him.
"Hello," Ivy replied curtly before turning toward Allison again. "Um, we need your help figuring out our plans for later."


"Oh, uh, sure," she held up her cigarette, "just let me finish this real quick, okay?"
"Let's do it now before we have to head back out," Ivy insisted, taking hold of her wrist and tugging gently. "Mia should hear back any moment."
Allison faltered, surprised to find that she didn't want to head back inside to rejoin her friends quite yet.
Rodney's eyes darted back and forth between them, and seeing an opening in the brief, intermittent lull, he interjected with a question.
"What you ladies got going on tonight?"
Ivy scrambled to come up with a suitable excuse, "Just..."
"Trying to get some weed," Allison finished.
"Oh yeah?" Rodney's eyebrows lifted as Ivy threw Allison a dirty look. "If you're trying to burn it down, I could hook you up."
"Thanks, but we already have someone," Ivy quickly rebuffed, tugging Allison in the direction of her apartment. "We're actually heading that way soon."
She led her down the hall by the arm in an abrupt retreat, effectively ending the conversation with Rodney, who didn't seem at all aggrieved with their sudden, brusque departure.
"Alright, well take care then, ladies," he called after them.
"You too," Ivy said without looking back.
Once they were out of earshot, she fell back a little to whisper to Allison, "That guy is so skeezy. If you wanted a cigarette that bad, we could have just stopped and bought some."
Allison said nothing as she was dragged along, but as they approached the door to her apartment, she turned her head and looked behind her.
Rodney stood with a shoulder propped against the wall, one ankle crossed over the other, quietly smoking his cigarette while watching her retreating figure, and when he lifted his eyes a little to meet hers, Allison realized he'd been staring at her ass as she walked away.
The older man's lips drew back in a cocky smirk, seemingly gladdened that she'd caught him blatantly checking her out again, and as Allison gazed back at him, Rodney winked and puckered his lips at her, teasing a kiss.
Allison was overcome by a titillating shiver, her body once again reacting salaciously to the security guard's overt vulgarity, prompting a sudden, quiet urge to stay and explore it further as she was led from his presence.
At the door, Ivy plucked the cigarette from an oblivious Allison to crush beneath her heel before heading back inside. There, the flurry of activity as her friends talked over one another left Allison occupied long enough not to be able to dwell on the charged encounter she'd just had with Rodney, even though its effects on her body continued to linger for a considerable amount of time afterward.
The four of them fell into a dispute about if they should just play music or turn on a movie to keep them entertained once they were high, which then devolved into what kind of music or movie they should choose, each friend having a very different opinion.
Ever the mom of the group, and being the only one not smoking, Courtney kept the conversation from spinning out of control, steering them back when they got off topic or if their debate got too heated.
Eventually they settled on a plan, one that was satisfactory to all and left them eager to execute. However, Mia had yet to hear back from the man she'd messaged, and as time dragged on, their enthusiasm slowly started to wane as they became restless while waiting.
It was well over an hour before Mia abruptly sat up on the couch to declare that she'd finally heard back, jolting awake Courntey, who'd been nodding off beside her.
The three women shifted in their seats, preparing to stand up and finally get going, when Mia's face suddenly fell.
"He says he doesn't have any right now," she huffed, prompting a chorus of frustrated grunts and sighs.
"All that waiting for fuck all," Mia tossed her phone away and fell back against a pillow. "Well, what now? Do we try someone else?"
"Who?" Ivy asked. "We don't know anyone else, do we?"
There was a brief lapse of contemplative silence during which Allison's brain buzzed with faint recollection, thoughts whirling through the alcoholic haze for the second it took her to remember Rodney's proposal.
But when she opened her mouth to speak, Allison found herself hesitating, recalling how Ivy had sneered at and derided the man who only an hour prior had offered to hook them up with weed.
She pictured her friend's hypothetical reactions to the suggestion of asking the security guard for help getting them high and winced.
"I think we might just be out of luck," Courtney said.
"Yeah," Mia frowned.
Allison was unsure of what to do. On the one hand, she still wanted to get high, but on the other, she intuitively knew her friends wouldn't go for the only option they had left.
You could just go ask him yourself, a small voice suggested from the back of her mind.
Allison received a small jolt at the prospect of seeking out Rodney on her own for some weed.
Courtney yawned, "It's getting kinda late, too."
"We know, it's way past your bedtime, right, grandma?" Ivy joked.
Allison smiled faintly while the others laughed at the wry expression on her sister's face, too caught up imagining her and Rodney alone together searching for drugs to get high.
The prospect made her buzz with anticipation.
"Keep mocking me and you'll find yourself walking home," Courtney replied evenly, and stood.
"Yeah, yeah," Ivy rolled her eyes, standing as well. "Sorry tonight didn't turn out exactly how you wanted, Ally."
"We can definitely try again another time," Mia added.
Allison snapped herself out of it and looked at them.
"It's okay," she told them. "I still had a great time with you girls."
"Absolutley," Mia enthused.
"And hey," her sister began, "if you still want, we can actually plan out something concrete in the future, that way everything's not so up in the air."
Allison couldn't help but smile at Courtney applying her typical type-A behavior to making a plan to get high.
"Sure, Court, sounds good."
Allison said goodbye to the group as they filed out one by one, leaving her alone with thoughts of Rodney as she shut the door behind them.
The young woman braced one hand against the door, indecisive about where or not to follow through with the initial impulse to seek the security guard out.
She knew that asking for his help getting some weed would most likely lead to him insisting that they smoke it together, which was much different than just bumming a cigarette off him in the hallway.
Yet, that's what was so enticing about the idea.
Being both heavily tipsy and high while in the company of the lascivious, older black man was provocative enough to make her stomach flutter.
Allison closed her eyes and thought of their earlier parting, when she was being led away and turned back at the last second to find him lusting after her with a hungry look in his predatory gaze.
Her eyes shot open again.
Mind made up, Allison grabbed her keys and phone, then walked out the door before locking it behind her.
Allison went searching for the security guard down the hall. He wasn't where she'd left him earlier, and a lap around the building as well as the one adjacent to it wasn't successful either.
It's just after eleven, so he should've just finished his shift, she thought.
Allison headed toward the clubhouse near the front entrance. That was where most of the staff parked.
It was a short walk, and her heels clicked on the pathway the whole way there, the only sound in the otherwise quiet complex.
The back of the clubhouse came into view as Allison ascended a small hill, and upon reaching the top she saw that the parking lot surrounding it was completely empty except for a mid-2000s beige Chevy Tahoe opposite her.
One of the back doors was open, and from a short distance away, Allison could make out the bottom half of a man in navy blue slacks as he rummaged around inside.
She started in the direction of the vehicle, calling out once close enough.
"Rodney?"
The older man's head appeared around the side of the door as he stood, and the perplexed look on his face quickly transformed into one of conceited arrogance that made her nipples harden again.
"Just couldn't stay away, could ya, baby girl?"
Rodney shut the door and faced her as she approached. The front of his shirt was untucked and open, revealing a faded wife beater underneath.
"Where them friends of yours at?" he searched behind her.
"Actually, they went home."
"Oh, really?"
Rodney raised an inquisitive eyebrow.
"Yeah," she confirmed.
There was a brief lapse of silence as Rodney waited for her to continue, the expectation being that she would explain her intentions instead of him inquiring after them as he had done previously.
"I was, uh, hoping to take you up on your offer," Allison bit her lip. "You know, from before?"
"And what offer would that be?"
"Umm, to get some weed," she spoke quieter, as if afraid that someone would overhear despite the parking lot being empty.
Rodney's lips drew back in a conspiratorial grin.
"Ohhh, you still trying to burn, huh?"
"Yeah," Allison chuckled humorlessly. "Our guy kinda fell through."
Rodney nodded in understanding.
"Well," he began, "I can definitely hook you."
Allison began to smile.
"Got some gas back at the crib we could roll with."
She felt her heart skip a beat at his suggestion.
"Oh, well, I think I've had one too many drinks to drive right now..."
"It's all good, I can give you a lift there and back."
Allison bit her lip again, her insides fluttering at the thought of Rodney taking her back to his place so late at night.
"Come on," the older man pressed, smiling slyly, "it's some good shit. I know you'll love it."
He reached out and cupped her waist, squeezing it lightly in encouragement.
His bold gesture combined with the hidden meaning behind his words cause a pleasurable heat to instantly bloom deep inside Allison, her stiff nipples flaring in response.
The reasoning behind the man's insistence on getting her back to his place was obvious. He'd flat out told her of his incessant proclivity for chasing women, and Rodney had not been shy about his interest or intentions.
And it aroused her.
Allison didn't understand it but standing there with Rodney's hand on her hip, the prospect of being secluded with the brazen and suggestive black man caused a small but distinct wetness to begin developing between her thighs.
From the way that the man smiled down at her, Allison knew that he was somehow aware of what she was experiencing in that moment, and staring back at him, she found herself agreeing to his proposal.
"Okay," Allison said, watching as the man's smile widened.
"Let's ride then, baby girl."
He led her around the SUV, his hand pressed into the small of her back, and opened the passenger's side door to help her inside. She saw his eyes trace the length of her long legs before shutting the door, making her shiver.
Allison told herself she wasn't inclined to do anything other than simply accompany Rodney back to his house to smoke, but the less than subtle indication that he desired something more particular from her was enough of a turn on by itself to nudge the young woman forward without really needing to commit to anything but getting high together.
They were mostly quiet on the drive over to Rodney's place. Except for the occasional comment or two, both of them were content to just vibe to the mellow hip-hop music playing softly in the background.
Allison looked out the window, watching as the middle-class, newly built suburban homes and apartments slowly downshifted to smaller, single story houses with visible wear and tear.
The neighborhood Rodney pulled into was one Allison had never visited before. The plots of land were smaller, the houses that sat on them clustered close together. It was obvious they'd been built several decades prior, most likely in the 80s or 90s. Exterior paint was often faded, weeds grew from numerous cracks in different driveways, and an excess amount of cars occasionally spilled over onto front lawns.
It was by no means a dangerous area, just lower-income, but still, Allison felt an exhilarating buzz of riskiness from being in such an unfamiliar environment with a man whom she hardly knew, one that held salacious intentions.
Rodney parked in the driveway belonging to a small, faded blue house enclosed by a chain link fence, and led her up several steps to the front door.
They entered a living room that was sparsely furnished and smelt of weed and cigarettes. Allison looked around as Rodney snapped on a light. A big screen TV was pushed against the opposite wall and faced an old, worn sofa that sat next to a beat up recliner. The wooden coffee table in the center was the only other piece of furniture in the room besides a floor lamp.
"Take a seat," the man gestured to the couch.
He picked up the remote and switched on the TV to connect to his phone, music coming out the speakers not long after. It was softer and more R&B than what they'd been listening to on the driver over.
"Whatchu been drinking tonight?" he asked her.
"Uh, vodka martinis," she told him, "But, I-"
She cut herself off, the man having already disappeared into the adjoining kitchen.
Allison settled onto the couch and crossed her legs. Despite its age, the plush cushions were more comfortable than she expected. Rodney returned a few minutes later carrying two bar glasses each filled with ice and a clear liquid.
He sat down beside her and handed over one of the drinks.
"Cheers, baby girl," he clinked their glasses and winked.
Allison smiled politely before taking a small sip, straight Vodka burning her throat as it went down.
Rodney downed his glass before placing it on the coffee table, then reached for the plastic bin wedged beneath the coffee table.
Inside was everything they needed to smoke. Rodney removed all the material, shoved the bin back under the table, and began assembling them a blunt.
"When's the last time you smoked?" he asked her.
"God, like, five years ago maybe? It was during my last year of college."
Rodney nodded, "Be careful with this shit, then. It's gonna get you high as fuck."
"Okay," she felt slightly apprehensive for the first time.
Allison watched the man swiftly roll a blunt, his long, slender fingers nimbly tearing an even seam down the center of the cigarillo that he would quickly empty only to immediately refill with weed. She felt the pinprickle of goosebumps watching him use his lengthy tongue to seal the blunt with consistent, deft licks.
Rodney lifted the finished product up, glancing sideways in her direction, "You ready to get your shit rocked?"
Allison stared back at him, breathed in deeply, and nodded. The man's oily smile made her shiver. Even though they were just smoking, the whiff of open ended possibilities surrounding their current circumstances was still titillating.
Rodney lit the blunt and took several deep hits, exhaling large amounts of smoke that quickly began to permeate the room. When he went to pass Allison the blunt, the older man slid closer.
Allison pinched the end of the blunt between her fingers and brought the tip to her mouth. Taking Rodney's warning to heart, she inhaled so cautiously, the barest amount of smoke entered her lungs. After exhaling the faintest tendrils, she decided to take a larger hit, but accidentally overdid it and started coughing, causing Rodney to chuckle in amusement.
"Easy, girl. Don't need you getting too blitzed now," he placed a hand on her knee and squeezed lightly.
Allison stiffened and glanced down at his tender grip from behind the hand she was using to cover her mouth, but when she didn't say anything, the older man took it as tacit permission and kept his hand in place.
They passed the blunt back and forth, getting high while making casual small talk. Rodney smoked most of it himself, occasionally handing it over to the younger woman to take small hits from.
Allison began to slowly relax back into the sofa. The older man had been right, the weed was good, and it'd quickly taken effect, mixing with the alcohol already in her bloodstream to create a euphoric shroud that settled over her mind and body. All the while, Rodney's hand remained in place, his thumb gently tracing gentle circles across her bare skin.
Eventually, as the conversation petered out and the blunt burnt down to the end, Allison started to space out, and as the cushions seemed to swallow her up, she surrendered and embraced it, letting her heavy, fluttering eyelids close and enjoying the co-mingling effects of the weed and alcohol.
Rodney watched her carefully as he took a final drag from the remains of the blunt. After quickly snuffing it out, he sat back and draped an arm across the top of the couch behind Allison, then leaned in to murmur in her ear.
"How you feeling, baby girl? Good, right?"
He slid his hand up higher and began stroking her exposed thigh.
Allison's lips parted as she felt a strong pulse of arousal between her legs, and slowly she let out a low, ragged breath.
"Yes," she told him after a moment.
"Mhm, told you you'd like it," the man ran his eyes greedily down the front of her body.
For an indeterminable amount of time, Rodney continued to caress and explore Allison's lower body, his fingertips gently brushing along the delicate skin of her inner thigh as he dared to inch further and further up her leg, even taking a handful of firm muscle within his tight grip at one point.
Allison's chest heaved in response. The black man's actions made her rock hard nipples ache with the need for stimulation and her pussy quiver enthusiastically while continuing to grow more and more wet. She could sense how close he was, his breath warm on her face, yet couldn't bring herself to do anything but remain lost in the unexpected pleasure his groping caused her.
When Rodney nuzzled into her neck, Allison let out a sharp gasp, but after a moment's hesitation, she tilted her head in the opposite direction, granting him further access as he began to plant tender kisses along the side of her throat, occasionally parting his lips to let his tongue gently flick against the skin there, evoking more sharply drawn breaths from the young woman.
Allison squeezed her legs together, trying not to squirm, so aroused that she didn't know how to stop the older man, or if she even wanted to.
Then, abruptly, Rodney removed his hand, reached up to cup her chin, and brought her head back around toward him to brace his mouth against hers.
Allison uttered a surprised moan as the black man kissed her. She was dead still for several seconds after Rodney's lips clamped onto her own.
Then, all at once, Allison's willpower crumbled, and she finally gave in, reaching up to cup his neck as she opened her mouth and began kissing him back in earnest.
Rodney let go of her chin after the young woman returned his advances and moved to take ahold of one of her tits as they began passionately making out, drawing a squeal from her when he did.
His thick, full lips moved strenuously against hers, delivering hot, wet tongue kisses in a hurried, hungry manner. Allison strained to keep up with his vigorous pace, molding her mouth to fit his as their tongues flicked and intertwined sensuously.
Rodney slipped his hand beneath the fabric of her dress and grabbed her bare tit, squeezing and fondling it, forcing needy moans out of Allison. She squirmed under his touch when he pinched her stiff nipple, and began groaning lustfully into the older man's mouth as he rolled it between two fingers.
Allison couldn't fathom how easily her resistance had evaporated or why she was so turned on. Rodney was an objectively unattractive man, seedy and low class, yet he'd stirred something primal deep inside of her, and so there she was, ardently tonguing him while he felt her up, her pussy on fire, soaked and inflamed, ready and desperate for penetration.


She'd never been with a man outside of her race, class, or age range before, and Rodney was all three; an unrefined, black man sixteen years her senior, hungry to devour her young, luscious body, and Allison was overwhelmed with the searing, wet desire to let him.
The security guard, seeking better access to Allison's most intimate parts, began to shift her toward him. Sensing his intention, she paused their tonguing, kicked off her heels, and let him pull her into his lap.
Allison grabbed the back of Rodney's neck and brought their mouths together again to continue kissing while the black man wrapped both arms around the woman and resumed attentively exploring various parts of her body.
Allison fed the man her tongue, emitting heated moans as his hands traversed her body, groping her thighs, ass, and tits with acute greediness. He'd intermittently pull and pinch her nipples, forcing out muffled groans and inflaming the young woman's burning desire for him, her passion mounting as their open mouthed kissing grew more feverish and less restrained.
She could feel the man's heavy bulge against her back side, large and warm as it writhed within its confines.
It excited her to feel how rigid he was. Rodney's manhood was like a steel pipe against her, long and hard, threatening vaguely to be wielded. She began rolling her ass against it, eager to feel the way it throbbed and pulsed in response.
The older man nearly chuckled as Allison grinded on his meat. He couldn't wait to stick it in her and watch the way she'd scream and thrash as he did. Then, Rodney would fuck her brains out, pound that tight, young body until she creamed his hog and called out for God.
That would all happen in good time, though. He wanted to toy with her a bit longer, while the young woman still lapped at his mouth and yearned to feel his enthusiastic hands manipulate her most sensitive body parts.
Rodney pushed the straps of Allison's dress aside, deftly freeing her tits. He broke their kiss to watch both heavy melons come into view, licking his lips at the sight of her little pink nipples proudly sticking out, stiff and hard.
The randy older man wasted no time inclining his head to take one into his mouth.
"Ugh," Allison cried as Rodney's lips closed around her nub.
She held his head to her chest in encouragement as he began an intense suckling, his thick lips pulling tightly on her nipple over and over while he pinched and rolled the other using his fingers.
Rodney feasted on the woman's large breasts, alternating between each one, sucking on both nipples intermittently, leaving them harder than they were before and glistening from his spit.
Allison cooed and gasped the entire time. The man was greatly skilled with his tongue and lips. He'd take several long licks of each nipple, pausing to flick it a couple times with the tip of his tongue, before taking it back into his mouth to resume his hungry suckling.
The woman would writhe in his lap from how forcefully he sucked on her tits. It felt incredible having Rodney's full lips repeatedly yanking on her engorged nipples, as if the older man were attempting to actually nurse from her.
Eventually, his hand wandered down to her legs where he pried them apart to gain access to her mound. The security guard wanted to feel how wet she was for him.
Allison yielded without question, her breath catching in her throat as Rodney stuck his hand up her dress. She felt him push aside her damp panties and press a single finger against her warm opening.
"Ohhhh," she moaned as he slid his finger up and down her wet slit.
The older man smiled around one of her nipples. He wasn't even inside her yet and he could already feel how much moisture had gathered at her pussy lips.
Slowly Rodney inserted his middle finger between her folds, the young woman crying out as he penetrated her slick walls. His slender digit felt so long as it pushed its way inside her.
When she finally felt the man's knuckle graze her pussy lips, Allison clenched, using her muscles to squeeze the finger inside her.
Rodney smiled again, still slobbering on her titties, and began to finger fuck the woman's hot hole. He steadily slid in and out of her, teasing Allison with what was still yet to come.
Allison couldn't think with Rodney's lips attached to her breast and his finger lodged deep inside her, wriggling around within her soaked pussy. Her brain was on overdrive trying to process all the stimulation and how good it made her feel.
When the black man added a second finger, her small pants devolved into groans and whines.
She practically fell apart when he teased her clit with his thumb.
Over and over the security plunged into Allison, nimbly plundering her hole in preparation for his cock.
Rodney pulled away from Allison's tits and watched the young woman writhe from his touch. Head titled back, lips parted, eyes shut tight; she was a bitch in heat, and from the way her hips subtly pushed back on his invading fingers, Rodney knew she was primed and ready for the fucking of a lifetime.
But first, he wanted to feel those plump, glossy lips on his manhood, attempting to suck the essence out of him.
He ceased his fingering, drawing a confused whine of complaint from his prey. The older man stuck both fingers into his mouth, sucking her juices off, then gently lifted the young woman onto the couch only to climb to his knees in front of her.
Rodney swiftly undid his belt and fly, then lowered the front of his pants and boxers to let his dick spring loose.
Allison's eyes went wide as she came face to face with Rodney's big, black cock. It was large, no doubt about it, far bigger than Ben's as well as the other few men she'd been with before him.
It jutted forward and curved upward, jerking intermittently as it throbbed powerfully right in her face. The shaft was thick and covered with many veins that varied in size, and the fat tip steadily leaked fluid.
The smell of it had hit her soon after the older man had unleashed his monster, a heavy musk that was both foreign and familiar, but not unpleasant.
Rodney watched Allison stare at his engorged member in stunned silence, nearly mesmerized by the black dick practically wagging in front of her.
When he reached out to grab her shoulder and guide the woman forward, she looked up at him with round eyes until his cockhead was right at her lips, then she shut them and took his dick into her mouth.
"Awww yeahhhh," the older man uttered low as Allison's warm mouth sank down his shaft.
Rodney's dick felt so big in her mouth, and she could taste a day's worth of sweaty musk coating it, but surprisingly, she enjoyed the taste, and began cleaning the man's hardon for him, sucking his pole intently while moving her head up and down.
"Goddd damnnnn," Rodney moaned, watching in wonder as the young white woman began to suck expertly on his cock.
Although Rodney was far bigger than any man she's taken into her mouth before, Allison was actually quite skilled at giving blowjobs, and took pride in the fact that it required work and technique to become good at.
So she put her proficiency to use and sucked the older black man with zeal, forming a tight O with her lips while sliding back and forth on his rigid shaft.
"Oh yeah, suck it. Suck that black cock, baby girl," Rodney reached down and gathered her blond hair up in his fist.
"Mmmmm," Allison moaned, inhaling his dick.
She could feel the imprint of his veiny cock on her tongue as she slid it along the underside of his sweaty shaft. The man was steadily leaking precum into her mouth, leaving behind a sweet, salty aftertaste whenever she swallowed.
As Allison sucked her first black dick, she attempted to take as much of it as she could, but could only manage to fit a little more than half into her mouth.
Rodney still enjoyed it though. The sexy blonde blew him with the enthusiasm and ability of a well paid whore.
She moaned along his cock, her head swiftly bobbing back and forth in an uninterrupted rhythm, applying a robust suction to the thick, long pole stuffed inside her mouth.
The older man breathed heavily as he lightly thrust into Allison's mouth, feeding her more of his dick. The younger woman slurped on his invading hardon, relishing the way the security guard grunted in pleasure as she repeatedly swallowed him.
Her hot, little mouth felt great on his cock, and he couldn't wait to compare it to her tight, white pussy.
Allison pulled off his dick to kiss and lick down the shaft, looking up to make eye contact with the older black man as her mouth and tongue found his balls.
"Uhhhhh," Rodney uttered a guttural moan from the back of his throat watching the woman nestle in his heavy sack.
She lapped at each of Rodney's fat nuts, which were just as sweaty, if not more so, than his cock had been, drawing them into her mouth one by one to suck each clean of all their salty perspiration.
"Fuck, girl," the older man sighed, closing his eyes and enjoying the feel of the younger woman's eager lips and tongue on his pouch.
Allison gave the older man a proper ball bath, ensuring they were nice and wet by the time he pulled her off him.
Rodney maneuvered the younger woman onto her back. Sensing it was time, Allison shook with nervous excitement, her heart beating so heavily it almost hurt as she lifted and parted her legs for the security guard, who quickly hiked up her dress and removed her soaked panties.
The black man tossed aside the damp, wet fabric before pushing his open pants down further.
There was a dark, triumphant smile on Rodney's face as he lowered himself onto the young, white woman and mounted her.
Allison gasped and shut her eyes when she felt the fat, mushroom tip against her slippery opening, her legs pinned back on both sides of the older man as he fit his heavy body into hers.
Rodney shifted around until he was in a good, sturdy position, the sexy blond partially folded up beneath him in a way that filled the security guard with the strong desire to rut away at her like a wild animal.
Then, with excruciating slowness, he began to breach her walls, attentively watching the younger woman's face as she experienced her first black cock.
"Ohhhh, oh God," Allison cried, grabbing onto Rodney's shoulders with a harsh slap.
Her mouth remained open in disbelief as she was steadily filled with the older black man's large dick, the slick, velvety walls of her tight, young cunt straining to accommodate and welcome his girthy member.
"God damn," Rodney uttered through gritted teeth once he was mostly inside her.
Allison was panting heavily, her pussy stretched nearly to its limits, but it felt incredible. The young woman had never been so full before, and she inadvertently squeezed and clenched the large hog that had invaded and claimed her.
"Fucking shit," spat Rodney.
The younger woman was more eager than he'd expected. He could feel her pussy clamping down on him as she practically shook with anticipation.
Time to see God, he thought.
Then, Rodney slowly began to extract his cock, making the woman groan until just the tip was inside her, then he pushed himself back in, filling her up again to her exquisite delight.
The security guard repeated this several more times, each at a slightly faster pace than before, until he'd built up steady, unbroken rhythm and was fucking the white woman he'd been lusting after for so long with robust, energetic strokes.
"UGH, UGH, UGH!" Allison cried over and over as the black man fucked her good.
He pounded into her tight pussy with a strength that was powerful but not painful, knowing the perfect amount of cock to feed her and the right amount of force to use so that it felt as incredible and fulfilling as possible.
The older man practically snarled watching the younger woman's face as she went wild on his bare cock. Her body shook underneath him, jostling from the force of his hard thrusts in and out of her perfect white pussy.
It's going to be a long, long night, he thought.
Allison couldn't believe how big the man's penis was, or that it fit so well inside her. She was so wet, probably the wettest she'd ever been for a man, and her pussy kept getting wetter the more he plunged into her. She felt herself coating his large shaft, secreting creamy fluids that lacquered the black dick penetrating her and made it easier for the security guard to stuff himself inside her snatch.
"Your pussy is fucking soaked," Rodney declared victoriously.
Allison just moaned in response.
Over and over he fucked her, unrelenting and enduring in their intense coupling. She clutched him to her, holding on tightly as the black man took his pleasure, pounding into her tight, young body with a swift sawing of his hips that forced his well lubricated manhood deep inside her hot, silky cunt.
The only noise other than Allison's high pitched, ecstatic cries was the wet smack of flesh penetrating flesh.
The sex was incredible and unlike anything she'd ever experienced before; raunchy, lewd, taboo. It made Allison feel dirty, depraved; a naughty girl fornicating perversely with an older, lascivious black man.
She opened her eyes to find Rodney's face only inches from her own, squinting down at her through bloodshot, glassy eyes, mouth slightly ajar, forehead covered in beads of sweat from the sheer exertion of fucking her at a constant, brisk pace.
The security guard stared at the young woman, her face twisted up in a look of pure, sexual euphoria, and his lips drew back into a sleazy smirk.
"Yeah, you love this black dick, don't ya?"
Allison could only moan in response.
"I knew you would," he huffed. "Gonna give it to you every day. Turn you into a snow bunny. My snow bunny."
His blatant words made the young woman moan again, louder though, and more needy. She reached up and brought his head down, mashing their lips together in a sensual, uninhibited tongue kiss.
Allison groaned into Rodney's mouth, lapping at his probing tongue as it penetrated her mouth the way his dick penetrated her pussy.
For the next several minutes, they engaged in a series of long, sloppy tongue kisses while rutting mercilessly on the sofa, their interwoven bodies pushing impatiently against one another as their fucking intensified and reached it's peak.
Allison broke the kiss when she started to feel the beginning of an intense orgasm building deep inside her.
"Oh God, I'm gonna cum," she cried in wondrous disbelief.
Rodney buried his face into her neck, kissing and licking at the sweat coated skin. Hearing that the young, white woman was close to cumming on his manhood brought him closer to blowing his own load, and he fought the instinct to fuck her harder.
Instead, he maintained the same pace that had brought Allison to the cusp of orgasming while simultaneously drawing the seed from his heavy balls, which were currently slapping against the underside of his new lover's perky, snow white ass.
"Oh! Oh! Oh!" Allison repeated, wrapping her legs tightly around the security guard's lower back.
Her nipples were hard as steel and had begun to go numb. With her orgasm fast approaching, she started grinding back against the large cock steadily pumping her, desperate to finally release on the security guard's glorious manhood.
"That's right, girl. Go ahead. Cum," Rodney commanded. "Cum on this/my big, black dick!"
"Yes, yes," she assented. "Oh God, Rodney!"
With her eyes squeezed shut and her body tensed, Allison's orgasm finally hit, and she came hard.
Forceful waves of sweltering pleasure washed over her in a repeating pattern, causing the young woman to intermittently quiver. She saw bright, white stars in the darkness of her closed eyelids.
The older, bawdy security guard and his magnificent black cock had given Allison the biggest, most intense orgasm she'd ever had, and as her snug, satin pussy squeezed and clenched his meat over and over, Rodney felt his heavy nuts draw up in anticipation for his own imminent release.
The tension deep in the older man's groin swelled rapidly, and he slowed his thrusts when he felt his babies begin their rapid ascent.
"Ahhhhh," Rodney moaned in loud satisfaction as he unloaded inside the blonde.
He pumped Allison's sweet pussy while depositing a healthy amount of semen deep within the young woman. She continued to grip and release his stiff member, milking him for all the seed he had, and it was a lot.
Rodney was a large cummer, and a small, primitive part of him hoped that Allison wasn't on any birth control. She was so attractive, and the sex had been so intense, that the idea of knocking her up pleased him greatly.
As he finished squirting out the last few droplets, Rodney reveled in the thought that he might've just put a little black baby inside the sexy, busty blonde.
The couple held each other, limbs loosely interlaced, panting heavily as they came down from their respective highs, each attempting to catch their own breath in the warm afterglow of their mating.
Rodney occasionally felt Allison shudder lightly underneath him, aftershocks of the powerful orgasm that'd rocketed through her after the highly effective fucking she'd gotten from his large cock.
The black man smiled. It'd be the first of many she'd have that night.
His member had softened somewhat inside her, but still retained a modicum of plumpness from how aroused the older man had been, and when he extracted himself from her tender pussy, small drops of thick, white semen dribbled out.
Rodney watched his seed run down the slopes of her upturned ass, and let out a long, gratified sigh. His loins were almost numb from how hard he'd nutted. The security guard sat back and tucked his dick away before redoing his fly, although he left his belt undone.
Allison lay splayed out on the couch next to him, still attempting to recover from the hottest sex she'd ever had and the subsequent orgasm that had rocked her to the core.
She was too out of it to really process everything that had just occurred, but having finally given in to her inexplicable, intense attraction to the older black man, Allison was content to simply acknowledge what had happened and how good it had been.
Rodney glanced over at the young woman and chortled before patting her leg affectionately, the way one would a mare after enduring a hard ride.
He reached over for his pack of smokes and lit one up, taking a deep drag that instantly flooded him with nicotine.
"Fuck yeah," he exhaled.
Rodney held it out in offering to Allison, who unhesitatingly sat up and took it from him. The black man gently lifted her legs into his lap, but didn't bother to pull down her bunched up dress, preferring to leave her ruined pussy on display as evidence of their fervent mating.
Both were silent as they passed the cigarette back and forth, Rodney softly caressing Allison's smooth legs while they smoked.
Eventually, once the Newport had been burnt down to the filter, Allison murmured, "I guess you better take me home soon."
The black man's face scrunched up in confusion, "Take you home?"
The woman looked at him questioningly.
"Uh-uh," Rodney stubbed the cigarette out. "I got another load or two left in me. You ain't going nowhere."
Allison giggled, "Stop."
"Girl, I ain't playing with you," Rodney rose to his knees and towered over to her. "You're gonna be taking this dick the rest of the night."
He cupped his half hard bulge obscenely, and Allison squealed, playfully resisting as the leering black man began to crawl on top of her with a devilish grin. She gave up the pretext when he inclined his head to kiss her, and soon they were making out again, her body wrapped around his, both of them moaning softly as they rolled around on the sofa.


------
Ben stared through half lidded eyes at the TV, its glow the only source of light in the darkened room. When the credits of the shitty Netflix film began to roll, he exited to the home screen and checked his phone.
Despite having texted her over three hours prior, Ben had still yet to hear back from Allison. He hoped she was okay. Allison always answered his texts, even after they'd separated.
He pulled up their conversation and for the first time, saw that she had her notifications turned off.
Ben became even more puzzled. He couldn't recall her ever having done that before. Allison was normally quick to respond to any kind of notification, especially text messages.
As he lay there alone in the den of his brother's empty house, Ben was stumped by what could possibly be important enough to occupy Allison for so long and prevent her from answering his text.
-----
"Oh! Oh God, Rodney, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder! Ugh, yes, just like that! Oh my God, Rodneyyyy!"
Allison's screams echoed throughout the small house, flowing out the open door of Rodney's bedroom to join the loud creaking of the cheap, wooden bed frame rocking back and forth.
Their naked, sweaty bodies were wrapped tightly together as they plowed away at each other on top of the mussed sheets. The warm, stuffy bedroom had poor ventilation, and absolutely reeked of rabid, animal sex.
"Yeah, baby, keep screaming like that," Rodney grunted. "Let the neighbors hear how much you love this black dick."
Allison moaned loudly in response and the security guard felt her pussy tighten around him.
The clock on the bedside table read just past four in the morning, and the two of them had been going at it for hours, switching between different positions before returning to the same one they'd started in.
Allison was lost in a sexual daze that she didn't think she'd ever emerge from, nor was she sure if she ever wanted to. The sex they'd been having was unlike anything else the young woman could ever recall enjoying as much.
Rodney's ass rose and fell rapidly with each relentless stroke, and Allison held onto it tightly with both hands, her nails digging into the black skin of the older man as he rode her hard and fast.
"Ugh, ugh, ugh, ugh," Rodney grunted barbarically/gruffly each time he frantically thrust deep inside the young woman, his nuts slapping harshly against her ass.
With more room on the bed, the black man had spread his legs wide to be able to rut away at the blond woman clinging to him. She'd hooked her heels onto the backs of his thighs, leaving herself spread eagled enough to be able to endure a proper dicking from his big cock.
"Oh fuck, Rodney! I'm gonna cum again," Allison gasped excitedly.
Her orgasm had built swiftly, arriving with the same fanfare the many others had, and she whined, shuddered, and moaned as the black man delivered another.
Rodney rode the blonde through her release before plunging in one final time to deposit his load, his third of the night.
"Oh fuck yeah," the security guard groaned, injecting his semen directly into the perky white woman.
He lowered his head and kissed her, Allison whimpering softly as they exchanged fluids in more than one way.
After several minutes, Rodney rolled off of her and onto his back, staring up at the ceiling fan rotating slowly above him. His sheets were damp with their combined sweat and juices, but he didn't care.
Allison curled into his side and began to plant affectionate kisses along his chest and neck.
"Fuck, you wore me out," the man uttered, wrapping a loose arm around the blonde.
He hadn't had a marathon fuck session like that in a long time, and was pleased by how the night had turned out.
"Mmm, same here," she murmured gratefully between kisses.
Rodney turned and brought their mouths together for a moment before the woman rested her head in the crook of his neck.
Both of them were exhausted from the frantic, near constant sex, having only taken a few short intervals the entire night, and the lingering effects of the alcohol and weed only added to their fatigue.
Rodney ran a soft, caressing hand across Allison's back as they gradually nodded off together, each feeling gratified and fulfilled by the intoxicating intercourse that had transpired that night.
------
Ben waited patiently as the phone rang. It was only 9:30, but the longer his call went unanswered, the more he began to wonder if Allison was already sleeping.
He was just getting ready to hang up when she answered.
"Hello?"
"Hey," Ben perked up.
"Hey, how're you?"
"Good. I didn't wake you, did I?"
"No, not at all."
"Okay, cool. Thought you'd fallen asleep already."
"It just took me a sec to find my phone."
"Got it. So what're you up to?"
"Oh, not much," Allison answered, "just laying in bed."
There came a quiet snicker from behind her.
While what she'd said was technically true, it was not her bed she was lying in, nor was she the only one in it.
Allison sat reclined against Rodney's bare chest, the older man casually fondling her uncovered breasts as he leaned back on the pillows propped up behind him.
But Ben didn't need to know that.
"What about you?" she asked him.
"Doing the same pretty much."
Rodney snickered again as he nuzzled into Allison's neck, planting tender, sensual kisses along her skin.
"How was your day?" Ben prompted.
"Good," Allison shut her eyes and tilted her head, giving the black man better access, "I, uh, worked out, then just... hung around."
"You okay, Ally? You sound out of it."
"Um, yeah," Allison told him after a moment. "Just tired is all."
The truth was that she was still high from when she and Rodney had smoked earlier, their typical post-coital activity, and his gentle handling of her body was only making her more distracted.
Allison suppressed a sigh as Rodney's tender grip on her tits grew firmer. She could feel the heat radiating off his large member as it steadily grew hard against the lower half of her naked body.
"Actually," she continued, "Do you mind if we make this quick? I didn't really get a lot of sleep last night, so."
Allison felt Rodney's lips pull back into a smirk.
"Of course, I just wanted to run something by you real quick anyway."
"Sure, what is it?"
"Kay and Stefan's barbecue is next weekend, and if you planned on going, I thought maybe we could go together?"
That made Allison pause, "Oh, um..."
"You don't have to answer right now," he rushed to say, "I just wanted to throw it out there and give you a chance to, you know, think it over."
"Yeah, I'll give it some thought tomorrow and let you know."
"Cool. Alright, well, I'll let you go then. Have a good night."
"You too, Ben."
The call disconnected as they both hung up.
-----
Ben leaned back on the couch in his brother's den and let out a sigh of relief. He'd been wanting to broach the subject of going to their friend's barbecue for a little while now.
Him and Allison had been speaking together much more frequently in the last month, a lot of times at night before bed, just like back in college when they were first dating.
But he knew that asking Allison to go to a party together was a much bigger step than just having regular phone calls with one another, especially after ten weeks apart.
His hope was that it would be a turning point for them, and eventually lead to reconciling.
Weeks of sorting himself out in between his growing conversations with Allison had led Ben back around to the commitment he'd initially made to her.
Their time apart had really put their relationship into perspective, and while he knew he wasn't quite ready to be a father yet, he would be some day, and Ben was hopeful that Allison would understand that and be okay with letting their eventual marriage breath for a little bit before starting a family.
However, Ben also knew he would need the time to rebuild trust with her, so she felt secure in their relationship again. He'd freaked out and fucked up, there was no getting around that. They would just have to work to get through it.
But Ben was confident the two of them would eventually get there. In the seven years they'd been together, nothing had been able to truly penetrate the strength of their relationship, and Ben didn't think there was a single obstacle big enough that they couldn't overcome.
------
Allison tossed the phone aside and turned her head to kiss Rodney hard on the mouth.
"Just couldn't wait, could you?" she asked him.
The man smirked at her, "Not when I got your fine ass in my bed, I can't."
He kissed her again and squeezed her tits, prompting the young woman to sigh into his mouth and thrust her chest into his touch.
"So what was all that about a barbecue?" Rodney asked.
"Oh, just something a couple friends of ours are having."
"You gonna go?"
"Probably."
It was silent for a moment.
"Sounds like he wants to start things back up again," Rodney observed.
"Yeah, seems that way," Allison said after a beat.
"Mmm, so you'd give up this dick just like that then, huh?"
He flexed his hips several times, sensuously rubbing his large hardon up and down her lower back and making the young woman smile.
"Well, lucky for me, it's going to take a while for him and I to get back to where we were."
"And when that happens?"
Allison didn't answer, mostly because she genuinely didn't have one for him. She was just as unsure about where that would leave things with Rodney as he was.
Sensing her uncertainty, the black man brought his lips to her ear.
"You know," he began in a throaty voice, "we always could keep it going."
Allison gasped as Rodney's hand slid over her mound.
"Your man don't need to know that I'm slipping it to you on the side," he added.
Allison clenched her teeth, heartbeat racing as she involuntarily rolled her hips, pushing back against the handing cupping her moist pussy.
"I-I don't know about that, Rodney."
The man chuckled darkly hearing the anxiety in her feeble refusal.
"Come on, now. Don't act like you wouldn't miss me, not when you this wet."
Allison gasped as he teased her opening with the tip of his middle finger before slowly pushing it inside.
Rodney fingered her through moans and cries, pinching one of her nipples with his other hand.
Allison's head lolled back against his chest. She emitted heated, lustful pants until he leaned forward to kiss her hard on the mouth.
Their kiss was deep and sensual, his probing tongue immediately receiving her in return as it snaked its way between her lips.
Allison pulled away, then sat up and turned around to mount him. The black man held his big cock up at the base as the blonde aligned her opening with the tip.
Slowly she sank down the thick shaft of his pole, his girth stretching her endless as he filled her pussy up.
"Oh fuck," she moaned once he was fully inside her.
Allison braced both knees along either side of Rodney's thighs, and stared into the homely face of her older lover as pleasure of being impaled on his large, black cock flowed through her.
Allison slid her hands up his chest before taking a hold of his shoulder while Rodney loosely gripped her waist. Her breathing was heavy as she lightly swiveled her hips, forcing his stiff rod to move around and push against her wet walls.
"Yeah, this what you wanted, ain't it?"
"Yes," Allison told him with sincerity.
The black man felt her tightly little pussy clench and release him repeatedly.
"Go on, then. Ride my meat. Show me how bad you want it."
Allison began a slow, deft rolling of her hips, gently grinding on the black man's large cock as she swayed back and forth.
"Oh God," Allison moaned, the fireworks already igniting.
Her eyes closed and she tilted her head back, picking up the pace as she began riding Rodney with energetic determination.
"Aw, fuck yeah, baby," the security guard said.
He never got tired of watching the young, white woman bounce on his cock, her fantastic titties jostling in his face while she rode him tenaciously.
"Yeah, you love this shit, huh?"
"Yes!" Allison answered enthusiastically..
"Say it," he commanded.
"I love your big, black cock, Rodney!"
"Fuck yeah," the older man gave her ass a stinging slap, forcing a cry out of the blonde. "Whose pussy is this?"
"Yours," she told him. "This pussy is yours!"
Rodney pulled Allison in for a forceful, tongue kiss, the young woman moaning lustfully into his mouth as she eagerly kissed him back.
Since having first hooked up over a month prior, Allison had dove head first into the sexual relationship she'd established with Rodney, keen to uncover every facet of what the older, black man had unlocked inside of her.
They met up three, four, sometimes even five times a week for sex, and it wasn't uncommon for the two of them to go more than one round. The older, black man had incredible staying power and was incredibly skilled in bed.
Allison had cum more times on Rodney's manhood in the previous month than she'd had in her seven year relationship with Ben.
Most of the time they fucked at Rodney's place, all though every now and again Allison let the man spend the night at her apartment, deriving a secret, twisted pleasure from giving it up to the security guard in the same bed she'd bought and shared with Ben.
But something about the shabby house in its run down neighborhood added to the enigmatic allure of having nasty sex with the sleazy, forty two year old black man.
"Mmmm," she squealed in delight as Rodney began pinching her stiff nipples, already so wet for him that the blonde could feel herself creaming his shaft.
Allison broke their kiss and pressed her forehead to his, the two lovers sharing a wanton smile. His big cock filled her up completely, and as she rode him, the young woman felt the familiar sensation of being overwhelmed with an insatiable amount of passionate lust for the older, black man.
Allison hadn't ever bothered trying to make sense of it, and didn't really care to. The carnal connection that linked her and Rodney was utterly inscrutable, yet intense, searing, and raw.
Choosing to simply embrace it only made the scorching hot sex they had even better.
It'd revealed a side of her she didn't know existed, one that seduced the young woman into doing things she couldn't ever have imagined doing with anyone, yet she did them with Rodney.
Dirty talk, toy play, new and unfamiliar but equally enthralling positions. They took pictures of themselves, filmed videos depicting their highly charged sexual encounters, fucked in each room of their respective homes.
One night, the two of them had even engaged in very erotic and completely spontaneous public sex.
It was after Allison had gone out for some drinks with her friends.
Her and Rodney had been sending dirty texts back and forth all evening, and a picture the security guard had sent of himself with his hard dick out while he patrolled an empty hallway had left Allison frisky, impulsive, and incredibly wet.
So she'd gone searching for him after getting dropped off.
The two of them had fucked in the shadows along the outside of one of the buildings in her complex, their intertwined bodies writhing furiously up against the wall as they humped each others brains out.
It'd been the best sex they'd had so far, so much so that the young woman sometimes fantasized about fucking Rodney in her classroom after school started back up again.
If they were still seeing each other then, that is.
Ben's request on the phone had all but confirmed the inkling she'd had that he wanted to resume where their relationship had abruptly left off.
But it would not happen overnight.
They had a lot to work through before then, before she could trust that he wouldn't do something like that to her again, and in that intervening time, Allison intended to continue indulging in the fiery sex she had with Rodney, even if it was somewhat illicit.
She and Ben hadn't agreed to see other people after all, and it did make Allison feel a bit guilty engaging in casual sex with the security guard.
However, out of the guilt came indignation.
Ben had been the one to put their relationship in stasis in the first place, and Allison didn't fault herself for finally finding a way to cope in the aftermath.
She had spent a good amount of her endless free time with the security guard, grateful to be able to just turn her mind off and supress all her violatile emotions by getting high and letting him fuck her into oblivion with his incredible black cock.
And that's what Allison intended to do at that moment, put aside her phone call with Ben and what he'd asked of her to just simply enjoy how good her older lover's dick felt as she rode him to yet another orgasm.
------
Allison moaned as Rodney's mouth clamped onto one of her nipples, both tits gripped tightly in each of his hands to hold steady while he took turns sucking on them.
Underneath the blonde's groans and cries of pleasure, Rodney could hear how wetly his hard cock was penetrating the young woman as she bounced on it over and over.
Allison had the finest white pussy he'd ever been inside. She was an absolute freak, and was always readily and willing to get down and dirty in any way he suggested.
His uncle had once told her of such white women. Prim and proper girls that secretly got off on slumming it with black men a class below them.
Rodney had been in a similar situation before, years prior, when he was a young man.
But that was completely different from what he had going on with Allison.
It wasn't just that she was fucking gorgeous and that the sex was this incredible, it was the way the two of them went at it. How they rutted, the urgency and strength of it, as if they'd been biologically preprogrammed to mate, indicated something more extensive and innate, powerful and all encompassing.
It had filled the black man with the desire to lay claim to Allison; he wanted to make her his woman, use her body in the way that God had intended by putting a baby inside of her.
Rodney would love nothing more than to inseminate the young, sexy blonde and watch her belly grow big and round with his child.
He hadn't been able to stop thinking about it since they'd first gotten together, only to become hooked on the idea after Allison had told him the reason she and Ben had separated.
They were lying naked together in bed as she explained wanting to get married and start a family while Ben had felt they were moving too quickly in that direction at such a young age.
The black man had felt himself stir at her words, a strong buzz leaping inside his chest upon hearing that Allison yearned to be a mother.
"Well, shit," he'd said, "if you want a baby that bad, I can give you one right now."
The security guard had wrapped his arms around the young woman and rolled on top of her as she squealed.
"Stop," she'd laughed, "you're not funny."
"I ain't joking around, now. Already got four kids, what's one more?"
He'd winked playfully at her and watched the way she'd bitten her lip in response.
Despite his teasing nature, Rodney had meant what he'd said, with one exception. He didn't want to give her just one kid, he wanted to give her three or four; a proper brood of mixed race babies.
Ever the optimist, and being such a keen observer, Rodney recognized the subtle indication of interest that she'd shown.
So he continued making playful jokes about it when they were messing around in bed, and once had even managed to work the subject into their dirty talk while they fucked.
It'd been a slow and sensuous coupling, with Allison on her side while Rodney slid himself in and out of her from behind. He'd whispered in her ear the entire time, disclosing all the nasty, sordid details of how he was going to make her a mommy to a number of little black babies as he pushed his manhood deep inside her over and over.


She'd cum hard on his shaft after minutes of merely gasping and moaning at his words.
But it was enough for the black man to sense an opportunity, albeit a small one that he knew would be damn hard to pull off, but glorious if he could.
Still, Rodney was absolutely going to try.
He just thought he'd have a bit more time to sink his tendrils in before her fiancé came to his senses. After all, what kind of idiot would be stupid enough to give up such a hot piece of ass?
But he'd built some solid groundwork in the previous month that he could work with, and if he played his cards right and pressed the issue at the proper moment, Rodney was reasonably confident he'd be able to knock Allison up before the end of the year.
And that would give the black man the green light to spend the rest of his forties making babies with the sexy, young, white woman, seeding her as much and as often as he pleased.
But even if he failed in his efforts to impregnate Allison, Rodney enjoyed knowing he could still just fuck her silly until she got back together with Ben, maybe even after that too.
He suspected he might be able to convince her to keep meeting up in secret if they did actually resume their engagement, and there'd be plenty of opportunities to discreetly slip it to her a few times a week, mostly in the afternoons, when Allison had the apartment to herself for several hours after school but before Ben got home from work.
Rodney had been a security guard at that complex long enough to know their respective schedules.
That wouldn't be what he preferred, after all, he wanted her all to himself, but the black man would honestly be satisfied with whatever developed between them, whether that meant finally getting to breed her or having to cut it off in a few months.
Because as Allison slid up and down his pole, riding him hard and fast, her orgasm rapidly approaching, the black man intuitively knew she'd been irrevocably changed by their encounters.
Rodney had broached her defenses, torn them all down just to occupy and corrupt her sexually. He was a parasite that'd found its home in the perfect host, and planned to take advantage of that in any way he could.
The security guard watched as Allison swiftly approached the brink of her release, gently thumbing her clit.
"That's right, baby. Give in, give in to what you want," he told her in a low, throaty voice.
Allison groaned his name as she came, gasping and shuddering through her orgasm until collapsing exhausted against his chest.
Rodney wrapped both arms around her and held the young woman's body to his. He kissed her neck, licked the perspiration off, and shallowly pumped her sore pussy.
He heard her whimper and smiled while softly stroking her back.
"Shhh, Rodney's got you, baby. Rodney's got you."
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After graduating college, I got a job doing bookkeeping for a construction company. The pay was decent, but it meant I was relegated to working in a small trailer on whatever job site I was assigned to, something I wasn't crazy about.
I'd gotten used to it by l the end of my first year though, and it was when I was assigned to a new project that I met Luke Bridgers.
At 26, he was close to me in age, and a lot friendlier than most of the other older men that made up the crew, which I think was largely the reason why we first began striking up conversations with each other. That, and he was cute as hell.
Luke was just a hair under six feet tall, and had a good amount of firm, natural muscle from all the manual labor his job required, as well as a noticeable farmer's fan. The paleness of his upper arms and chest sharply contrasted the deep, golden brown hue his skin darkened into.
He was clean shaven and kept his coarse, chestnut hair cut short. A small, gold chain hung around his neck, and there was a stud in each ear. Bright blue eyes and the slight drawl in his deep voice only added to how attractive I found him.
So, it wasn't surprising that I ended up developing a huge crush on him.
Luke was exactly the type of guy I always got hooked on but never seemed to have a chance with; young, masculine, and blue-collared, with rough hands and a beguiling simplicity that college educated men lacked.
He was also the complete opposite of me in almost every way.
Average in height with a slim figure, I'd never done a day of physical work in my entire life, and while I wasn't exactly feminine, I also wasn't the most overtly masculine guy either. I styled my dirty blond hair and dressed in business casual clothes for work.
Sometimes I wondered how the two of us must've looked standing next to each other. Luke in a white, short sleeve shirt underneath his neon vest, faded, dirty jeans, and even dirtier work boots, me in slacks and a polo, my hair perfectly coiffed to look neat and tidy.
It painted an odd picture, I'm sure, but one that I liked.
Luke and I usually chatted during breaks and ate lunch together sometimes, but it was a couple months before we first hung out after work, grabbing a beer nearby.
We'd sat at the bar, our stools crowded close enough that I could smell him, a hearty mix of sweat and debris. It was the distinct musk that belonged to a strong, hard working man.
I'd tried not to swoon.
We hadn't been there very long, no more than an hour, but that wasn't unusual.
Luke lived with his pregnant girlfriend and their one and half year old son, which naturally took up a lot of his free time, although apparently not enough to keep him from fucking around on on the side.
After I'd caught him hitting on some girl on my way back from the bathroom, Luke had given me a bashful smile while admitting he had trouble keeping it in his pants.
"Always seem to be chasing my next nut," he'd rubbed the back of his neck in a way that'd made him look boyish.
I'd joked that was probably why he already had a kid and another on the way, but my good natured teasing concealed the envious desire underneath.
I would have loved nothing more than to help Luke get off. The idea of getting to pleasure him was intoxicating, and I often fantasized about what that would entail, even though it seemed out of the realm of possibility.
------
The first time Luke stayed over at my place was after he'd had a fight with his girlfriend one night.
Even though I lived in a small garage apartment, he said he was fine crashing on my couch, and I practically fell over myself to let him.
Since neither of us had to work the next day, we stayed up late drinking while shooting the shit, and in the morning, I was treated to the sight of a groggy Luke rising from the couch in nothing but a pair of camo boxer briefs.
I tried not to stare, especially at his bulge, but I nearly choked on my coffee when he stuck his hand under the waistband to scratch his lower abdomen, giving me a glimpse of his dark happy trail as it began to converge with a mass of curly, brown pubic hair.
When he excused himself to smoke a cigarette, I merely nodded and kept my lower half discreetly turned away to hide the wood I was sporting.
I figured he'd at least put some shorts on, but evidently Luke didn't seem to care that he was wearing so little as he stepped outside to light up, something I found incredibly sexy.
"Fuck, not even noon yet and it's already cooking out there," he said after stepping back in a few minutes later.
"That's South Carolina for ya," I murmured. "You want some eggs?"
Luke nodded and pulled a seat up at the counter, "Please."
It was quiet while I made us breakfast, Luke absorbed in his phone until I set a plate in front of him.
"You heard from Aubrey?" I asked.
"Yeah, I'm texting her now."
"And?"
"She seems to be over it," he set down his phone and picked up a fork.
"That's good at least."
"Yeah," he snorted. "I don't know if I could deal with any more of her bullshit today."
I chose my next words carefully, "Well, you can always hang out here if you can't."
I looked up and Luke was smiling at me over his plate, "Thanks, buddy. I appreciate you."
"No problem," I tried to hide my blush by shoveling a forkful of eggs into my mouth.
Luke didn't stay for too much longer after that, getting dressed to head home once he'd finished eating.
I walked him out to his truck, and he said goodbye with a fist bump.
"Thanks again for letting me crash here."
"Anytime," I told him.
I stood in the driveway as he backed out, and gave a casual wave when his truck pulled away. As his taillights drew further away, I sighed longingly, only to jump when a rough, husky voice caught me by surprise.
"Now he ain't your usual type."
I turned around, and for a second, I didn't see anything in the brightness of the late morning sun. Then, from the shadow of the open doorway, a figure stepped out onto the small back porch and came into view.
Myron Simmons was the 68 year old home owner whom I rented the apartment from. A twice divorced good ole boy, he'd retired after a career in the military to live out his days in the simple farmhouse that sat directly of the detached garage I lived above.
"Didn't mean to startle you," Myron said, but grinned down at me as if he were amused.
"You didn't."
From the way his smile grew, I could tell he didn't believe me.
"And I don't know what you mean," I added.
"Oh, I think you do," he took a drag from the lit cigarette in his hand and fixed me with a knowing look.
I felt myself flush, and heard his soft snigger as I looked away.
Only a couple months after first moving in, I'd hooked up with a guy that'd spent the night, and early the following morning, after hugging him goodbye in the open doorway, I'd noticed Myron smoking out on his back porch, gazing up at us.
Seeing me look in his direction, Myron's mouth had twisted up in an impish smirk as he twirled his fingers in a dainty, little wave that made my face redden.
After that, he'd make the occasional slick remark about my "gentlemen callers".
"You usually like 'em more buttoned up, and a little gangly, not unlike yourself," he cocked his head in consideration. "Like that fella with the glasses you had over a handful of times."
Myron was referring to Daniel, a podiatrist I'd briefly dated a few months prior.
I gritted my teeth as he went on, "Looks like you might've finally traded up, though. This one seems like a real man."
"He's just a friend," I said tersely.
"If you say so," Myron winked.
"Ugh, whatever," I rolled my eyes and turned away to head back inside.
"Hey!" he barked after me.
I did an about face as Myron flicked his cigarette butt away and climbed down the steps.
Despite his shorter stature, Myron carried his wide, stocky build with authority reflected in the buzz cut and mustache he sported. His dense, round mid-section was offset by the solid muscles in his thick, hairy arms, honed from decades of physical labor in the military that'd left him stalwart even at his age.
As he approached, I could see the surly look on his hardened, rough-hewn face; his big lips were twisted up a snarl that was exacerbated by a sharply hooked nose and heavy brow.
Myron stood before me in his usual loungewear, a pair of boxers that showed off his tree trunk thighs and a wife beater unable to conceal the heavy matting of curly, white chest hair spilling out over the top.
He narrowed his eyes at me, the southern twang in his voice deepening as he growled, "Don't you sass me now, boy. Not when you're staying here on my property."
I gaped at him, caught off guard by the radical escalation in his demeanor, and struggled with what to say in response.
After several tense moments, the stern look on Myron's face slowly melted into a large, wicked grin right before he emitted a deep, rumbling laughter from the depths of his gut.
I sagged with relief, but felt the pinprickle of annoyance underneath.
"I'm just fucking with you, kid. Should've seen the look on your face."
He patted my cheek just a little too hard, his chunky, gold ring knocking against my jaw, and I smiled wanly in response.
Myron did seem to enjoy messing with me, an unfortunate consequence of his crass and blunt personality, and while it did bother me, it was never bad enough to make me reconsider my relatively cheap living arrangement.
Although this was the first time he'd ever been so aggressive about it.
"If you say he's just a friend, then I'll believe you," Myron held up his hands, a lopsided grin on his face.
I couldn't tell if he was being serious or just screwing with me again, but that was Myron in a nutshell, and truthfully, given his age and that we were in the South, I was lucky that all he'd ever really done was tease me and crack the occasional joke at my expense.
-----
Luke and I started hanging out more often after he spent the night, sometimes at a bar after work but also at my place too. The two of us would sit around sipping beers while talking or watching TV, even sneaking out to smoke a bit of weed behind the garage occasionally.
It seemed that the further his girlfriend's pregnancy progressed, the more she seemed to drive him crazy, something Luke frequently complained to me about, and he ended up spending another night on my couch after they fought again.
Aubrey had accused him of texting some other girl and he'd fired back that her hormones were making her paranoid, never mind that she'd been right.
The next morning played out similarly to the first; Luke went out to smoke and I made us breakfast, except the one difference was that when I walked Luke out to his truck, Myron stood there hosing off the driveway in his underwear, sending a wave of embarrassment through me.
"Mornin', fellas," he nodded at us as we approached.
"Morning," I greeted back plainly.
"Sorry about that," Luke apologized, noticing all the dirt his tires had tracked in. "Can I give you a hand?"
"Don't worry about it," Myron switched off the hose and turned to face us.
"Construction work, you know?" Luke cracked a boyish smile.
"Oh you don't gotta tell me," Myron drawled. "I'm plenty familiar with all the muck and grime that come with those kinds of jobs. Not like our college boy here."
There was a smirk on Myron's face as he glanced in my direction, but I kept myself from reminding him that I also worked at the same project site Luke did, albeit in a trailer.
"You a construction man too?" Luke asked.
"Not anymore," Myron waved him off. "But I did a lot of infrastructure work during my time in the NCF."
Luke looked at him, "You were a Seabee?"
"Forty years, and damn proud of it, too."
Myron slapped the outside of his bicep, where he had a faded tattoo of an angry looking bee wielding an old fashioned machine gun, the words "We Build, We Fight" scrawled across a banner underneath.
Luke looked at it briefly before removing his cap and holding a hand out to Myron.
"Thank you for your service, sir."
Myron returned a brief look of appraisal before clasping Luke's hand in a tight grip.
I could see the muscles straining in Myron's arm as he delivered a vigorous handshake, watching intently for the younger man's reaction.
But Luke was unfazed, and his face remained impassive as he maintained eye contact and pumped Myron's hand with a strength of his own.
Then, Myron's face split open into a grin, as if their interaction had been some kind of test that he'd judged Luke to have passed, and suddenly I recalled how he'd done something similar to me when we first met.
I'd winced.
"Name's Myron," my landlord boomed.
Luke introduced himself as he slipped his cap back on.
"You've got one hell of a grip, son," Myron clapped a hand on Luke's shoulder in approval.
"Could say the same about you," he smiled back, pleased by the compliment.
"Don't let my age fool ya, now," Myron winked.
"Wouldn't dream of it."
They both chuckled while I glanced back and forth between them and tried not to look so perplexed.
"You ever serve?" Myron asked.
"No," Luke shook his head. "Never had the privilege."
"Don't know how much of a privilege it was," came the older man's dry retort, "but shit, it paid the bills."
"I hear that," Luke affirmed. "I like the way you commemorated your service, though."
He gestured toward the tattoo.
Myron glanced down at it, "She's seen better days. This one, too."
He showed off the equally faded tattoo on his other bicep, this one of a bald eagle carrying a snake.
"Still looks pretty wild," Luke peered at it.
"You got any ink yourself?"
"Just this."
Luke lifted his sleeveless shirt, exposing the pale skin of his flat abdomen and toned chest. On his left pec was a black cross and a scripture quote in cursive that read, "Whatever your hand finds to do, do it with all your might."
Even though I'd seen the tattoo before, I didn't know what verse it was from, nor had I ever asked, but Myron recognized it.
"Ecclesiastes," he nodded respectfully. "Good creed to live by, shows tenacity. Seems like you've really embraced it, too."
Myron gave Luke's stomach a couple playful whacks and cracked a lopsided grin, "That's a gnarly farmer's tan you got. Could light the damn moon with how pale your torso is."
Luke snickered and let his shirt drop, "Yeah, don't think I'll ever be rid of that shit."
"Aw, it's nothing to be ashamed of," Myron dismissed. "Shows that you're a hard working man."
"That's what I tell my girlfriend, but she can't stand it. Says I look ridiculous."
"They all say shit like. Doesn't ever stop them from spreading their legs though."
"True," Luke chuckled.
"So," Myron placed his hand on his hips, "got yourself a girl then, huh?"
"Yes, sir," Luke nodded before correcting himself a second later, "well, maybe. We'll see when I get home."
"Uh-oh, you ain't in the doghouse, are ya?"
"I am, but what else is new," Luke shrugged. "Pregnancy hormones are a bitch."
Doesn't help that you constantly keep your dick wet either, I thought bitterly.
"Lucky I got Ash here to lend me his couch whenever they get out of hand though."
Luke thumped me on the back and offered such a genuine smile, one that reached his blue eyes, that I instantly felt guilty despite how hard I blushed.
"You know you're welcome any time," I smiled shyly.
"Thanks, buddy. As much as I appreciate it though, I should head out, see if I'm returning to a firing squad or not."
"Good luck, son, and it was good meeting you," Myron reached over and shook Luke's hand again.
"You as well, sir. I'll see you at work, Ash."
He smiled at me again before climbing into his truck, and I stood there watching him back out. But it was only as Luke drove away that I finally turned my head and saw Myron studying me carefully, a mirthful expression on his face.
"Shit, you got it bad," he chortled.
My face burned with an intense heat, and I looked away as the old man continued cackling.
"We're just friends," I murmured.
"Oh I know, that's pretty obvious, but 'just friends' ain't cutting it for you, is it?"
I didn't answer Myron, mostly because he was right.
My crush on Luke only seemed to grow the longer we were friends, and I yearned for the opportunity to be just another one of his side pieces that he seemed to be constantly messing around with.
-----
"Wait, wait, does 'for good' actually mean for good though?" I spoke into the phone.
"Fuck if I know," Luke bellowed back.
Despite the din in the background, I could hear the slight slur in his voice.
"She just kept saying it was for good this time," he added.
Aubrey had caught Luke fooling around on her again, with the same girl she'd accused him of texting, and had apparently kicked him out permanently this time.
"But the baby's due in--"
"I know," he interrupted in exasperation. "I said the same fucking shit, but you know how she can be."
There was a pause as he, presumably, took another drink.
"Well, you can stay here if you want. Until you find a place or she takes you back or..." I trailed off, unsure of Luke's prospects at such an odd junction in his life.
"Thanks, buddy. I'm gonna take you up on that. But first I want you to get your ass down here and get hammered with me."
I smiled, both at the thought of Luke living with me, even if only temporarily, and him inviting me out when he wanted some camaraderie.
I met him down at the bar he was at not long after. It was pretty packed for a Saturday night, but the two of us had a good time together.
We got back to my place late, and were so wasted that we had to hold onto each other while climbing the wooden steps up the side of the garage, only to pass out not long after.
I woke up the next morning with a hangover. Not the worst I'd ever had, but still bad enough that I continued to lay in bed for a while after, lingering in that half state between consciousness and slumber.
At some point, I heard shuffling out in the living room followed by the creak of the door, and assumed it was Luke going out for a cigarette after having just woken up.
Eventually, I shuffled to the bathroom, the need to relieve my bladder outweighing my desire to stay in bed. My stomach rumbled as I stood at the toilet.
I was far too hungover to consider cooking, but when I went out to the living room to see if Luke wanted to grab some food, I found it empty.
How long ago had he gone out for a smoke, I wondered, my sense of time warped.
I opened the door to the small landing, wincing a little at the sudden onslaught of sunlight, but Luke wasn't there either.
Where the hell did he go, I thought.
Stepping outside, I raised a hand to shield myself from the sun, and as my eyesight slowly adjusted to the light, I glanced around and finally spotted Luke, sitting out on the back porch, smoking with Myron.
For a second, I just stood there and took in the sight of them casually splayed out together on the wicker loveseat, side by side in just their underwear, taking drags from their cigarettes as they carried on a laid-back conversation.
The unexpected presence of my landlord in Luke's company made my stomach churn in a singularly, odd way, and a sudden bout of nausea crested over me as a result.
"Fucking Irish car bombs," I muttered once it'd passed, and slow began descending the stairs.
"We got us a live one," Myron boomed as I approached, causing me to wince. "You look like you've seen better days."
"Gee, thanks," I murmured, not in the mood to deal with his jocular attitude.
I climbed the porch, feeling overdressed as I stood before them in just the shorts and t-shirt I normally wore to bed.


"How you holding up, Ash?" Luke smiled faintly.
He appeared fine despite looking a little tired around the eyes.
"Okay, I guess. Last night fucked me though."
I ignored the way Myron snorted under his breath.
"You doing okay?"
"Yeah," Luke drawled in response, "nothing a cig or two won't fix."
I glanced at the ash tray between them, half filled with recently burned out cigarette butts and a fresh mound of ashes, and knew they'd been out here talking long enough to smoke more than just one or two Marlboroughs.
"Luke here told me all about your night out," Myron grinned conspiratorially over at him. "Although it's nothing compared to some of the war stories we've been swapping."
"That's 'cause you've done some crazy shit in your life," Luke retorted, but he said it with a smile that indicated admiration rather than contempt.
Myron bellowed with laughter.
"You don't spend a lifetime in the armed forces and come to be my age without some experiences under the belt," the older man shifted around in the seat, offhandedly readjusting his junk as he resettled.
It always bothered me whenever he did that. I understood the need to reposition occasionally, especially if you were working with some hefty equipment the way Myron apparently was, but I just wish he didn't go about doing it so flagrantly.
"Shit, you probably have enough experiences for the two of us," Luke told him.
A smug expression crossed Myron's face, "A night out certainly wouldn't have knocked me on my ass, not at your age anyway."
Luke smiled behind his cigarette while I huffed indignantly.
"Well shit," the older man looked from him to me, "if you're that hungover, why don't ya'll do something about it?"
"Like what?" I muttered in annoyance.
Myron sighed and straightened up, then leaned forward to prop an elbow on each knee.
"There are two things that help cure a hangover," he said. "Well, three if you count more liquor, but from the looks of it, that's probably the last thing ya'll need, especially you."
Myron nodded at me, and I grimaced at the thought of consuming more alcohol.
He held up a hand and counted off two fingers.
"A fat joint, and some good pussy."
I pointedly avoided the slick look Myron briefly shot me as he sat back.
"Well," I began sarcastically, "we don't have either, so..."
"Really?" he raised an eyebrow. "You ain't got none of the pot ya'll like to smoke behind the garage?"
Luke and I shared a look before Myron chortled.
"Relax, if I had a bug my ass about it I would've said something already."
"Oh," I felt the tension leave my body, "well, no actually, I don't have any right now."
Myron scoffed and shook his head, "Amateurs."
He stubbed out the remains of his cigarette and stood.
"Lemme show you something," he gestured for us to follow and started down the porch.
I looked over at Luke who just shrugged and put out his own cigarette before getting up to trail after Myron.
The older man guided us around the side of the house to a short set of steps that led down to a door. I always passed it on the driveway, but had only ever seen Myron use it a handful of times.
He fished out a set of keys to unlock the door, and we pushed our way into a small mud room. Several coats hung from hooks on the wall, and a variety of old, worn boots were scattered haphazardly on one side.
We followed Myron through the adjacent, narrow laundry room to a folding door on the other end, and he yanked it open to reveal an extensive, finished basement.
The three of us stepped inside, Luke letting out a long, low whistle as he and I surveyed our surroundings.
A large, beat up sectional was pushed against the left wall, opposite a big screen TV and expensive looking sound system. Dimmable lights, mounted speakers, and a sizeable mini fridge further distinguished the room as a gathering space to hang out.
Despite the interior looking dated with its wood paneling and thick, shabby carpet, I had to admit it was a decent set up.
"Nice TV," Luke sized up the anchored flatscreen. "90 inch?"
"100," Myron corrected.
"Shit," he murmured. "Bet a Cowboys game would look great on here."
"Oh it does." Myron crossed his arms, "You a big fan?"
"Pfft, massive," Luke emphasized. "Have been since I was in the womb."
Myron chuckled, "You'll have to come by to watch the next game then. Football season is when I get the most use outta this space."
"I believe it, you've got a killer set up here," Luke looked around again.
"Just wait, you ain't seen nothing yet."
We crossed the room and climbed a couple steps up through an archway to the remaining half of the basement.
Centered around a pool table was an old, wooden bar cabinet that appeared fully stocked. Against one wall was a staircase that presumably led upstairs, and against another were two doors, one that led to a half bath, and the other Myron thrust open to show us what was inside.
"No fucking way," Luke uttered in disbelief as the same time my mouth dropped open.
The two of us stood in the doorway gaping at the small grow room Myron had set up. Several cannabis plants sat in a large, glass sealed container that glowed purple from the LED lights, and various cultivating equipment was laid out on a long table.
"Sweet, ain't it?"
I didn't need to look at Myron to know that arrogance was written all across his face. I could hear it in his voice.
"Sweet don't fucking cut it," Luke said, and I could hear the admiration in his voice.
"These babies keep me and some friends in steady supply. Don't gotta rely on anyone else for flower."
I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I'd been living above Myron's garage over a year by that point and had absolutely no idea he'd been growing weed down in the basement a few yards away.
For however much I disliked him, even I had to admit to being impressed.
"Shit, man. You must smoke a lot," Luke told him.
Myron shrugged, "A fair amount. Come on, I'll give ya'll a taste of what I cook up down here."
He ushered us out and shut the door, then led Luke and I back to the couch.
"Take a seat," Myron plopped down and opened one of the drawers in the coffee table.
We both sank into the cushions as he pulled out a tin of rolled joints and lit one up.
"You really keep yourself prepared, huh?" Luke smiled.
"Like I said," Myron took a hit, "you boys are amateurs."
As the joint was passed down, the room began to take on the distinct stench of slow burning marijuana, and when Myron connected his phone to the sound system, soft country music began to play over the speakers.
"Man, this is some good shit," Luke exhaled a lungful of smoke as he relaxed back against the sofa. "Strong too."
A hard cough rocketed through me when I inhaled a second later, drawing laughter from both of them
"You good, buddy?" Luke gave me a companionable pat on the back, still tittering.
"Yeah, you weren't lying about how strong it was," I croaked, handing him the joint.
"Can't handle liquor or pot then, huh?" Myron taunted from his end of the couch.
I frowned at the smarmy look on his face.
"Don't worry," Luke told me, "we'll work on it while I'm staying with you."
Despite already being a little dulled from the weed, I lit up at the way he smiled at me.
"Oh boy," Myron uttered, "you didn't get yourself kicked to the curb again, did ya?"
"Yeah," the corner of Luke's mouth turned up a little. "She caught me fooling around on her."
Myron let out a short bark of laughter.
"You dirty son of a bitch!" He slapped a large hand on Luke's bare thigh and jockeyed it back and forth. "Can't resist a little puss on the side, huh?"
"Something like that," Luke chuckled. "I know I probably should but..."
"Aw," Myron waved dismissively and sat back. "Ya'll ain't married yet. Besides, a young, red-blooded buck like yourself oughta get it outta his system when he can. Natural instinct and all that."
Luke grinned as he took a hit and passed the joint over to Myron, seemingly amused by the older man's brash machismo.
"So," Myron inhaled, "she a looker or what?"
He exhaled a puff of smoke as Luke began describing the girl he'd been sleeping with.
"Nice," Myron nodded approvingly, "a good pair of tits always gets me going too. I once got with this Russian broad years ago, had a face like Boris Yeltsin, but the goddamn melons on her."
He held both hands out and shook his head in disbelief, "Could bury my entire face in 'em."
Myron then proceeded to mimic an exaggerated motorboating of her breasts, causing Luke to double over with laughter.
As their conversation continued, I remained silent in the way that I always did when straight men talked about women, and waited for either the topic to change or for the opportunity to change it myself.
But the longer they spoke, the more I began to feel excluded from their conversation. Their mutual comradery was evident, and as the joint steadily burnt down, the forceful effects of the weed made me anxious enough to feel unsettled by it.
Luckily, I caught a break when Myron stubbed out the meager remains of the joint and my stomach rumbled audibly.
Luke grinned over at me, his eyes glassy and blood shot.
"You hungry there, buddy?"
"Yeah," I smiled back stupidly.
"I'd say we're due for a nice, greasy breakfast soon. What do you think?"
"I think," I said after a considerate pause, "that Waffle House sounds really good right about now."
"Aw, shit. That might be the move." Luke turned toward Myron, "You down to grab some grub?"
The disappointment that began to settle over me immediately dissipated when Myron declined.
"Already fixed myself something to eat this morning. Ya'll go on ahead, though. I'll catch you next time."
We left shortly after, me feeling grateful that Myron had not decided to join us. Even just a short time in his grating presence was enough for one day.
Luke went upstairs to throw on some clothes, and as I stood in the driveway waiting for him, I thought of how odd a morning it'd been, and that I certainly couldn't have anticipated Luke's extended stay beginning the way it had.
------
Over the next couple weeks, Luke and I tentatively established and settled into a routine. Even though we worked together, Luke's start and end time was a bit earlier than mine, so that meant I woke up after he'd left and he'd get home before me.
I would make the two of us dinner, pleased that he seemed to really enjoy my cooking, and then we'd hang out for a little bit before going to bed. On the weekends, Luke would spend most of each day visiting his son, but sometimes we'd go out together at night, staying out late since neither of us had to work the following day.
All in all, I was ecstatic having Luke around, largely because I could indulge in the huge crush I had on him.
He slept in those stupid camo boxer briefs I loved, and when he got up on Saturdays and Sundays, I'd sneak discreet glances in his direction, noting when his underwear appeared more snug around the crotch than usual.
When I did laundry, I'd politely offer to throw his clothes in with mine, just to sneak huffs of his boxer briefs to get a whiff of the strong stench his cock and balls left after a full day working in the sun that left a good amount of sweat baked the fabric.
In the evenings, I'd come home from work to find him laying out on the couch in just a pair of mesh shorts that rode up his meaty thighs.
Once, I even got a good look at his plump, fuzzy ass after he finished showering, the downy, brown hair just beginning to curl as it dried.
It was a great time, but at the end of the second week, Luke's job down at the site finished, and he fell victim to the lapse in work that occurred in between jobs, a common enough experience in the construction industry.
So while I continued working there until the project was finished, Luke was stuck at my apartment until another job came up.
It wasn't so bad for him that first weekend, when he had his son to keep him occupied, but during the week when Caleb was at daycare, Luke grew restless. He was the type of man that needed to have something to do, and while he always enjoyed his days off, he struggled with long periods of idleness.
So I wasn't that surprised when I came home from work that Thursday and found Luke working out in the yard with Myron. The two of them were attempting to wrestle an old tree stump loose, their shirtless bodies glistening with sweat under the warm sun.
I was climbing out of the car when they finally pulled it free, their muscles tense as they lifted it from the ground and hauled the gnarled wood into a nearby wheelbarrow with husky grunts and large huffs.
I had to admit, for his age, Myron was still quite spry.
The two of them stood there for a moment, their chests heaving as they panted hard. Then they looked at each other and laughed breathlessly.
"Tough ole thing, huh?"
"Yeah, kinda like you," Luke smiled.
Myron tipped his head back and let out a deep, rugged laugh.
"Damn right," he clapped a hand on Luke's shoulder. "I appreciate your help, son."
"Of course, least I could do since I'm staying here and all."
The older man made a guttural noise at the back of his throat, "I'm just glad to have someone around that can actually help."
I rolled my eyes, ignoring his dig as I climbed the staircase up to my apartment.
"Here," I heard Myron say, "let's toss it into the bed of my truck."
"You need help taking it to the dump?"
"Naw, I can take care of that tomorrow, first thing."
They were maneuvering the wheelbarrow over to Myron's truck when I slipped inside. About twenty minutes later, Luke came in and plopped down beside me on the couch with a heavy sigh.
"Busy afternoon?" I smiled.
He was still shirtless, the hairs poking out from his underarms dark from how damp they were, and I could smell the sweat of hard labor wafting off him.
It made my dick twitch.
"Yeah, that fucking stump was a bitch to move," he shook his head. "Gotta give the old man credit though, he's still got the strength of a bull."
"Sure seems that way."
It was silent for a moment before I asked him what he wanted for dinner.
"Actually, I'm eating over at Myron's."
That made me sit up. "What?"
"Yeah, we're gonna watch the game and he's gonna order us some food, you know, as a thank you for helping him out today."
"Oh."
I didn't know what else to say. We hadn't hung out with Myron since the morning we'd all smoked in his basement, although I had seen him and Luke chatting occasionally. But the thought of the two of them hanging out together without me lodged a nugget of jealousy deep in my chest.
Luke looked over at me. "You should come," he offered.
"Yeah?" I perked up.
"Of course," he nudged my shoulder with his. "It'll be fun."
I couldn't keep the smile from spreading across my face. "Well okay, then."
His effort to include me made my stomach flutter.
"Awesome, I'm gonna shower and then we can head over after."
Luke hauled himself up and headed into the bathroom, and once he was all cleaned up, the two of us walked the short distance over to Myron's, climbing down the few steps that led to the basement.
"Hello, hello," Luke bellowed as he pushed through the door without knocking.
"Back here," Myron called from two rooms over.
We followed the sounds of Sports Center through the laundry room to where Myron sat on the couch in the adjoining area of the basement. As usual, he only wore underwear and a wife beater, but with Luke in just a pair of mesh shorts, I once again felt overdressed.
"Evenin', fellas," Myron nodded at us.
We took our seats. If he was at all surprised by my presence he didn't show it.
"Food should be here in 'bout half an hour," Myron drawled. "If ya'll wanna help yourselves to some beer, there's plenty in the fridge."
Luke hopped up to grab us some as Myron sipped from a half empty bottle of Miller.
"God damn, look at that screen," Luke eyed the TV with admiration. "Bet you can count all the grays in Schottenheimer's beard."
Myron chuckled, "Yeah, you won't get a picture this clear on many other TVs. How's it compare to yours, Ash?"
"Well mine isn't not nearly as big, that's for sure."
"I meant the image. Hope Luke here doesn't have to squint at some grainy looking games."
"Oh, uh, actually, I don't get ESPN," I admitted, sheepishly.
"No?" Myron seemed surprised.
"I don't really watch much sports."
He turned toward Luke, "So where've you been watching the games?"
Luke shrugged. "I've mostly just been catching the highlights on my phone the next day."
Myron clucked his tongue in disapproval.
"Well, you can watch 'em over here any time you want. I usually catch two or three games a week, anyway."
"I'll have to take you up on that," Luke smiled. "ESPN is probably the only thing I actually miss about living with Aubrey, other than my son of course."
"You should have told me," I said to him. "I would've gotten a subscription."
"I couldn't let you do that," Luke shook his head. "Not when you're letting me stay with you and refusing help with rent."
I saw Myron smirk to himself across the couch, no doubt having guessed that the only reason I'd let Luke live with me without asking for money in return was because I liked him.
"You buy groceries sometimes," I murmured, my neck growing hot.
"Yeah, when I go shopping alone," he grinned, "otherwise you practically beat me over the head if I try and pay."
His good-natured teasing made me smile through the embarrassment that still lingered.
The three of us sat around drinking as we waited for the game to start, although with work the next day, I tried to be mindful of my intake. When the food arrived, we stuffed ourselves, and the game started up not too long after.
I knew nothing of football, and could only guess at what was going on based off what happened on screen as well as Luke and Myron's running commentary. The two of them, huge football fans that they were, got really into the game, sitting on the edge of their seats with barely contained anticipation, eyes glued to the TV until something exciting happened and their voices rose in volume, culminating in either a large outpouring of curse words or them jumping up in celebration.
They'd bump chests or raise both hands above their heads in a double high five, then sit down again just to slap each other on the back. Myron would casually sling an arm over Luke's shoulder as they leaned forward to point out details and make disparaging comments about the opposing team.
It was amusing to watch them engage in such stereotypical, hypermasculine behavior with one another, if not a little strange, but I welcomed the distraction from how boring the actual game itself was.
At half time, I got up to take the piss, the few beers I'd drank having caught up with me, although it was much less than the amount both Myron and Luke had consumed, and I came back into the room to find the two of them looking at something on Luke's phone.
"Shit, you weren't exaggerating the size of 'em," Myron chuckled.
I glimpsed the screen as I sat down and saw that they were grinning over a topless photo of a young brunette I didn't recognize. She was smiling into the camera, her large, heavy tits on display.
Awkwardness immediately enveloped me, but neither of them appeared perturbed, and they continued to study the images as Luke thumbed through several.
"Here, check this one out," Luke said.
Myron whistled, "God damn, she's got some perky, little nipples on her! Bet you enjoy sucking on those, huh?"
He used his elbow to nudge Luke, who returned a sly grin.
Even though I held no interest, I didn't want to feel any more excluded than I already did after ninety minutes of Luke and Myron talking almost exclusively about football while they watched the game. So I leaned over slightly to take a look, and Luke tipped the phone in my direction.


Yup, I thought, those are definitely breasts, I thought.
"Wow, they are nice," I confirmed with a solemn bob of my head.
Myron snorted. "Like you'd know," he muttered.
Heat instantly flooded my cheeks, and when I glanced over at him, Myron smirked at me while taking a sip of beer.
Luke swallowed the remnants of his own bottle and let out a burp before standing, "Better drain the tank before half-time is over."
Myron and I were silent in his absence, the sounds of inane commercials filling the void until he noticed the sullen look on my face and rolled his eyes.
"Kid, you really need to learn how to take a joke."
I cast my eyes in his direction, but when I didn't say anything, Myron just shook his head, and we lapsed back into silence until Luke returned.
"You 'bout ready to fire up a joint?" Myron asked him.
"Fuck yeah," Luke smiled.
Myron lit one of the pre-rolled joints he kept on hand, and we took turns passing it around, although I was careful not to smoke too much, having gotten so high the last time. I wound up buzzed enough to relax and enjoy the euphoria that chased away the negative feelings Myron's comment had stirred, but not so much that I became anxious and paranoid like I did before.
It also made sitting through the second half of the football game much more bearable, although towards the end, I began to grow drowsy, the weed exacerbating the fatigue that compounds throughout the work week.
When the game finally finished, I sat up in anticipation of leaving only to sink back down once I realized Myron and Luke intended to watch the highlights.
I sighed and resigned myself to another half an hour of endless football commentary. My eyelids started to grow heavy, and Luke let out a laugh when he caught me nodding off.
"Let's get you to bed, buddy."
He patted me on the shoulder and I returned a tired smile before we stood.
"Thanks for having us," Luke held out a hand to Myron. "It was a great game."
"Of course, you're welcome back any time."
They shook hands and the two of us headed out, Luke pulling the door closed behind him as he followed me across the driveway to my apartment, where I prompted dove into bed after saying goodnight.
-----
Luke started watching football at Myron's on a regular basis after that. He always invited me to join them, but the truth was, I found it incredibly dull, and the prospect of sitting through another three hour game that they were constantly fixated on was deeply unappealing, no matter how much I had to drink or smoke.
So, I would politely decline, and eventually he got the hint and stopped asking, opting to just slip out the door in the evening with a casual, "See you later, buddy," thrown over his shoulder instead.
He'd come back late, always loaded, sometimes even after I'd already gone to bed. I would hear him stumbling up the steps and through the front door, only to bump around the living room as he undressed in the dark.
On those nights, he'd still be asleep on the couch when I left for work the next morning.
I knew Luke always had a good time. Him and Myron got along surprisingly well for some odd reason, forming a friendship of sorts. They even started hanging out together during the day, outside the three nights a week when football was the main event.
Sometimes I'd spot them enjoying their morning cigarettes together out on Myron's back porch when I left for work, and Luke would offhandedly mention if he and Myron had smoked some weed or played a bit of pool that day when we ate dinner.
They fished on occasion, and even went hunting once, loading up Myron's truck to head out before dawn.
As jealous as it made me, I couldn't begrudge Luke for finding ways to fill all his spare time during the week, even if it was with Myron. Neither football, fishing, or anything similar was of interest to me, so I really had no leg to stand on once he'd buddied up with someone who enjoyed the same activities he did, even if I sometimes found it a bit unusual, like one afternoon they'd hung out together.
A noon wake and bake had evidently devolved into spending the day getting high and watching TV in Myron's basement.
After coming home from work to an empty apartment, I'd texted Luke just to see where he was, and his reply directed me downstairs.
The basement had reeked of weed, and the two of them were sprawled out on the couch together in their underwear, watching some movie I didn't recognize. Luke had torn his eyes from the screen, where Kevin Bacon was filming two brunette women fighting in a pool, and smiled lazily at me through bloodshot eyes. He still had bedhead despite waking up a handful of hours earlier, and looked kinda greasy, being almost a day since his last shower.
"What's up, Ash?" Luke had greeted.
"Not much," I answered tentatively. "What have you guys been up to?"
"Just chilling, smoking some weed."
"I see that," I nodded to the full ashtray on the coffee table.
Just then, Myron, who hadn't so much as glanced in my direction since I'd walked in, sat up.
"Aw, here we go," he'd chuckled.
Luke and I turned back toward the screen, where the same two women had evolved from fighting each other to kissing passionately instead.
"Nothin' like a little girl on girl action to liven up the day," Myron had chortled.
He'd reached down to readjust his junk, which looked conspicuously fatter than normal, and when my eyes darted over to Luke, who'd been slumped down in the cushions with one foot propped up on the coffee table, I swore he was a little chubbed up as well.
A shiver had raced down my spine, and I'd left shortly after.
Walking into the basement had reminded me of that first morning when I'd spotted them smoking together out on Myron's back porch, and just like then, my stomach churned cryptically.
I knew it wasn't uncommon for guys to hang out like that. In college, I'd resided with roommates who only seemed to live in just their underwear. Hell, even Luke alternated between boxer briefs and mesh shorts when he was laying around my apartment.
But how comfortable they were being so casually informal around each other weirded me out for some reason. I didn't know if it was the age difference, Myron himself, or something else entirely, all I knew was that I didn't quite understand it.
So when the opportunity arose to probe the topic a bit further, I took it.
Luke and I were out grocery shopping one night, the store nearly empty as we roamed from aisle to aisle.
"Wait," Luke put a hand out to stop the cart. "I forgot, I need to grab some alcohol."
I followed him past shelves of wine bottles on one side and refrigerators full of beer on the other, coming to a stop at the halfway point.
"Stocking up for another game?" I asked him.
"Yeah," he hauled a couple twenty four packs into the cart one by one. "I've drank so much of Myron's, figured I could at least help reup his supply."
"You guys have been hanging out a lot, huh?" I kept my voice casual as I asked him.
"I guess," he shrugged. "Need something to help pass the time until another job comes through. Besides, Myron's not so bad."
"Oh yeah?" I tried not to sound sarcastic as I rolled my eyes behind his back.
Luke nodded. "He's done a lot of cool shit in his life, and I respect the hell out of him for his military service."
He started to move down the rest of the aisle, "Plus, he reminds me a lot of the men I grew up around; my dad, grandpa, uncles. You know, big, loud, country boys."
I pushed the cart after him, "Kinda like the other guys on the construction crew?"
"Huh," he paused in consideration, "now that you mention, yeah."
As we finished the rest of the shopping trip, what Luke had told me turned over in my mind, and despite still finding his friendship with Myron a bit peculiar, I did understand it better.
Luke after all wasn't that much different from the kinds of guys he'd described, just friendlier and not so much of an ass, so it made sense why he continued hanging out with Myron on a regular basis, and when I got up one Monday morning and found the couch empty, I didn't think much of it, figuring Luke had already sauntered out for his morning cigarette.
Yet, when I stepped out onto the landing to head to work, neither he nor Myron were on the back porch like I expected them to be.
Huh, I thought, and for the first time, I asked myself if Luke had even made it back up the previous night.
There'd been a big game on; the Cowboys were facing off against the Eagles, and Luke hadn't stopped talking about it in the days leading up. He'd headed down to Myron's earlier than usual, eager to catch the pre-game commentary, and when I checked the results earlier that morning, I saw that the game had gone into overtime, the Cowboys eventually emerging victorious.
I couldn't recall hearing Luke stumbling up the steps and through the door like he normally did after having too much to drink, and part of me wondered if he'd gotten so drunk during the game that he'd ended up passing out over there.
It wouldn't have surprised me; Luke and Myron drank pretty heavily as it was, but they had a tendency to really overindulge whenever the Cowboys won a game.
I shrugged it off and headed to work, but still texted him midmorning to see if he was okay.
"Hey, you alive?"
I didn't expect him to respond right away, but by early afternoon, when I still hadn't heard back, I began to grow a little concerned. He was probably fine, and most likely just sleeping his hangover off, but I decided to head back home on my lunch break just to check on him anyway.
However, like earlier that day, I found the couch vacant and my apartment empty, and standing in the middle of the living room, it was apparent that no one had been there since I'd left that morning.
He can't still be over there, can he, I wondered to myself.
Luke's truck was still in the driveway, so he hadn't left. I knocked on Myron's back door, but the inside looked dark and no one answered.
I thought about it for a moment, then decided to try the basement, figuring that's where they most likely were. The door was unlocked, and I twisted the knob without knocking, as I'd seen Luke do before.
"Hello?" I called hesitantly as the door opened.
I heard muffled sounds from the TV two rooms over, and figured the noise must've drowned out my greeting when I got no response, so I pushed my way inside.
The mud room was dark, as was the laundry room, but the folding door that led to the rest of the basement was cracked open enough for a faint sliver of light to spill through, acting as a beacon that steadily guided me forward.
As I approached, I could discern the sounds coming from the next room as women moaning, but they were accompanied by dual sets of heavy, labored breathing I had not initially heard, and once the door was right in front of me, I leaned forward to peer through the small gap, confusion driving my curiosity.
The lights inside were dim, and a thick haze of weed smoke hung in the air. Empty beer bottles littered the coffee table, several having tipped over onto the floor, dregs of amber liquid soaking into the carpet. Porn was playing on the TV; two naked women tongue kissed and fingered each other with passionate vigor, and directly in my line of sight, naked and bent over on the long end of the sectional, knelt Luke, his forehead pressed into the cushion while Myron, stripped of all clothing, stood fucking him from behind, his feet planted firmly apart in a wide stance as he pumped Luke's pale, hairy ass with steady, even strokes.
My heart dropped into my gut, and a wave of vertigo swept through me as I stared uncomprehendingly at the two of them engaging in explicit, mutual sex, their shallow, rugged pants a dull roar in my ears.
I felt my stomach lurch in a familiar, but more violent manner, and suddenly I recognized that it was trepidation that had been the cause before, but only because it had now crystalized into a hard pit of consternation as Myron fucked Luke in front of me.
Yet I remained rooted in place, seemingly unable to look away, and much to my immediate alarm, I felt my cock begin to twitch in response, pulsating sharply to the anxious beat of my heart while a pinprickle sensation radiated from deep within my groin and crept up my vertebrae.
As the initial shock began to wear off the longer I watched them, the more apparent it became that his was not the first time they'd fucked. The smooth, fluid motion of their interconnected bodies suggested Luke was intimately familiar with the older man's cock, taking it with an ease learned from multiple and frequent sexual encounters, and I shuddered at the notion that they'd been discreetly fucking for an indeterminable amount of time.
When movement between Luke's legs caught my attention, I zeroed in on him idly milking his own cock, focusing intently on the way he pulled the stiff, rigid shaft with slow, forceful tugs, precum drooling from the tip in one long, unbroken strand.
Suddenly, Myron looked over to where my face hovered in the gap between the door, and I felt myself tense in anticipation for his reaction. Except Myron did not pause or even slow his thrusts, nor did he appear at all surprised or startled by my presence; instead, he continued sawing into Luke with the same leisurely, unhurried rhythm while his big, puffy lips drew back in a large, shit eating grin, as if he'd been expecting me, and all at once I realized that he had.
Myron heard me call out when I'd entered the basement, he knew I would stumble upon him blatantly fucking Luke, but rather than warn his bedmate or attempt to halt my advance in some way, he'd opted to say nothing, allowing me to walk in and discover my gorgeous, blue-collared crush enjoying his thick, veiny, sixty-eight year old cock.
And as Myron grinned at me through glassy, bloodshot eyes, something he'd once said suddenly flashed through my mind.
There are two things that help cure a hangover, a fat joint, and some good pussy.
I was wracked by a large shudder that made my plump cock, which had been continuously lurching up until that point, lengthen considerably as I rapidly grew rock hard.
"Oh, fuck," Luke groaned in a deep, gravelly voice.
Myron turned back toward him.
"Yeah, you like that cock, boy?" his accent came out thicker than usual.
"Yes, sir," Luke murmured.
"Whats that?"
"Yes, sir," Luke repeated, slightly louder.
"Speak up, boy! I can't hear you."
"Yes, sir!" Luke declared in a clear, firm voice.
"Good boy."
Myron began thrusting into Luke at a faster pace, prompting him to groan again, and when my eyes flitted back toward his crotch, I saw that he'd started tugging on his erect cock with a brisk determination, an implicit response to how much harder Myron was fucking him.
"Ugh, oh fuck yeah," Luke moaned in approval, "Ugh, ugh, fuck me, sir!"
"Yeah, that's right," Myron growled. "Take my fucking cock, boy."
Myron's hips smacked against Luke's ass repeatedly, making his thick, hairy cheeks undulate from the force of his thrusts, and the slapping sound of their flesh meeting joined the gruff grunts and heaving pants they each emitted as well the as the feminine mounds of the forgotten porn playing on the TV.
"Oh shit, I'm getting close, sir," Luke warned.
"Uh-uh," Myron admonished.
He reached down and whacked Luke's hand away, "You cum when I allow you to. Understand, boy?"
Then, he started fucking Luke even harder, forcing the younger man to let out a loud, hoarse groan.
"Ugh, yes, sir," Luke exclaimed, his voice resolute and subordinate.
He pushed himself up onto his forearms, and his face finally came into view; eyes squeezed shut and brows knit together, Luke's mouth hung open as his body jostled back and forth from the pounding my landlord was giving him. Mussed hair stuck out in various places, and a light layer of sweat coated his two-toned upper body. Finally free of restraint, his hard cock throbbed against the underside of his belly, leaking clear, stringy fluid that slowly dripped onto the couch beneath him.
Myron breathed in heavy, rapid huffs while sharply bucking his hips to penetrate Luke's ass with hard, fast pumps. He took each ample, fur covered mound in a tight grip, the thick fingers of his wrinkled hands digging into Luke's soft, meaty flesh, squeezing so hard that I knew the ring Myron wore would leave an imprint in the delicate, pliable skin.
"Mmmm such a great ass," Myron muttered. "Fat and hairy, just how I like 'em."
Luke groaned in response.
"You like having that ass stuffed full of my thick cock, don't ya, boy?"
"Yes, sir," Luke answered.
"Feel good, don't it?"
"Ugh, yes, sir," Luke told him. "So, good," he added in a softer voice a second later.
"Yeah, that's what a real man's cock feels like."
Then, Myron lifted a hand and whacked Luke's ass, sending ripples across the dense, pulpy flesh.
"Oh, fuck yes," Luke growled hoarsely.
Myron smacked him again, prompting more shouts of encouragement from Luke, who began pushing back on the older man's invading member.
"Atta boy, that's what I like to see," Myron sneered in approval, and lifted his hand a third time.
They proceeded to fuck this way for the next several minutes; Myron delivered powerful, harsh smacks to each of Luke's round ass cheeks while the two of them engaged in a verbal back and forth, one asserting authority through discipline while the other proffered submission.
Their periodic grunts and pants grew louder, deeper, and more masculine as they fucked with a new intensity, and Luke's hole began to make slick, wet sounds each time Myron slid his fat pole past the sphincter.
Eventually, Myron slowed his pace, and reached out with both hands to grip Luke by the waist, halting his movements.
He held the younger man steady as he slowly extracted his manhood until just the bulbous tip teased the rim of Luke's hole, the hair growing along his crack wet and plastered to each cheek. Then, in one smooth motion, Myron pushed back inside him until his thick shaft had sunk all the way to the hilt.
Myron repeated this several more times, causing Luke to grunt whenever he became fully impaled on the older man's dick, and I stared at Myron's manhood each time it came into view, astonished by how long and girthy it looked, thick veins racing down the shaft only to disappear beneath wiry, gray pubic hair sprouting around the base.
I glanced back up to find Myron grinning at me while I observed his tool. Humiliation welled inside of me, and I felt my dick throb within my underwear, so painfully hard that I was forced to hunch over.
Myron turned back to Luke, "You 'bout ready to take my load, boy?"
"Yes, sir," Luke pushed himself up so that he was on his hands and knees.
"Good boy," Myron praised.
He leaned forward and stuck his leg out in front of him, planting a foot on the couch alongside Luke, who arched himself to better accommodate the shorter man's heavier body. I shuddered as Myron's belly fit into the small of Luke's back.
The older man reached down and grasped Luke's erection, making him gasp.
"Leaking like a damn faucet," Myron chuckled humorlessly.
He used his thumb to rub the underside of Luke's cockhead, forcing grunts out of him as fluid began to spill from the tip. Myron lightly stroked the younger man's cock, smearing precum all along the shaft until it shined with a sheer gloss.
"That's right, boy," murmured Myron, "keep squeezing my cock."
He gently began to pump into Luke again, quickly building up to deep, steady thrusts, the hand gripping Luke's cock tighter now, and moving more forcefully as he angled it straight down.
"Yeah, your ass is gonna milk the cum right outta my balls," Myron told Luke, who was moaning deeply.


With his free hand, he held Luke steady, and continued fucking him at an even pace while jerking his cock, slowly drawing the orgasms out of both of them.
"Oh fuck yes, sir," Luke panted.
He started to writhe, but Myron clamped a hand roughly onto his shoulder.
"Be still, boy. I'm not done fucking you yet," Myron uttered in his deep baritone.
Luke groaned loudly in response, but he complied, giving himself over for Myron to finish using.
"Fuck, I'm close again, sir!"
I watched as Luke's toes began to curl, and the muscles in his body began to tense as he inched closer and closer to busting a nut. His face scrunched up into a look of pleasure so fierce that it could have easily been mistaken for one of anguish instead.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, it's coming, sir," he choked out. "I'm cumming!"
"Squirt for me, boy," the older man commanded.
"Agghhhhhh," a garbled bellow came out of Luke's mouth as his cock, red and engorged, began to shoot all over the couch.
He painted the cushions with thick spurts of creamy, white cum, panting heavy and fast while Myron tugged on his throbbing erection the entire time it emptied Luke's body of sperm.
"Oh shit," Myron began, his voice starting to tighten, "you're squeezing me good."
Luke's orgasm had begun to wane, the size of each shot dwindling smaller and smaller.
"Yeah, I'm about to shoot my load," the older man informed him.
Myron released Luke's cock to take hold of his waist, leaving the younger man to finish draining himself.
After one last glance to make sure I was still watching, Myron began to thrust harder into Luke, squeezing his eyes shut and baring his gritted teeth through heavy wheezes.
"Nggghhhhh," Myron made a strangled, barbaric sound, his body going rigid, and I knew right then that my landlord was cumming inside my crush.
"Ohhhhh," Luke uttered a low, ragged moan, milking his softening cock for the last little dribbles of clear fluid.
Myron pumped his ass good, filling it with old man seed.
"You feel that? You feel the hot cum, boy? It's inside you now. Ohhhh yeah."
Myron tilted his head back and bit his lip through a gratified smile as he finished emptying his balls into Luke, his thrusts slowing and becoming shallow.
Eventually, their heaving came to an end, both panting while trying to catch their breath. Myron carefully extracted his half hard cock and angled it toward the door, a smirk on his face as he flaunted his heavy member covered in a mixture of lube and cum.
Luke groaned at the sudden emptiness and fell forward onto his stomach, worn out from the exertion of their fucking.
Myron chortled as he leaned over and braced a hand against one of Luke's asscheeks before delivering a quick, hard slap to the other, making it jiggle.
"Fuck yeah."
The older man then pried both mounds apart, exposing Luke's used, cummy hole, and making him grunt. Myron took a moment to assess his handiwork. Satisfied, he released Luke's ass and stepped back to stretch, scratching his belly.
"Gonna go wash up," he told Luke, who merely grunted his acknowledgement, prompting the older man to chuckle. "Always a good way to start the day, huh?"
Myron smacked Luke's ass again, although more playfully this time, then ambled toward the bathroom, his casual yet pointed disregard of me a clear dismissal.
I'd seen what Myron had wanted me to, him and Luke having kinky, masculine sex, and now he was telling me to fuck off, to leave them both to lounge in the warm, sweaty afterglow of their robust, midday fuck.
I looked at Luke one last time, still sprawled out on the couch, catching his breath. He looked so sexy like that, laying face down with his hairy, bubble butt on display, and despite absolutely everything, my erection throbbed knowing it was filled with Myron's cum.
I stumbled back outside dazed and dejected by what had transpired, and was halfway back to work before deciding to pull into an inconspicuous area of a large box store parking lot to jerk off. It took less than a minute of me furiously beating my meat to blow a huge load, cleaning it up with leftover fast food napkins shoved into the glove compartment.
For the rest of the day, I was completely distracted, and struggled to get much work done. My mind kept wandering back to what I had stumbled upon back home, and I couldn't seem to stop thinking about it.
When did they start fucking? What had been the catalyst for their first encounter? Did one of them initiate it or was it mutual?
These were the types of questions that haunted me through the rest of my shift, and to make matters worse, I kept picturing it over and over, their drastically different bodies crashing together repeatedly as they humped like gorillas. It kept me in an intermittent state of arousal despite having masturbated earlier in the day.
The drive back home was one of apprehension. I didn't know what it would be like facing Luke.
He had eventually answered my text, almost two hours after I'd returned to work.
"Hey, buddy," he'd messaged, "all good here. Had a late night and my phone died. Hope I didn't worry ya."
His tone appeared casual enough, but I tried not to read too much into such a brief text. For all I knew, Myron could have told him about me catching the two of them together. But when I walked in the door, Luke barely looked up from where he lay on the couch.
"Hey," I greeted him tentatively.
"Sup," was his mild reply.
I discreetly observed him as I removed my shoes but he just kept watching TV unperturbed, and when I carefully asked him how his day was over dinner, he just shrugged.
"Same as every other day has been."
I shivered at the implication of his words. Luke's behavior wasn't out of the ordinary, which told me that had Myron kept my discovery to himself. But that he could be so nonchalant about concealing illicit sex reminded me of how often he fucked around behind Aubrey's back to be abe to lie about it with such ease.
Later on, after he left to go watch football at Myron's again, I spent the rest of the night masturbating, replaying what I'd seen earlier that day and imagining what they were up to. If they actually were watching the game or just fucking again, I didn't know, however, something told me it was most likely both.
-----
I was on edge the rest of the week, unsure of how to behave around Luke with the new information I'd acquired, other than jerk off to it when I was alone, but Luke must've noticed the change in my demeanor because he asked me if I was okay one day, claiming I seemed off.
My cheeks grew hot, and I glanced away while mumbling something about not getting enough sleep the past few nights.
The truth was that despite how disturbed I was by Luke and Myron's sexual relationship, a hunger to know more about it gnawed at me.
I'd see them smoking together on my way out the door in the mornings and wonder if they would mess around afterward, slipping inside to fuck on the couch again or even do something else, and in the evenings, when Luke said that his day was the same as usual, I wanted to ask if that included a pounding from Myron.
But there was no way I could confront him about it, too embarrassed by the mere thought of having that conversation, so I contemplated bringing it up with Myron, flip flopping back and forth over whether I would subject myself to that or not until the following Saturday when Luke left to go visit his son.
I'd surreptitiously watched the two of them enjoy their morning cigarette out on the back porch from behind the blinds of my living room window, looking for any signs that their relationship was anything more than friendly, but they'd just sat there, shooting the shit until Luke wandered back over to get dressed and head out.
Finally deciding that the desire for answers outweighed my own humiliation in asking, I went out to speak with Myron shortly after Luke's truck pulled away. The older man was still sitting on the wicker loveseat in his underwear when he saw me approach, a smug grin lighting his harsh face.
"Figured you'd be by eventually," Myron stood, looking pleased with himself, and came to stand at the top of the steps to gaze down at me hovering at the bottom.
Unsure of what to say, I stared at him, my mouth hanging opening until I closed it again after nothing came out.
"What's the matter? Cat got your tongue?"
He smiled with his arms crossed and I looked down, my cheeks going red with heat.
"H-how long..."
I couldn't bring myself to finish, but I didn't need to. Myron seemed to already know the question I was unable to ask.
"Long enough," he told me curtly.
His intentionally vague response left open a range of possibilities as to when their relationship turned sexual, or if it had even started that way.
The prospect that Myron and Luke had been fucking since they first met made me shudder, and I felt my dick throb in response.
Myron's smile seemed to grow as he observed my reaction.
"Horny fucker that one," he continued, "loves being ridden."
A much larger shudder racked my body, and I grew hard from his words.
"What? Didn't wanna hear that?" Myron cocked his head, seeing the way I had quivered. "Thought that's why you came over? To hear about how we lay around sucking each other's cocks after you go to work."
I gasped at what he'd said, and Myron proceeded to taunt me as he slowly climbed down the stairs.
"Or that he loves swallowing my morning load right after waking up because the taste goes great with his first cigarette of the day."
I couldn't stop myself from picturing it then; the two of them in bed together, their naked bodies horizontal as they each devoured the other's stiff pole, a gratified look on Luke's face when he finally gulped down the older man's thick cum.
Myron stopped on the last step, and we were nearly eye level, him a fraction higher. Both of us were hard but for very different reasons.
"No," Myron concluded succinctly, "Actually, I think you'd prefer to see rather than hear about what your friend and I get up to, ain't that right?"
I slowly raised my eyes to meet his as the older man sneered down at me.
"Tell me, how hard did you tug on yourself after you left that day, hm?"
Once again, I couldn't find anything to say, prompting Myron to chuckle.
"Well, from the looks of it," he eyed the bulge in my shorts, "I'm guessing pretty hard."
The echo of his cackling laughter followed me after I walked away, and once back inside, I jerked off to the visuals he'd planted in my head, then spent the rest of the day pondering how I was going to cope with the living arrangement Luke and I shared, knowing what I knew as well my own twisted response to it.
But as it were, the universe seemed to intervene on its own to bring it to an end.
Luke returned later than usual that evening, his visit with his son having turned into a trip to the hospital when they thought Aubrey had gone into labor.
"It was just Braxton Hicks," he told me, "but the doctor said to keep an eye out since he figured real ones would probably start soon. So I'm gonna spend the next night or two over there, until the baby's born or Aubrey feels like kicking me back out again."
Luke laughed through his good natured smile, and again it struck me how effortless it was for him to go about his life while having ongoing clandestine sex. I suddenly understood Aubrey a bit more, and couldn't help but empathize with her.
Luke stayed long enough to grab some clothes and scarf down the dinner I'd made before heading back over to the apartment he had previously shared with Aubrey, and sure enough, she went into actual labor with their second child not even three days later.
I went and visited them the week after they got home from the hospital.
"His name's Jonah," Luke held the newborn out to me.
He was a big baby, and had a tuft of dark brown hair on the very top of his head. I cradled him for a bit before Aubrey took him to be fed.
"Thanks for bringing over the rest of my shit," Luke nodded toward the duffel bag full of clothing I'd dumped on the floor earlier. "Aubrey and I figured we'd try and work things out, for the kids and all, ya know?"
I told him that I did, but privately, I questioned how long either of them would keep to that commitment, especially Luke. The same issues would eventually resurface, it was only a matter of when, and whether or not Luke would be back on my couch once they did.
-----
It was a while before I saw Luke again. Him and Aubrey were busy with a toddler and a newborn, and when he finally got word of another job not long after the baby was born, work swiftly resumed.
Months passed, and while Luke and I texted off and on, I'd occasionally see his truck parked in the driveway; mostly on game days, but then sporadically once football season was over.
Despite the sting of knowing Luke actively made time to see Myron, even intermittently, it still turned me on to know why.
And even though I'm ashamed to admit, I did once try to sneak down there in an attempt to covertly catch another exhibition of the lewd sex they engaged in.
However, I discovered the outside door to the basement locked, much to both my relief and disappointment, and it occurred to me that while Myron might've been fine letting me spy on them once, the caveat was that he wouldn't allow it again, and I wondered how much of it was because he just enjoyed messing with me.
It took a long time, however, for me to realize that Luke had started spending the night at Myron's on occasion.
It had been purely coincidental that I'd even found out, spotting his truck parked out in the street on a midnight walk when I couldn't sleep.
I got up early the next morning, needing confirmation.
It was a Friday, so I knew Luke would be leaving for work at his usual time, and sure enough, as I peeked out the living room window that overlooked Myron's yard, the first drips of light just starting to appear on the horizon, the back door opened and Luke stepped out onto the porch in his work clothes.
I practically shook with forlorn arousal.
Myron followed right behind in his underwear and wife beater. They talked for a second before Luke climbed the steps and headed off down the driveway in the direction of his truck.
Myron stood at the top of the steps and watched him go, and when Luke was out of sight, he glanced up toward the window I was staring out.
The older man grinned at me as I froze. He grabbed his crotch suggestively and laughed before I pulled away from the blinds, my face flushed from embarrassment, but that did nothing to temper my erection.
When Luke didn't return that evening, I figured Aubrey had probably just kicked him out for the night like she sometimes did, but knowing Luke had chosen to spend it at Myron's, and that it was so the two of them could have sex, still hurt a bit in spite of how erotic I found it.
Meanwhile, Myron started dropping not-so-subtle remarks about Luke, taunting me about the sex they had. I could tell he enjoyed rubbing it in my face, especially knowing how much it aroused me, much to my chagrin.
I debated whether or not to renew my lease as summer approached. Any other apartment would be more expensive to rent, but I didn't know if I could take another year of living adjacent Myron knowing he and Luke fucked periodically, and that the older man would consistently boast about it.
However, much to my surprise, the decision was made for me when Myron sent an email stating that my lease would not be renewed, and that I would have to vacate the property by the date of its current expiration.
I admit it caught off guard. I'd never done anything to be considered a bad tenant, and figured Myron enjoyed messing with me enough that he'd be, at the very least, indifferent if I decided to stay.
However, it was weeks later when his decision started to make sense.
I'd spent Sunday morning and most of the afternoon looking for new apartments, move out day being just a couple weeks away, and arrived home feeling relieved to have finally found a new place only to unexpectedly pull in behind Luke's truck.
I climbed out of my car to see him digging around in the backseat and felt confused. He was never over during the day, not since moving back in with Aubray at least.
"Hey," I called tentatively.
"What's up, buddy?" Luke stood straight as he smiled at me. "Long time, no see."
"Yeah, it's been a minute. How've you been?"
"Okay, busy with work and the kids and shit. Plus, Aubrey and I kinda split again."
"Really?" I raised my eyebrows, although I wasn't really that surprised.
If anything, I'd expected it to happen much sooner.
"Yeah, just wasn't really working, you know? And..." he wavered for a second, "I, uh, was sort of fooling around with this other chick."
Luke scratched the back of his neck while smiling sheepishly.
There it is, I thought dryly.
"Well," I began, "I'm sure once she calms down, you guys will sort things out again."
"Nah, I think it's for good this time. Like actually."
"Yeah?" Now I really was surprised.
"Yup," Luke pulled a heavy looking duffel bag out and slammed the door of the truck shut.
"So..." I glanced at it, my confusion deepening. "Sorry, did you need a place to stay, or..."
"Oh no," he interrupted, "I'm actually gonna be crashing with Myron."
I felt the blood drain from my face. "What?"
"Just for a bit, until I get my own place, you know? I figured since he has a spare room that I wouldn't have to crowd your apartment again.
My mouth felt dry as I spoke, "Oh, you weren't crowding me, and I'd be fine with you staying again-"
"Ash," he interrupted, a serious look on his face, "you let me stay with you over a month and didn't charge me a cent. I can't ask you to do that again."
"Well yeah, but you're working now, so-"
"Even still," Luke shook his head, a small smile on his face, "I would just be in the way. You're moving soon, right?"
"Yeah," I silently cursed Myron, who'd no doubt told him.
"So you're gonna be packing up all your shit soon, which means your apartment will be a mess without all my shit taking up extra space. Plus, what happens once you're gone?"
He had me there, and knew it too.
"Well," I began after a moment, "I guess you're right."
"Don't worry, buddy," he slung the duffel bag over his shoulder and smiled at me, "we'll hang out before you go, and then I can come see your new place once you're settled."
I just nodded, and when Luke left to drop his stuff off inside, I watched as he climbed the porch steps and disappeared through the back door, having graduated from the basement to the main house.
-----
It was hectic in the two weeks leading up to when I moved out. Most of my free time was spent steadily organizing and packing, although there were a couple nights when Luke made good on his promise and came up to hang out.
Time had made it easier for me to be around him without feeling awkward or nervous about his furtive relationship with Myron.
Still, now that the two of them were living together, even temporarily, I imagined they had to be fucking quite a bit.
The day before I was set to leave, Myron came by mid-afternoon to inspect my apartment. It was a Saturday, and Luke was with his kids.
Myron ambled around, inspecting every nook and cranny, navigating between all the stacked boxes waiting to be loaded onto the moving truck the next morning.
"Welp," he'd said after thirty minutes of squinting at cupboards and crown molding, "looks like you really took care of the place."
I nodded and began to turn away before Myron continued, "Won't have to do anything before Luke moves in here."
What he'd said made me freeze, and after a moment, I turned back to find my soon to be ex-landlord grinning triumphantly at me.


"What? You think I wanted this place for some other random kid to live in?"
His laughter came straight from the depths of his gut.
"I- but," I sputtered, "He never-"
"Oh, he doesn't know yet," Myron waved me off. "I haven't suggested it to him. Figured I'd give it a week or two after you leave before floating the idea. Don't see how he'd say no, not with how little I plan on charging him. Gonna need as much cash as possible to help out with those kids."
I stood there as the puzzle pieces began to fit together, and his seemingly abrupt and inscrutable decision not to renew my lease finally started making sense.
Myron noticed the comprehension written across my face, "It's a good idea, isn't it?"
I looked at him as he explained it to me.
"Luke gets a cheap place of his own, one for his kids to visit and where he can bring back any girl he wants to fuck, and I get to have that ass of his on standby to use whenever I feel like."
I shuddered as his words sunk in, and Myron took the opportunity to press on.
"Don't get me wrong," he held up a hand, "I love having him around my house. I've fucked him more in the last couple weeks than I have anyone else in the last few years."
My hard cock throbbed inside my shorts, and Myron took a step forward, his voice deepening.
"He comes through that door every evening after work and bends over just so I can pry those thick asscheeks apart and lick the sweat from between them."
My breathing had grown heavy, and I could feel the hardon I was sporting pressing hard against the fabric of my clothes.
"He loves the way I tongue his hairy hole," Myron told me. "Sometimes I'll eat him out for an hour while he's fully clothed, his dirty jeans pulled down just enough for me to shove my face into his ass while he kneels on the couch, only stopping once he's begging me to fuck him."
I shuddered again and closed my eyes for a second, unable to stop myself from picturing it.
"I- I don't understand, how... how did you...?"
"What? Manage to fuck him? Ha!"
There was genuine hilarity on Myron's face.
"It wasn't hard. What, did you think I'm the first feller he ever gave it up to? Please, that boy's been flashing his ass around since he was a teenager. Only to older men though. Never gotten railed by someone under 50 before. Seems he has a penchant for old cock."
Myron shrugged.
"Not that I'm complaining, although I would've loved to have been the first to break him in. Ain't nothing like cracking a boy's anal cherry. Still, think I've got him pretty hooked on my hog."
He reached down and grabbed his junk.
"Been trying to convince him to invite over one or two of the men from work that've already tapped his ass, let us take turns on him, maybe even get a spit roast going."
Myron winked conspiratorially, and I felt my eyes widen at the knowledge that some of the guys on the construction crew had also fucked Luke.
He really was always chasing his next nut.
"Shame you won't be around to witness it, though," Myron sauntered past me.
His chuckle was abruptly cut off by the slam of the door as he exited.
-----
Early the next morning, with everything I owned chugging away in the back of the moving truck, I got ready to head to my new place.
Luke stood before me in just a pair of athletic shorts that hung low at the waist and looked loose enough that I wondered if he had any underwear on beneath.
"Take care, buddy, and hey, after you unpack a little, I'll bring over some beer and the two of us can christen the new place."
He leaned in to give me a one armed hug, and I smelled sweat and something else on him, something faint and musky, and I realized that it was Myron. I smelled Myron on him.
I suppressed a shudder as he pulled away, and realized from the fresh layer of perspiration on his body that the two of them had stopped whatever it was they were in the middle of doing so Luke could come say goodbye.
I glanced over at the older man, who stood on the back porch in his underwear watching us.
"Yeah, that'll be great," I smiled thinly at Luke.
I climbed into the car as Luke made his way up onto the porch, and when I made it to the end of the driveway, I couldn't help but look in the rear view mirror one final time, and the last thing I saw before turning onto the street was Myron leading Luke back inside, a groping hand clutching his ass as they disappeared indoors.
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Eli pulled his car up to the curb outside the small ranch house and parked. Heat from the late afternoon sun enveloped him as he got out. It was a perfect June day, not a cloud in the sky.
He strolled up the driveway, avoiding the weeds that grew out of various cracks in that pavement. The front door of the house opened and out stepped his friend Danny's mom, who quickly shut the door behind her, not bothering to lock it once she spotted Eli heading up the driveway.
"Hello, Eli," she greeted him in a tired voice.
Mrs. Hatchet was only forty years old, but fifteen years of working two jobs as a single mother who smoked a pack a day made her look much older.
"Hi, Mrs. Hatchet," he gave her a small wave. "How are you?"
Mrs. Hatchet let out a small, weary sigh, "I'm okay as can be."
"You mean as okay as Danny will let you be?"
She let out a short, bitter laugh, "Yeah, you could say that."
Eli quickly scanned the yard, noting the overgrown grass that probably hadn't been cut in several weeks, and felt a twinge of sympathy. He wondered what else had been neglected since Danny's been out of commission.
"You know, I could give your lawn a quick mow one of these days if that would help any?"
For the first time in a while, a genuine smile appeared on Mrs. Hatchet's hardened face, albeit a small one.
"That would, actually. Thank you, Eli."
"It's not a problem," he shrugged casually.
"You know, you've always been my favorite of all Danny's friends."
"Aw, don't say that. You've known Kyle and Ryan for a lot longer than me."
"Well for as long as Danny has known them, they certainly haven't been around that much to check up on him."
"I, uh, haven't exactly been around the last couple of weeks either," Eli scratched the back of his neck, averting his gaze.
"You were out of town though, right? That's what Danny said."
"Yeah, I was visiting my grandparents with my brother and sisters."
"And you still found the time to call every other day."
"There wasn't much to do at my grandparent's house," he demurred shyly.
"Well, even so. It's more than any of the others have done. I've barely seen them since Danny got home from the hospital."
"Speaking of, how's he been doing?"
"He's fine. You know Danny, he doesn't care about the injury itself so much as that it prevents him from doing what he wants."
"Yeah, he mentioned he was going a little stir crazy the last time I talked to him."
"A little? Ha!"
Eli smiled, "That bad, huh?"
"Don't get me started," she held up a hand. "Anyway, I should be going. My shift starts soon."
"Danny in his room?"
"Mhm, same place he's been all month."
Mrs. Hatchet began walking toward the old, beat up Chevy that was parked in the driveway, "I'll have to take you up on your offer to mow our lawn soon."
"Anytime, Mrs. Hatchet."
They waved at each other as she got in her car and drove away.
Eli turned and walked the rest of the way to the front door before slipping inside.
Danny's house was built sometime in the early 70s and the interior looked like it hadn't been updated since, from the shag carpet to the wood paneled walls.
Eli kicked off his shoes before heading down the hallway to Danny's room, stopping outside the closed door. He could hear muffled voices from the TV on the other side and gave a quick knock before poking his head inside.
"Danny?" he asked hesitantly.
"Oh thank God!"
Danny Hatchet was laying on the rumpled, messy sheets of his unmade bed, wearing nothing but a pair of green plaid boxers and two fully sized blue casts on each arm.
"Hey, buddy," Eli couldn't help but grin at the aggrieved look on Danny's face.
"Don't give me that 'Hey, buddy' nice guy shit. Where the fuck have you been? You said you'd come over at noon!"
Eli shrugged, "I had to unpack."
He pushed the rest of the way in and shut the door so as not to block the TV.
Danny's bedroom was small and dimly lit. The curtains were drawn to keep out as much sunlight as possible since his mom kept the AC at balmy 78 degrees throughout the day. Dirty clothes littered the floor and the entire room possessed the thick, musky odor of sweaty teen boy.
"It took you that long to unpack?"
Danny sat up and threw his legs over the side of the bed as Eli approached.
"Well, you know, all the clothes were dirty and I had to wash them."
"Yeah, yeah," Danny dismissed. "You had to be a good boy and get all your chores done before you'd be allowed to go out and play."
Eli smirked as he plopped down beside Danny. They always teased him for his prim and proper upbringing but he didn't mind. Truthfully, it made him feel a part of the group, especially considering that they all ragged on each other from time to time.
"If you knew then why'd you ask?" Eli teased back.
Danny gave him the side eye, "Don't start with me."
Eli laughed, "Damn, you've really been going nuts, huh?"
"Of course I have," Danny threw his casts up in frustration. "I've been stuck here cooking in this god damn oven the last three weeks!"
Normally, Danny didn't mind that his mom kept it so warm in their house to try and keep the electric bill low during the summer. He was usually able to escape to a friend's house or somewhere in public to cool off. But not this year.
"It is kinda hot in here," Eli tugged on the collar of his shirt.
Close up, he could see Danny's trim body was coated in a fine sheen of perspiration.
"No shit!"
"Your mom won't let you turn up the AC, even a little?"
"Psh, no. She's already bitching about the cost of the medical bills, so I'm surprised she didn't crank that shit up to 85."
"I mean, can you really blame her?"
"No," Danny sniffed.
Danny had the misfortune of breaking both of his arms the day after graduation, ensuring that he'd be stuck with two casts for the first six weeks of summer.
"Still though," he continued, "she has to know how hard it's been being stuck here all day. I can't skate or play video games or go swimming. I can't even drive to watch anyone else do those things! Argh!"
He flopped back onto the bed in frustration, and Eli mocked him by doing the same, prompting Danny to tell him to fuck off.
"Where have the rest of the guys been?"
The two of them laid side by side, legs dangling off the bed.
"At the skate park probably, or shit, just fucking around at Kyle's place, who knows."
"Damn," Eli muttered, turning his head toward Danny. "Sucks that they haven't been around much."
Danny scoffed, the puff of air blowing his long, dark hair aside.
He turned to meet Eli's gaze, "Can you blame them? Who'd want to hang out in Satan's asshole with a cripple."
"Temporary cripple."
"Yeah, yeah," Danny rolled his blue eyes.
Eli noted the dark peach fuzz along his upper lip was more distinct so close.
"Well, buck up, son," Eli thumped Danny on the stomach, forcing an oomph from him. "You're halfway through it."
"Easy for you to say, asshole," Danny attempted to whack Eli with one of his casts but he dodged it easily. "You've been living it up at your grandparent's lake house the last two weeks."
"It's not that big a lake, more like a puddle, really."
"Dude, shut up!" Danny sat back up but he was smiling at Eli's stupid joke. "How was that by the way?"
Eli hoisted himself up and shrugged, "It was okay. My sisters weren't as annoying as usual but my grandpa bitched about Barack Obama the whole time."
"Who?"
"The black guy running for President."
"Oh, right."
"Honestly, I kinda wished I was here instead. I missed hanging out with you guys."
"Really? I couldn't possibly relate," Danny deadpanned, making Eli laugh.
***
Eli first became friends with Danny and his crew junior year after his family moved to town. Having grown up going to Catholic school his whole life, Eli had convinced his parents to send him to public school the final two years of high school.
The large, suburban institution was drastically different from the private school he'd come from, and the already shy Eli struggled to make friends. About a month into the semester, he decided to go to the local skate park, and was surprised by how many kids were there.
Having picked up the hobby in middle school, Eli was only okay, but most of the other kids had been skating for a lot longer and were much better, especially Danny.
Eli considered him to be the best skater among all of them, not really because of his technical skill, but because of how much he pushed himself. He was always taking risks, somehow having the confidence to try what a lot of the others, including Eli himself, were hesitant to. Sometimes he failed but a lot of times he succeeded, and when he did, it was that much more impressive.
Eli had been in awe of him. He still kinda was. Watching Danny take the risks he did without hesitation inspired him to improve his skills, and after several weeks of practice, he succeeded in landing a backside flip.
He'd rolled to a stop, dirty blonde hair plastered across his sweaty forehead, amped from adrenaline and success, when Danny skated up beside him.
"Good shit, dude!" He held out a closed fist, taking Eli by surprise.
Even though Danny had a gregarious personality, something Eli had observed over the previous weeks, they had yet to speak to one another.
"Thanks," Eli smiled shyly at him and knocked their knuckles together.
"Seriously, you nailed that shit. You've been busting your ass the last few weeks trying to get it down."
Eli felt himself flush in response and looked away, hoping Danny thought it was from the heat and exertion.
"I only started skating a few years ago," Eli murmured, "so I've been trying to work on getting better."
"I can tell. You go to Hutton, right?"
Eli nodded.
"I think I've seen you around."
Actually, they both had first lunch together, and Eli had noticed Danny eating with his friends in the quad on more than one occasion, but he wasn't going to say that.
"It's actually my first year there. My family just moved to town."
"Yeah? Well there's fuck else to do around here, so you can definitely get some more practice in, that's for sure."
"Looks like I'm gonna need it to try and get on your level."
By this point, the rest of Danny's crew had ambled over to form a wide circle.
"Nah," one of them, Kyle, interjected, "you just need to be brain dead enough to attempt half the stupid shit Danny has."
Danny smirked at him in response, "Sorry I'm not a pussy like the rest of you."
He turned back toward Eli, "Hopefully you have enough balls to at least try to keep up with me, unlike these dipshits."
It was more than just a tactful invitation to join them, it was also a subtle challenge from Danny himself, and Eli suddenly felt emboldened, drawn in by the provoking glint in Danny's eye and the confident smile on his face.
His chest swelled as he straightened up and met Danny's gaze head on, "Well, I guess you'll just have to find out then."
Eli watched Danny's smirk morph into a wide, approving grin before he turned to look at the other guys.
"See, boys? That's the kind of attitude the rest of you need."
He looked toward Eli again and they both smiled at one another, each seemingly understanding the other already.
***
Danny and Eli's laughter filled the small bedroom. It was just after eleven, and the singular source of light, the glow from the TV, illuminated both boys sitting side by side on Danny's bed in just their boxers.
After agreeing to spend the night, Eli had decided to strip down and forgo his clothes if was going to continue baking inside of Danny's poorly ventilated room for the proceeding twelve hours.
"Can't believe you managed to last this long," Danny had mocked when Eli stood up to wrestle his shirt off. "You get overheated just walking out to the car."
"Bite me," Eli retorted, tossing his slightly damp mesh shorts right onto Danny's face.
"Oh fuck, ew," Danny squirmed and thrashed in panic until he was free, leaving Eli doubled over in laughter. "Fucking hell!"
Eli then belly flopped onto the bed, making it bounce so hard that Danny nearly fell off.
"Prick," he slapped Eli on his ass.
"Ow, that hurt, fucker!"
He'd rubbed the spot on his cheek where Danny's palm had made contact and then flipped him off before rolling over to playfully knock his shoulder into the other boy.
Eli had spent many nights at Danny's house since they'd met, the two friends often staying up late to play video games, watch movies, or just simply talk. They burped and farted without shame, play wrestled often, and even drifted off side by side in Danny's bed on more than one occasion, sometimes waking up sprawled over one another.
The truth was that both boys were inherently comfortable around each other, and though neither had ever really acknowledged it, Eli knew they were closer than any of their other friends were, even though they'd all known Danny far longer than he had.
"Okay, Knocked Up or Superbad?" Eli had asked after they'd finished jabbing and slapping each other.
"Mmmm, let's start with Superbad."
They'd then spent several hours rewatching some of their favorite movies, laughing, making stupid jokes, and jostling each other only in the way that teenage boys really did.
When it had gotten dark out, Eli ordered them a pizza, a kindness on his part as Danny's mom hadn't splurged on take out since the hospital bill had left her pursestrings tightened, and the empty box currently sat on dresser beside the TV.
Their fits of dumb giggling were frequent and near continuous, largely due to the bottle of cheap whiskey they were sharing.
"Man, this shit sucks," Eli laughed, taking a swig.
"Hey, free is free. Gimme some more."
Danny tilted his head back as Eli brought the bottle to his mouth and slowly tipped alcohol in.
Squeezed together on the small twin sized bed, their lean, sweaty bodies were in constant contact with each other; hips pressed together, bare, hairy legs frequently brushed up against one another. Danny even had one cast covered arm stretched out on the pillow behind Eli's head, his fingertips just barely grazing the skin of the other boy's shoulder.
"Kyle's a G for hooking you up though."
"Yeah," Danny coughed, whiskey burning his throat. "He called it my medicine, said it to help get through six weeks of this bullshit."
He held up an arm, the bulgy cast ugly and frayed on the edges in some places already.
"And it's taken you until now to crack it open?"
Eli swallowed more whiskey, already feeling a strong buzz from the alcohol.
"Well it's no fucking fun drinking alone."
"Yeah, I'm sure needing someone to pour your shit for you had nothing to do with it either," Eli wryly stated, reaching over with the bottle again.
"Hey, you have to be useful for something at least."
But when Danny parted his lips to accept another drink, Eli tipped the bottle a bit further, flooding Danny's mouth with more whiskey than he was expecting.
A coughing fit ensued as Danny spat and choked on the liquor, making Eli snicker in amusement.
"You bitch," Danny grumbled between coughs, whiskey dribbling down his chin. "Now I'm all sticky and shit."
"At least you smell a bit better, you greaseball."
"Hey, fuck you," Danny laughed. "You'd be greasy too if you had to shower with these things on."
He kneed Eli in the thigh, prompting the other boy to drive his thumb in Danny's side in response. It quickly escalated, both boys laughing and yelling while they grappled with each other, Danny attempting to kick and leglock Eli while the other fought him off with his free hand, eventually pinning Danny down to sit on his chest, both knees on either side of him.
Eli leaned forward and shot a devious grin down at Danny, who struggled beneath the weight of his friend, unable to use either his arms or legs to dislodge him.
"At least I'm useful for something, right?"
Eli slowly tipped the bottle over, letting a light dribble of brown liquid spill onto Danny's lips and face.
"Fucking asshole," Danny was caught between laughing and trying to swallow the stream of liquor, most of it just spilling down his chest and around his mouth.
Chuckling, Eli sat up, ceasing the onslaught, watching as Danny continued coughing for several moments, his warm body still struggling beneath him.
"Way to waste the whiskey, prick," Danny spat.
But from the way he grinned up at him, Eli knew Danny didn't really care about the liquor.
Eli made a dramatic show of leaning in close to take several overexaggerated sniffs, his face only inches away from Danny's.
"Smells like it wasn't a waste to me," his shit eating grin caused Danny to buck his hips in an attempt to throw his friend off.
But Eli just laughed and unseated himself, plopping down beside a slightly sticky Danny.
For a few moments, both boys just laid next to each other, breaths heavy from exertion, until Danny blurted out, "You lousy dick."
That sent them both into another round of gut wrenching laughter, each curling up into the other as their stomachs tightened and heaved repeatedly.
Eventually, their laughter slowly abated, leaving sore abdomens and a euphoric tingling in their brains.
They both found themselves sprawled out on their backs in the small bed, Eli's head resting against the crook of Danny's neck, one leg gently overlaying his.
They were silent, their breathing the only other sound besides Pineapple Express playing on the TV. Lying close together as they were, Eli caught the faintest whiff of Danny's underarm, surprisingly not an altogether unpleasant smell; just a simple mixture of teen boy sweat and Danny himself.
After several minutes of complacent lazing, Eli heard Danny smack his lips together, "I really need to get the taste of this shitty whiskey out of my mouth."
They both laughed and Eli sat up.
"You got any snacks?"
"Psh, no," Danny scoffed. "My mom hasn't bought anything good in weeks."
"Lemme go see what I can find."
Eli hoisted himself up, swaying slightly as the alcohol hit him.
"Shit," he chuckled.
"You good?" Danny asked.
"Yeah, guess I'm a little drunker than I thought."
"That shitty fucking whiskey really did the trick."
After digging around in the kitchen, Eli returned a short while later with a bowl full of grapes.
"Best I could do," he plopped down next to Danny, who'd sat up again.
"Well I guess it's better than nothing."
Danny gave a sideways glance, pointedly watching Eli pull some grapes off the stem to pop into his mouth.
Eli eyed his friend and paused, "What? You want me to fucking feed you too?"
"You helped me eat the pizza. Why not the grapes?"
Eli rolled his eyes.
"Come on," Danny insisted with a cockeyed grin. "Feed me some grapes like the Egyptians used to do."
"That was the Romans, dipshit."
"Either way, I'm god-like enough to be fed like an emperor or a pharaoh," came his cocky retort.
He propped both arms up on either side of him, shut his eyes, leaned back, and opened his mouth in expectation, a small, teasing smile tugging at the edges of his lips.
Eli smirked as he lifted the grapes by the stem and held it over Danny's face, but instead of gently lowering it so that a single one entered his open mouth, Eli let the entire bunch crash down over his friend's lips and tongue.
There was a gurgle at the back of Danny's throat as he protested the invasion of his mouth, and he grimaced while trying to turn his face away.
"I said feed me, not teabag me," Danny complained once he was free to speak.
Eli laughed, and began lowering and lifting the grapes onto Danny's face over and over, as if he were teabagging him.
"Fuck off, asshole," Danny laughed.
"Shouldn't have been so cocky, you dick," Eli taunted.


Eventually Eli dropped the grapes back into the bowl. He pulled one loose and held it up between his thumb and forefinger.
"Here."
He arced it toward Danny's mouth but missed, the grape bouncing off his nose instead.
"Dude," Danny deadpanned, "did you forget how shit you are at beer pong?"
"True," Eli murmured, looking away.
He peeled off another grape and held it gingerly between his fingers again, then carefully brought it to Danny's mouth.
Once Eli was close enough though, Danny snapped his jaw like a piranha, snatching the grape between his teeth and nearly nicking one of the fingers clutching it.
"Careful, you fuck," Eli laughed, shaking his hand.
Danny grinned at him as he chewed the grape messily.
"I'm gonna shove it down your throat if you try that shit again," warned a bemused Eli.
Danny just continued to smirk as he was cautiously fed another grape, each boy watching the other through glassy eyes and with goofy grins as it slipped smoothly between his lips.
But when Eli went to feed Danny another, the brash teenager attempted to playfully nip at him again, managing to capture his forefinger instead of the grape, which fell away.
Eli let out a small yelp, his finger nestled softly between Danny's teeth. Instead of letting him go, however, Danny closed his lips around Eli's fingertip and began to teasingly suckle.
Eli felt the hair on his arms rise from the goosebumps that bloomed along his skin as Danny gently sucked on the end of his finger.
"Mmmm, pizza grease," Danny joked in a muffled voice, laughing when Eli yanked his finger away.
"Weirdo," the teenager held his hand to his chest, beneath which he could feel his heart beating just a bit heavier.
"Too slow, as usual," mocked Danny.
Eli flung the fallen grape at the side of his head and rolled away, the other boy laughing.
By then, the credits of Pineapple Express were rolling, so Eli took the opportunity to rise and switch out the DVD, tactfully keeping his back turned to hide the slight tent in his boxers.
"What else you feel like watching?" he asked.
"I dunno, you pick something."
Eli sifted through the piles of DVD cases haphazardly stacked on top of the dresser, pausing when he came across one that made him snort with laughter.
"Damn, dude, can't even bother to hide how much of a perv you are, huh?"
Danny squinted at the case Eli held up, laughing when he saw the X rated cover.
"Shit, I forgot that was even there."
Eli read off the back of the case, "Raw Dog Productions presents the triple X triple threat of Busty Beach Blondies, Mommy's Night In, and Horny Housewives Anonymous, a limited edition special."
He cackled, "Why the fuck do you have this?"
"Fucking Kyle, dude."
"No way."
"True shit," Danny nodded. "He brought it with the whiskey. Said it was my entertainment during solitary."
"He's fucking crazy. Where did he even get this from?"
"You know that skeezy sex shop on Church Street?"
"The one next to the massage parlor?"
"Yup, that one."
"I can't believe he went in there," Eli flipped the case over to study the front.
"You should put it on."
Eli let out an incredulous snort, "What?"
"Play that shit, dude. It'll be funny as fuck."
"You're crazy if you think I'm gonna sit here and watch porn with you," Eli laughed at the absurdity of it, but turned away, feeling suddenly nervous.
"Oh, come on. It's just some shitty porn movie. Don't be such a pussy."
Eli felt the heat of Danny's gaze on his bare back, but it was the subtle, provoking tone the teenager had used that made him pause.
He slowly turned his head to find the other boy smirking at him from across the room, a familiar challenging glint in his eyes.
Eli swallowed hard, his stomach fluttering as he looked down to consider the front cover of the case, and felt a faint tug deep in his groin.
"Yeah, sure," he spoke in a forced casual tone, "whatever."
Ignoring Danny's snort, Eli quickly switched out the DVDs and hit play before returning to the bed, studiously avoiding eye contact.
Eli shifted nervously beside his friend, but Danny appeared not at all uncomfortable as the first of three porn movies began, both legs splayed out in front of him, one arm draped across the top of the pillow Eli leaned against.
Busty Beach Blondies was exactly what one would expect from bad porn. Three women, each with various shades of cheaply dyed blonde hair, lounged around an obviously fake beach in the skimpiest bikinis before being joined by two speedo clad lifeguards that seemed just a tad too old to be college aged as they claimed.
Sexy time quickly ensued.
Danny had been right, it was a shitty porn movie, a stupid one at that, and Eli probably would've found the video funny if he hadn't been utterly terrified of the raging hardon he had while sitting next to his friend as they watched it together.
The room was silent except for the fake, over exaggerated grunts and moans coming from the screen. Eli's eyes were trained directly on the TV, his body rigid after crossing his arms and hunkering down to try and minimize the obvious tent in his boxers.
The thud of his heart was loud in Eli's ears, and his face was pink with bright heat, yet he hadn't been so turned on in a long time. It was a special kind of arousal, a hormonal concoction exclusive to teenagers, equal parts frightening, awkward, and exhilarating, lined with raw and taboo undertones.
If Danny hadn't started to squirm beside him, Eli might have never taken his eyes off the TV, but movement out the corner of his eye drew Eli's gaze, and he glanced sideways, his eyes going round once he did.
Danny's hard cock was tenting obscenely from the front of his boxers, so much so that Eli couldn't help but gape.
It was so large and heavy that not only could he clearly make out the outline of Danny's cockhead straining against the thin fabric of his cheap underwear, it actually lifted the worn waistband enough to reveal the convergence of his dark happy trail and the top of what appeared to be a thick patch of unruly pubic hair.
Staring at his friend's cloth-covered erection reminded Eli of a similar occurrence several months prior when he'd, once again, spent the night at Danny's.
***
The two boys had fallen asleep together while watching a movie in the twin sized bed, and when Eli had jolted awake at the crack of dawn, he'd slowly shifted around and stretched, only to freeze after glancing at his friend.
Danny was flat on his back still asleep, his limbs casually splayed out, and the covers had been pulled down slightly, half revealing the top of his tented boxers.
When Eli spotted the small wet spot on the front of Danny's underwear, he felt his own morning wood throb in response, and quickly turned away in fear.
He'd been too amped with hormonal adrenaline to fall back asleep, and when his hardon refused to subside, Eli had quietly slipped from the bed to take care of the problem in the adjacent bathroom, returning a short while later to find Danny still sleeping, his back to him as the other boy faced the wall.
Eli carefully slid back under the covers and found the warmth from Danny's body enticing after being exposed to the cold of the early March morning, so much so that he'd felt the urge to fit himself into the shape of his friend's back.
Instead, he'd shoved the thought aside and faced away too, falling asleep not long after.
But when Eli had woken up again a few hours later, the late winter sunlight pouring through cracks in the blinds, it was Danny who he'd discovered curled softly against him, chest pressed lightly into his back, one hand resting loosely along his hip.
His friend's warm breath against the nape of his neck had been the final harbinger of the strange feelings that stirred inside Eli, feelings he didn't quite understand but that still scared him, as they went beyond the simple bond of close male friendship.
***
"Goddamn."
Danny's frustrated, breathy mumbling snapped Eli back out of his trance. His friend writhed restlessly beside him, erection visibly throbbing inside the underwear containing it.
Eli ripped his gaze away, and focused back on the screen.
"You good?" he asked awkwardly.
"No," Danny chuckled. "I haven't been able to jerk it in so long that even this shitty porn movie is enough to get me fucking going."
"Yeah, that shit must suck," Eli said after a moment.
"Fucking right it does. I tried to get Jessica to come by to help me out or something but she wasn't having any of that shit."
Eli felt the smallest twinge of jealousy at the mention of Danny's ex-girlfriend. They'd dated most of senior year, right up until she'd caught him texting another girl the day before prom and promptly dumped him, much to Eli's unexpected satisfaction.
"Oh yeah?" Eli's voice was hollow.
"Yeah," Danny snickered.
He turned his head to smirk at Eli, "Women right?"
Eli glanced hesitantly over at his friend, smiling shyly in response before refocusing on the TV.
They didn't speak for the next several minutes, but it felt like much longer to Eli as both teenagers sat watching the poorly produced porno with vigorous erections.
Danny continued to fidget beside him, letting out the occasional frustrated tsk or grunt, until he blurted out, "Fuck, dude," in an irked voice.
"Are you really that horny?" Eli dared to ask him.
"No," Danny spat, adding a beat later, "well yeah. But its the fucking waistband of these crappy boxers. They keep cutting into me."
Eli's eyes were immediately drawn to Danny's erection as it curved upward toward his stomach, lodging the tip just under the plastic band that circled the top of his underwear.
There was a beat of silence as Eli stared at Danny's hardon writhing beneath the fabric, trying to figure out how to respond, when the other boy spoke again, his words coming out in an agitated rush.
"Just... fuck, can you just, like, lift it up for me?"
Eli felt his eyes widen as he stared at his friend in astonishment.
"What?" he breathed.
Danny huffed, an uncomfortable, almost painful, look on his face.
"The waistband," he clarified impatiently. "Lift the waistband up so it doesn't slice my tip off. I've already been circumcised once, I don't need to do it again."
Eli hesitated, glancing back down at Danny's huge cock straining against his underwear.
"Dude, come on," Danny urged in a pleading voice. "I'm dying here."
Holding his breath, Eli quickly reached down, pinched the waistband of Danny's boxers between two fingers, and lifted it up.
He felt brief resistance as Danny's large member fought the fabric pulling against it, but after a second, his dick snapped free and came crashing down onto his flat stomach with the heavy slap of thick, rigid flesh.
"Ugh," Danny let out a relieved sigh. "Thank God."
Eli stared at the large cock emerging from the shadows of Danny's hairy crotch. It throbbed against the teen's flat stomach, clear liquid drooling from the tip. He swallowed heavily, then gently let the waistband fall back into place, leaving only the fat, mushroom head and the first inch or so of shaft sticking out the top.
"Jesus, that feels better," Danny sighed again. "Thanks, dude."
Eli offered a weak smile as he turned back toward the TV. His heart was racing, and his own member ached with the need for relief. He fought the urge to keep looking at Danny's hard cock, to watch it throb and spill precum that would pool along his friend's smooth, taut abdomen.
When Danny began to shift and squirm again a few minutes later, Eli quickly glanced down once more, drinking in the sight of his friend's stiff pole sticking out and pulsating repeatedly.
"Still bothering you?" he asked carefully, eyes back on the screen
"Yeah," Danny admitted in a slightly strained tone. "Not as bad as before, but it's still uncomfortable as hell."
He exhaled loudly, shifting back and forth continuously in an effort to seek relief.
"Fuck it," Danny asserted in an exasperated tone, "you're just gonna have to take it out for me."
A flood of adrenaline left Eli dizzy and his fingers numb, his heart seeming to stop altogether as he gawked at his friend.
"Y-you want me to..."
"Take it out," Danny finished. "Through the fly. Or it's gonna keep hurting me."
Eli stared at him, dry mouthed, frozen, and unable to speak.
"Come on," the other boy insisted. "It's half out already."
Eli followed Danny's gaze down to his cock, inhaling nervously at the way it poked out from the waistband, all red and angry, practically glaring back at him.
"Just do it real quick, okay?" Danny encouraged as Eli continued to ogle his friend's half hidden meat. "I can't take the fucking plastic biting into me like this."
An anxious thrill roiled Eli, gnawing at his overactive nerves and making him tremble. He swallowed, steeling himself to gently lift his hand, and forcing it steady once he did.
Time seemed to stand still as Eli carefully reached towards the front of Danny's boxers. He fumbled nervously with the button, his fingertips stumbling against the underside of Danny's shaft as he struggled to get the fly open.
Then, all at once, the button slipped smoothly through the slit, revealing a sliver of his friend's manhood through the open fly, and Eli slipped his fingers inside to grip the warm, hard cock yearning to break free of its tight confinement.
Both boys gasped when Eli wrapped his hand around Danny's hardon. He tried swiftly to pry it loose, but encountered some initial resistance while attempting to wrangle such a large cock through the small opening, however the cheap fabric eventually gave way to Danny's monster, gradually unfurling from inside his boxers.
Eli gaped at his friend's engorged member as it came into view. Rising up from the wild public hair that spilled out with it, Danny's cock was big and warm, the flesh soft but the muscle firm underneath, and when he felt it throb within his grip, Eli instinctively began to stroke the other boy's shaft ever so slightly.
An astounded, slack jawed Danny stared in disbelief at the hand gently moving up and down the length of his member. His gaze darted to his best friend's face, and seeing the mesmerized look there, as if Eli wasn't completely aware of what he was doing, Danny quickly refocused on the handjob that was just starting to unfold.
The teenager's breath came out in short, shallow gasps, his large cock pulsing and throbbing inside of Eli's hand, desperate for greater stimulation.
When Danny began to gently flex his hips, sliding more of his shaft up Eli's descending fist, the other boy froze in apprehension, suddenly cognizant of what was taking place.
"No, no, keep going," Danny whispered, and squeezed Eli's shoulder in encouragement.
He kept lightly thrusting his hard, sweaty cock up inside Eli's grasp, urging him on, and for several long seconds, the shell shocked boy just stared at his best friend's stiff pole gliding through his closed fist before he resumed his movements, steadily pumping the large shaft with purpose.
"Oh, yeah," Danny murmured excitedly.
He ceased his hip thrusts, letting Eli take over, the other boy finally giving in and jacking him off unencumbered.
"Fuck, dude," Danny watched Eli stroke him, "yeah, just like that."
Eli stared in wrapped attention as he jerked his best friend off, his own hardon raging in response, thrashing within the confines of his boxers while he tugged on Danny's hog.
It flared repeatedly inside Eli's hand, leaking a steady dribble of clear, sticky precum that he smeared up and down Danny's shaft and caused his own palm to become slick with teen boy juice.
"God damn," Danny whispered. "That feels so good, dude."
He began to caress Eli's shoulder, sending goosebumps racing along his friend's skin. Both boys were silent except for their heavy breathing. Side by side, one reaching over to pleasure the other, they crossed the line of friendship, moving into uncharted sexual territory that the two of them were nervous but keen to explore.
"Take yours out too," Danny told Eli.
The boy glanced over at his friend, who stared back at him with a look of unfiltered lust, and quickly began to undo the button of his own fly with his free hand.
Danny took the opportunity to scooch closer and press his body completely into Eli's, slinging one leg over his so that their thighs overlapped and their calves were interlaid.
The intimacy of the gesture sent a bolt of lightning through Eli, who relished the feel of his friend's lean, young body against his own, and when he finally freed the aching hardon between his legs, he immediately began masturbating.
The two friends alternated between panting and sighing as Eli grew accustomed to jerking them both off at the same time. He started at an unhurried pace, pumping his shaft and Danny's with a moderate tempo that allowed each teen to enjoy the feeling of his tight fist attentively milking them.
"Oh, fuck yeah," Danny muttered.
He closed eyes and gently rolled his hips, fucking Eli's soft stroking hand.
The other teenager glanced over and drank in the sigh of his friend. Eyes shut, mouth open, tight body glistening with sweat. Danny was all he saw, heard, and smelled. Pleasure was etched into his face, low, sultry moans escaped from between his lips, and a sharp, distinct musk wafted up from his warm, damp pits.
Eli was consumed with desire for his best friend, and he began jerking faster, overwhelmed with the gratification of getting the other teen off.
Feeling the faster pace, Danny groaned and opened his eyes to look at his friend. The porn was all but forgotten as they stared at one another, lost in the erotic stupor of masturbating together.
Their breaths came out in heated huffs and choked groans, sweat from each of their bodies co-mingled as they rubbed up against one another, and precum oozed from both boy's tips to dribble onto Eli's fingers.
Each watched the other's hard cock being pumped by Eli, both his hands rapidly moving up and down their rigid shafts, trying desperately to draw fresh teen boy cum from the pair of full, hairy balls hanging below each of them.
Eli lifted his eyes up to Danny's face, finally letting himself embrace how attractive he found him, when the other boy met his gaze.
They held lustful eye contact as Eli continued jerking them both, their faces a scant few inches apart, so close that each could feel the other's hot breath on their skin.
Danny's eyes lowered to his friend's lips for several moments, and when he lifted them back up to Eli's again, the two teenagers held each other's gazes for only a second before hurriedly leaning in, their mouths crashing together in a fiery, passionate kiss.
Eli had only ever kissed a couple girls before, and kissing Danny was completely different. The previous times had been awkward and stilted, as if something were off, but Eli hadn't been able to pinpoint exactly what it was. He'd nervously chalked it up to inexperience, but at that moment, with his best friend's lips locked onto his, the stark realization of why kissing those girls had felt odd was obvious to him.
Both boys moaned into one another's open mouths as lips fought and tongues touched. Their kissing was heated, sexual, and just a little sloppy, but performed with a lustful yearning to taste and explore each other, which is exactly what they did.
Danny and Eli lapped at each other's mouths, their lips molded together while two tongues thrust forward in search of contact, writhing sensuously as they flicked and intertwined.
The two best friends fed their hunger for one another through enthusiastic, unrestrained open mouthed tongue kisses and a strenuous jerking of both their cocks, coming closer and closer to erupting together.


So fervently making out with one another just turned them on even more, and their moans escalated into barely controlled whines and heated sexual pants. They were up on the cusp of individual, simultaneous orgasms, and the two best friends felt the forceful tightening deep in their loins grow and grow, making their already stiff cocks even more rigid, almost painfully so.
"Oh fuck, Eli," Danny gasped, breaking their kiss. "I'm gonna cum, dude. Make me cum."
Eli felt a surge in his own hardon at Danny's words, excited to be on the verge of shooting his load with his best friend.
Danny pressed their sweaty foreheads together, muttering repeatedly in an increasingly strained, sultry voice, "I'm about to cum. I'm about to cum."
Eli couldn't restrain himself, he leaned back in and kissed his friend again, wanting to feel their tongues interlocked as they blew their wads together. Danny let out a strangled moan, but immediately kissed Eli back.
That pushed them both over the edge. Danny's cock erupted a second before Eli'd did, the two friends groaning into one another's mouths as they shot their loads all over themselves. Thick, white cum spurted all over their stomachs as the teen boys writhed and twitched on the bed, that's how strong their orgasms were.
For Eli, it was the most pleasure he'd ever felt before, as it was new and unfamiliar, but also utterly aligning with what he always imagined sexual activity with a girl would feel like. Except it was instead occurring with his best friend.
Several long, near delirious moments passed as their orgasms enveloped both boys in sheer bliss. Their lips were still locked together and their tongues remained intertwined, but the kissing had stilled when Eli and Danny started cumming, their short circuiting brains preventing them from focusing on anything but the euphoria coursing through them.
But as they passed their peak and their orgasms began to subside, slowly dwindling in size and power, Eli and Danny regained enough of their senses to resume kissing, except now it had evolved into the type of soft, sensual kisses that only lovers shared.
As Eli coaxed the last dribbles of cum from their softening cocks, they broke their kiss to just rest their foreheads together, basking in the afterglow of their first sexual experience together.
Eli gently released them both and placed a trembling hand along his friend's waist. Both boys remained still, the tension slowly leaving their bodies while they caught their breath. The sharp scent of freshly spilled teen boy cream filled Eli's nostrils along with the sweat from their tight, young bodies.
Despite his earlier apprehension, Eli felt surprisingly at ease with what had just transpired, doubt and anxiety about messing around with his best friend being kept at bay by Danny's equally relaxed demeanor.
Eventually, their eyes drifted open, and the two friends looked at each other and smiled softly.
"Always making me do all the damn work," Eli said, making them both laugh and dispelling any tension that might've developed.
"Well, one of us has to," Danny playfully nudged Eli with one of his casts, but then coaxed the other boy closer. "Besides, isn't that what friends are for?"
Eli snickered as he rested his head gently on Danny's shoulder, "Yeah... friends."
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Alexius pulled back the hood of his mantle and turned a steady gaze outward. From atop his mount in the small clearing, dense, untouched forest stretched endlessly across the low-lying hills below, galloping toward the faint glimmer of color on the horizon that was just beginning to paint the early morning sky.
A light fog slithered between the dark, wide tree trunks that towered higher than any man made structure he had ever seen, casting an unbroken shadow over all who dared walk amongst them.
In these simple, brief, and all too infrequent moments, it was easy for Alexius to become lost in admiring the beauty of the untamed land he had become entrenched in. But he knew all too well that there was a danger in forgetting what beauty could often conceal.
The sound of someone politely clearing their throat brought Alexius back to himself.
"The men are saddled and prepared to advance, Your Grace," came the quiet, deepthroated voice.
Alexius did not turn, merely continued to scrutinize the sprawling wild in front of him, and it was only once the stretch of ensuing, one sided silence began to border on incivility that he finally spoke.
"Thank you, Cletos. We will march shortly."
He did not need to turn his head to know that the captain simply bowed his head in deferential acknowledgement and resigned himself to idle nearby while awaiting Alexius' initiative.
After more than thirty faithful years in his father's service, Cletos remained as stalwart as a mere foot soldier despite his elevated rank, and for all the knowledge and experience of warfare the older man had accumulated during that time, he unflinchingly conceded leadership to the young prince solely because it had been dutifully commanded of him.
Alexius allowed himself one last moment to stare back at the looming expanse before he picked up the reins and urged his mount forward.
Behind him, the order was given, clear and emphatic, and the sounds of marching soldiers and striding cavalry joined the soft clomps of his own steed to form a single, cohesive chorus.
As they steadily approached the black mouth leading back into the forest, Alexius was unable to keep the tension from seeping into the muscles of his shoulder blades despite his fixed posture. He held a breath as the trees enveloped them again, exhaling a soft, white cloud after several long paces.
The difference in light and temperature was notable and immediate. A sharp chill crested over his olive skin, prompting Alexius to pull the blood red velvet of his cloak tighter around himself; the heavy crunch of frostbitten grass underfoot filled the air as they plodded on.
Although the rising sun brought some relief from the previous night's lingering bite, it was not substantive, and Cletos guided his mount closer to share his suspicions that they would soon see the first flurries that signaled winter's impending arrival.
"How long before we can expect snowfall?"
"As soon as tonight, Your Grace." Cletos gazed up at the slow gathering clouds, visible only through small breaks in the overhanging branches. "I do not expect it will be heavy, but it does portend how rapidly the seasonal change is settling upon us."
Alexius grunted a response.
Winter's tendrils were already forming a tentative grip on the region, and despite heeding the forewarning that it would set in much earlier this far north, he had been dismayed to find traces of the notoriously bleak cold appearing sooner than anticipated.
"They told us we would have more time."
Cletos bowed in agreement. "Indeed, Your Grace. But winter has chosen to show herself prematurely, it seems."
Alexius shook his head. This was yet another unforeseen complication in a campaign already besieged by one hardship after another, protracting their presence in the feral northern lands by a number of weeks that they simply did not possess.
"We must reach the next outpost by tomorrow then. Any longer and we risk becoming trapped here in this frozen misery until spring thaws us out."
Cletos turned his eyes toward his liege's offspring, "Would you have us quicken our pace?"
There was a brief, silent moment of weighted consideration.
"No," Alexius forced through the hard set of his jaw. "Our current momentum should carry us there by nightfall tomorrow, if we maintain it."
"As you wish, Your Grace," Cletos nodded in tacit concurrence and fell back once more.
What had remained unspoken between them was that neither wished to chance a greater speed in the hopes of arriving sooner, not when their company remained so imperiled that every man kept a watchful eye on their baleful surroundings.
More than once in the preceding days, Alexius had brooded over how much of an ordeal this had all become. It was supposed to have been a simple task: ride north with a contingent of soldiers to quash the savage tribesmen plaquing their outposts and trade routes.
They had set out from the southern capital, leaving behind the warm, sun-drenched peninsula to carve a direct path through the sweeping central plains and cross the mighty Ulger River into the northernmost territory of their vast, far-reaching kingdom.
Since then, however, nothing had occurred as it ought. The savages had proven to be unusually elusive, which ran contrary to the reports they had received as well as what little intelligence they possessed of the various tribes that dwelled within the foothills of the Almaic Mountains just beyond their borders.
The northern savages were prone to sporadic bursts of aggressive offensives, have been since Alexius' grandsire, Ionnus the Revered, drove them from the banks of the Ulger, which for many years had served a dual purpose as a natural boundary marking the edge of their realm and a formidable barrier keeping the feral tribesmen at bay; that is until Ionnus captured complete and total control of the river itself.
In the decades that followed, fortified outposts were constructed at regular intervals along both the northern and southern shores, ensuring the steady, safe passage of goods and crops along the east to west flowing river.
But the diminutive settlements that had sprung up alongside these outposts were the ideal mark for infrequent raids, typically dealt with by the small garrison of each individual outpost. However, occasional intervention by the crown remained necessary whenever a batch of particularly unruly savages became impossible for the stationed soldiers to effectively handle, which was how Alexius had found himself dispatched to a remote corner of his homeland.
Since arriving, though, all attempts to shatter the band of tribesmen had been frustrated by their uncharacteristic evasiveness. The savages always met battle directly, shunning retreat as an act of cowardice, even if it meant utter destruction; or so he had been told.
But rather than a single, decisive battle to settle the matter, Alexius had found himself pursuing the tribesman with troops at his back, hurriedly chasing their path of destruction in a fruitless attempt to catch them at the rear and force a confrontation.
Instead, the northerners managed to remain just out of reach, striking settlements with lightning precision before slipping from the company's grasping fingertips each time, leaving Alexius increasingly vexed. Their voyage beyond the Ulger should have lasted no more than a fortnight, yet it had easily surpassed that twicefold, and even more grating was that the tribesmen appeared to be taunting them as well.
It had begun with petty theft: a sack or two of provisions, a quiver of arrows, all taken in the dead of night while they slept. Then one morning, they awoke to several missing horses, silently unhitched and led away without stirring a single soul.
Alexius had chafed at the gall of their actions, and ordered a patrol of guards to keep watch during the night, but ultimately thought the minor thievery trivial, at least until it wasn't.
He still could not parse exactly what had jolted him from slumber; natural instinct, a faint rustle of some sort, or another unknowable phenomenon entirely. But Alexius was unable to forget the unease coiled tightly within the depths of his bowels as he stared unblinkingly into the black of his tent, a tight grip on the small blade he slept with, struggling to determine if the wind he heard had knocked the flap loose.
An indeterminable amount of time passed where the sole sound other than the occasional shuffle of a far off guard was the tent cloth fluttering gently in the wind.
It was only once the disquiet had finally begun to settle that a low-lying shadow moved from a darkened corner opposite his pallet.
Alexius went rigid, a sharp breath caught in his throat as the vague outline of the massive shadow scurried soundlessly along the ground to nimbly slip between the loosened flaps.
The only indication that his frayed nerves were not deceiving him was when he caught a momentary glimpse of pale blue eyes staring back intently, scarcely visibly in the dim moonlight outside the entrance.
Then the figure they belonged to promptly vanished into the night.
Alexius blinked once, then was across the tent, sword in hand, shouting for the guards in spite of the remote cognizance that his reaction was futile.
He felt too ashamed to admit what had occurred, that one of the savages had managed to breach the security of his own quarters while he slept; and to the soldiers, he dismissed his subsequent behavior as an overreaction to a perceived intrusion into their camp.
However, he doubled the guards on patrol for good measure, and delivered a stern warning of consequence if any were found to be derelict in their duty.
Alexius deemed these actions sufficiently appropriate, reasoning to himself that nothing of consequence had truly taken place; he remained uninjured, his weapons chest secured, papers undisturbed.
It was only later in the morning that Alexius discovered the signet ring bearing his family's royal seal missing from the middle finger of his right hand, leaving the fledgling leader shaken for the first time thus far during the campaign.
That the enemy had been so near, and himself so vulnerable, made Alexius shudder when he recalled that night.
But he refused to concede any setback, and remained stubbornly determined to fulfill the obligation incumbent upon him. He would not return to his father a failure, not after spending the first months of his twenty-first year imploring the king for an opportunity to prove himself as a man worthy of one day leading their people.
His pleas had initially been rebuffed, brusquely dismissed with vague promises of the future, until Alexius found himself abruptly summoned to a late-night council with his father and younger half-brother.
"It's been nigh on a decade since those foul beasts have raised their ugly heads," the king spat bitterly. "Now when my attention is required elsewhere do they force our hand."
He'd flung a piece of parchment across the wide oak table, and a quick scan of its content had revealed the alarming extent to which the northerners had been conducting their attacks.
It was not the first of such reports they had received as of late, although it was by far the most damning. Until that night, the king had been recalcitrant in adhering to the garrison's repeated requests for aid against the tribesmen, preferring to concentrate on wresting back control of the southern isles from their adversaries across the sea.
But after multiple vessels had been sunk along the Ulger, threatening their commercial trade routes, the king had finally been compelled to respond.
"What do you require of me?" Alexius remained passively attentive under his father's hard, probing gaze, having already deduced the king's intentions with shrewd foresight.
"The northerners are a divided, petulant lot, who squabble amongst each other nearly as often as they do with us." The edge coloring his voice revealed the depth of the king's wroth, a rarity for a man who seldom lost control of his temperament. "Take a force and ride north to remind those worthless savages what it means to subsist under the yoke of a superior, civilized people."
"Even you can manage that, brother."
Alexius deigned to glance toward his sibling, who carried himself with the youthful hubris of a warrior all too aware of how exceptional his skill with a sword was.
"That's enough from you, Antinius," came the king's curt retort, "or you'll find yourself leading troops in his stead while he accompanies me south."
Their father's terse rebuke was enough to further silence his second son, although a smirk lingered on the youth's lips, and Alexius faced the king once more, expression resolute.
"I will not fail you, father."
The king grunted his dismissal, and Alexius strode from the chamber, leaving his father to watch the retreating figure of his eldest son as dancing light from the roaring hearth flickered against his bronze skin and silver beard.
Like all heirs of great conquerors, Magnus had spent his kingship attempting to retain the many holdings his late father had labored so strenuously to acquire, and after a month spent beyond the Ulger, with the first signs of winter nipping at their necks, Alexius allowed himself the rare indulgence of questioning his father's decision to delay so long in providing aid, robbing them of additional time they could have made great made use of.
So when the attack came on the third day following the nocturnal trespass into his tent, Alexius risked an opportunity to finally put an end to their exasperating plight and return home.
It was just after dawn; the men were breaking down camp in preparation for the day's march when a cry rang out just before the volley of arrows rained upon them.
Screams arose, most in alarm but some in agony, and when the horse beside him fell from an arrow through the neck, his own mount reared in panic, nearly throwing Alexius from its back.
Years of experience in the saddle kept him astride as the animal frantically kicked and bucked, and Alexius retained enough of his wits to leap from atop the riled beast at the correct moment, crashing to the ground in a deft roll.
Head over heel he tumbled, arms braced, frame constricted, until his momentum slowed and he found himself crouched at the edge of the tree-line.
Alexius jumped to his feet, head swinging to and fro in assessment of the threat, only to be met with pandemonium and confusion but no enemy.
As promptly as it began, the ranged attack had ceased, and the expectant onslaught of northern warriors did not materialize, leaving Alexius to canvass his surroundings with heavy, perturbed suspicion.
It was owed to his heightened state of vigilance that he somehow managed to glimpse the figure shifting artfully amongst the shrubbery nearby.
Alexius whirled to face the savage emerging from beneath the underbrush, where he had unmistakably been lying in wait, and with a shock of comprehension, the young prince understood that the seemingly arbitrary flurry of violence had not been an assault but rather an ambush, precisely executed with his capture or harm in mind.
Remembering how close he'd come to being thrown from his mount gave rise to the hair on Alexius' arms.
The tribesman crouched low to the ground, forming a wide stance with long, powerful legs. He was a large beast of a man, bearing no armor and scant coverings, a commonality amongst the northerners, who fought fearless of injury; the sole garment cloaking his entire body was a simple loin cloth, crudely stitched together from asymmetrical fur pelts to form a loose skirt that reached mid-thigh.
A thick tangle of long, flaxen hair shrouded the man's face until he slowly raised his head, revealing to Alexius the very same pale blue eyes that had been in his tent three nights prior.
He tensed, let out a curse, and instinctively reached for his sword, only to recall that it remained stowed in the saddle of his mount. Alexius swore again, louder and with a tone that carried a vein of aggravation, bringing a barely perceptible smile to the savage's lips.
White, hot fury kindled his being, and Alexius drew the dagger he kept strapped to the outside of his calf.
Surprise registered across the savage's face before swiftly reverting back to a smile that was not only broader than the first but appeared to lend the impression of implicit approval, and he shuffled toward Alexius to meet his challenge.
The men circled one another in appraisal; two predators seeking a weakness that would turn an enemy into prey.
Alexius moved with the unyielding, upright posture and guarded side-steps of a well-trained soldier, while the savage loped about in a barefooted, graceful dance that was as peculiar as it was beguiling, his stooped, limber strides a sharp contrast to the massive frame he possessed.
The clamor of scrambling troops behind them did nothing to break his concentration, although Alexius was keenly aware of how precarious a position he was in: alone with the tribesman at the edge of the imposing forest, separated from his men.
Yet he remained alert, blade at the ready, scrutinizing the opponent before him.
Thin, swirling patterns of blue ink marked arms thick from years of strenuous labor. Crisscrossing battle scars were faintly visible against the pale skin of his solid torso. Black charcoal encircled each eye, starkly diverging from the white war paint that masked the remainder of his face.
The young prince's gaze flickered successively from one detail to another, fast-flowing vigor driving rapid eye movement, but when an obscure motion between the northerner's robust thighs inadvertently drew his attention, Alexius was stunned to glimpse what appeared to be a considerable appendage swaying heavily amidst the intermittent gaps of the savage's skirt.
It was momentary, the way he'd gawked at the other man's seemingly prodigious groin, lasting no longer than several heartbeats.
However, when Alexius tore his gaze away to look the savage dead in the eyes once more, he was chilled to discover the man's smile had taken on a menacing quality as he reached a hand between his furs, extracted his manhood, and openly brandished it at him.
The sight of the savage brazenly exposing himself roiled Alexius; so aghast he became that it rendered him incapable of averting his gaze from the man provocatively flaunting how well-endowed he truly was, and for what felt to him as an excruciatingly endless period of time, Alexius stared incredulously at the sizeable phallus being waved about in front of him.
Then, crowing faintly in amusement, the tribesman nimbly withdrew into the canopied shadows of the dense woodland, vanishing for the second time since they had first encountered one another.
Alexius returned to his wary, coalescing men with a simmering rage that nullified the logic and reason which typically steered his actions, and after a terse conference with the company's scouts, ordered a full-scale incursion into the forested hills that were home to the northern savages.
Sensing in the young leader the same rare, rancorous resolve his kingly father suffered bouts of, Cletos remained silent; however, his deep skepticism still reflected in the expression he wore, and under conventional circumstances, Alexius would astutely inquire after the captain's sage counsel, yet in his surly state, he plainly disregarded him.
They set off shortly afterward, plunging through the dense growth of the hillside in a wide arcing path toward the next outpost. Their aim was simple: swiftly catch the northerners by surprise where they least expected it, in their own territory.


However, from the moment their diversion commenced, it became apparent how horribly Alexius had erred and the dire situation his rash judgement placed them all in.
It began with the odd straggler; men who lagged behind never caught up. Then, those who wandered too far from camp during the night did not reappear.
In between, the increasingly paranoid soldiers reported the uneasy sense of being watched, although none could procure evidence of the all-seeing eyes tracking their movements.
But it was when their scouts began to go missing that the troop's solicitude grew twofold, bordering on outright panic.
One after another, scouts were sent ahead in reconnaissance simply to never return, no trace of them ever found, as if they'd been swallowed whole by the forest itself.
Alexius was forced to keep the sole remaining scout in close proximity, a necessary measure to ensure a successful navigation out of the foothills, lest they become lost amid the boundless stretch of trees.
They had begun to sleep in shifts, large clusters of watchmen guarding their sleeping brethren. It was during these restive late nights that Alexius cursed himself a fool for allowing his anger to draw them into such peril.
It was also when the memory of his encounter with the savage often found him: crouched low to the ground, brutish body slackened, a single hand revealing the large member stashed beneath his furs, pale blue eyes nearly gleaming with promised mischief.
This unwanted remembrance never failed to evoke the same response in Alexius; his innards would squirm about while an icy prickle scurried across his vertebrae despite layers of warm attire protecting him from the cold night air.
At daybreak, Alexius would shed those lingering sentiments and continue leading his troops with the resilient tenacity bred in him from years under the tutelage of master warriors; and on the penultimate morning before they would finally depart the rolling hills, the prince felt the first fragments of hope pierce the veil of muted fear that had enveloped them.
But when they unexpectedly emerged into a wide, horseshoe shaped clearing alongside an expansive lake, confusion rippled amongst his men.
Cletos was the first to grasp what had occurred, calling out in a voice pinched with alarm, "Your Grace, we've erred too far west. We should retreat back into the forest before..."
It was subtle, the way they appeared at the treeline on opposite ends, their large, scarcely covered bodies and painted faces suddenly visible to every soldier.
The collective intake of breath behind Alexius was the sole indication that all understood what he had; they'd sprung a trap.
During the brief, tense silence that followed, his eyes swept across the savages gathered on either side of their company, and Alexius deduced that there were far too many of them to comprise a single tribe; the variations in how they marked themselves lent support to this conclusion.
But it was the appearance of being outnumbered that struck him with a sinking terror.
Alexius did not dwell on his fear however, because once the deep baritone of a large, wooden horn rang out, he shouted orders and dismounted.
For all their dread and uncertainty, they were still well-trained soldiers, and moved as such, properly arming themselves before methodically arranging into practiced formation.
As the screaming savages thundered in their direction, men pressed in on either side of the young prince; Alexius felt a resolute calm settle in his core, and he stood firm, sword at the ready, helmet pulled down tight against the black curls of his head.
Then the tribesmen were upon them and battle commenced.
It was largely a blur to him, and afterward, Alexius would recall fairly little about the actual fighting itself; just the constant, adrenaline fueled clash of metal on metal, blade upon blade.
But what he would remember, with shocking lucidity, was when a pair of pale blue eyes found his amidst a gap in the haphazardly warring northerners.
Upright, the savage was taller than Alexius had initially perceived him to be. The northmen were typically of lofty height, but this one towered over a good portion of them, rising nearly a head above Alexius himself, who was not considered a slight man.
For a single moment, the battle raging around them faded to a distance, and the two men, savage and prince, held each other's intense gaze; fate, the Gods, or simple happenstance had delivered them to one another anew for what would be a third, conclusive encounter.
Then, in a roaring burst, both charged at the other, rapidly closing the distance between them.
The savage was a formidable opponent, wielding a double-headed axe that clanged loudly against the curved blade of the prince's sword, but Alexius was more than capable of standing his ground.
While the northman possessed a natural strength honed from a life of hardship in his wintery homeland, the broad-shouldered Alexius had cultivated compact, well-defined muscles from the strict, routine drills that formed a core aspect of his training as a lockstep soldier.
It was from this same training that he drew upon while fighting the savage; steady, precise swings of a sword forged for his hands alone met the lithe, heavy arcs of axeheads sharpened from unblemished mountain stone.
Over and over they clashed until Alexius abruptly found his sword caught beneath the heel of the tribesman's axeblade; for a heartbeat, they remained still. Then the savage wrenched the sword from his grasp with such force that it brought Alexius to his knees.
The young prince stared uncomprehendingly at the blade lying out of reach.
He turned his head, seeking a fellow soldier to silently implore for salvation, but everywhere he looked, men were being felled, the ground littered with more of their bodies than the northerner's; at some point, the tide of battle had turned against them, and with raw clarity, Alexius understood that they would lose.
He slowly lifted his head to stare up at the savage. Bare feet planted firmly apart, the man looked down at him with a stern expression, his mighty, sweatslicked chest heaving with every breath.
Alexius stared into the depths of his pale blue eyes, hardened over and inscrutable.
Then, the tribesman raised the axe and swung in a wide arc, and all Alexius knew was darkness.
When he later awoke, the prince initially mistook that same darkness for a condemned afterlife, until a pounding in his head and the muffled din of nearby activity returned his wits to him.
Alexius took a breath to gather himself with cool composure; a cursory self-assessment revealed that he was seated on the ground, stripped of all armor, and bound by the chest to a tree, a burlap sack encasing him from the neck up.
He didn't appear to be lacerated, surmising that the savage had merely knocked him unconscious with the flat of his blade.
It was then that Alexius began to contemplate the situation he was in: the company had been defeated, his soldiers dead or captured like himself, and little to no chance of escape.
Alexius fought the rising panic, breathing deeply to retain his delicate composure. He accepted that there was no action he could take at that moment, and despite the remorse surrounding all that had transpired, the prince was greatly relieved to still possess his life.
So Alexius clung to the faint sliver of hope that he could endure by some means and make the journey home.
He drowsed periodically until a splash of cold water woke him abruptly. The sack was pulled from his head, and Alexius blinked rapidly at the sudden onslaught of daylight, his vision slowly clearing until he stared into the weathered face of a slender, older man.
The stranger stepped back beside one of the tribesmen seated on an upturned crate, large arms crossed over his brawny chest.
With his sight returned, Alexius could see a simple tent had been constructed around him, the thin canvas stretching from a stake lodged into the tree he was bound to.
He eyed both men cautiously until the one who'd removed the sack spoke.
"Are there other armies that will seek your recovery?"
Hearing his own language jolted Alexius. Although intelligible, the man spoke with an accent, and he did not possess the correct size or coloring to be a northman, leaving Alexius to suspect he hailed from their colonies in the marshes out west.
When he did not respond, the man repeated his question. Still, Alexius remained silent, prompting his interrogator to ask more varied queries until he heaved an exhausted sigh.
It was then that the savage spoke, rumbling deeply in his own garbled tongue.
His eyes flitted over to the man, and upon examining him more closely, Alexius was astonished to discover it was his opponent from the battlefield; the very same northerner with whom he'd been so long engaged in a game of cat and mouse now sat before him a completely different man.
His unruly mane of hair had been tied back, exposing the rugged features of a face scrubbed free of paint. He was younger than Alexius expected, perhaps in his thirtieth year or so, and wore leather trousers, a thick, woolen tunic, and sturdy boots in place of the simple loin cloth he fought in.
If not for his eyes, Alexius would have been unable to identify him.
The older man was midway through his reply when Alexius interrupted him.
"What did he say?" He posed the question without looking away from the savage, who stared back with the same expression as when Alexius had knelt before him in defeat.
The slight clenching of his square jaw lent a touch of enmity to what was an otherwise stoic demeanor, and Alexius derided a small pleasure in grating against his enemy's nerves.
The older man remained silent until receiving a slight nod from the savage that he should proceed.
"The chieftain remarked that a captive defeated so handily ought to be more cooperative, especially when they are the son of the Bronze Bear, a most despised enemy."
It was not the thinly veiled insult which caused Alexius to tense, but rather the casual use of his father's sobriquet, and from the slight quirk of the savage's lips, he suspected it had been used intentionally.
"I know not what you speak of. I am merely-"
Alexius went silent when the savage held out a hand and he saw within his open palm the signet ring stolen from him.
For a heartbeat, the prince simply stared at his family's sigil adorning the gold head before he met the northman's inscrutable gaze.
"Do not try to deny your lineage," the older man said, "even without the ring, several of your men have already corroborated your identity."
Alexius gave him a sharp look.
"There are other captives?" He asked after a moment of careful consideration.
"Yes, a dozen were taken alive. They remain shackled for now."
Alexius hung his head. So many men he'd set out with, and only twelve had managed to avoid slaughter. All due to his rash actions.
"What... what will be done with us?"
"That has yet to be established. Chief Euric must confer with the heads of the other two tribes that fought alongside his to determine your fate."
Learning the savage's name drew the prince's eyes back to him, although his demeanor had not wavered.
"Of course," the man continued, "this will not occur until after the ceremonial ritual."
"Ritual?"
"Yes. As primary victor, Chief Euric intends to claim his right of subjugation."
Alexius' eyebrows drew together at the unfamiliar prerogative, and he assumed it was but a mistranslation of the more aptly phrased right of conquest, although Alexius was still unsure how that would be applied in the current context of their situation.
"Until then," the man continued, "it would behoove you to provide the answers we seek."
"So I am mistaken in that you are a northman?"
"No. I am merely in service to Chief Euric and his clan. You may call me Titas."
Alexius was then questioned further, and under the subtle threat of harm to his remaining men, reluctantly gave what was asked of him, although with as little words as he could manage. The savage, Euric, remained impassive and quiet throughout the interrogation, scrutinizing the prince from beneath a heavy brow.
Eventually, both men took their leave of him, seemingly satisfied with the answers they received, leading Alexius to believe they were merely seeking confirmation of knowledge already obtained.
Hours passed, and although imprisoned alone, Alexius was unable to determine the time of day. At one point, he was fed and temporarily freed from his bonds to wash with a bucket of cold water and a coarse brush of horse hair. Afterward, he was given a simple, rough-hewn shift to wear in place of his own clothing; prisoner's garb Alexius noted sourly as he pulled it over his head.
Once more bound to the tree, his headache finally receded, and Alexius pondered what the Gods had in store for him after turning his fate over to the heathen savages.
But what the young prince could not know was that his fate would be determined much sooner than he anticipated.
Night fell, and with it, the temperature. Alexius had come to terms with having to sleep upright and bound, and was attempting just that when several armed men entered his tent, causing him to tense.
They freed him only to bind his wrists together behind his back. The burlap sack was shoved over his head once more, and it was then that Alexius felt the first stirrings of dread over what was occurring.
The men led him from the tent, each roughly gripping a shoulder. A light snow had fallen, and feeling it packed tightly beneath his bare feet, demented laughter bubbled up from within him as Alexius realized that Cletos had been correct in his prediction but had not lived to see it come true.
Alexius tripped and stumbled as the men practically dragged him along at a brisk pace. Finally, they came to a halt, and he stood deathly still until the sack was ripped away and his surroundings came into view.
They were beside the lake, full moon high overhead. A wide, semi-circle of savages surrounded the young prince. Dressed for battle, all silently watched him with expressions of pure malice. At their feet, Alexius was stunned to see his remaining men; twelve soldiers, bound and gagged, forced to kneel in the snow an arms length away from one another.
His eyes flitted from one man's face to the next, halting when he recognized Cletos. There was dried blood on his forehead, but besides that and some early signs of heavy bruising, he appeared free of serious harm.
They maintained eye contact, fear and despair cracking the captain's usually stoic facade.
However, Alexius was unable to linger on the dejection he saw there; one of the men shoved him forward and onto his knees beside a small altar of crudely assembled stone, upon which sat a shallow wooden bowl and his own sword.
Behind the altar, flames from a massive, roaring bonfire snaked high into the night sky, casting long shadows over the fresh snowfall. When Euric stepped out from the darkness beyond the fire's reach, once more attired in his loin cloth and war paint, a sense of foreboding enveloped Alexius.
He recalled Titas' earlier mention of a ceremonial ritual, and for a moment, as Euric approached him, the gleam from his stationary blade seemingly brighter than the moon itself, Alexius envisioned blood sacrifice as his fate to suffer.
His heart began to pound rhythmically and both legs quaked as Euric finally stopped before him. Alexius looked up at his conqueror and saw nothing beyond the mask of paint; only the conviction in his pale blue eyes remained clear.
Then, Euric slipped both thumbs beneath the thin band of leather that strapped the furs to his waist, and with swift movement, pushed it down over his long, muscular legs.
The loin cloth dropped in a heap at the savage's feet, and Alexius was unable to prevent his eyes from growing wide as he came face to face with the obscenity that was Euric's manhood.
Alexius gaped at the grand appendage hanging in his direct line of sight.
Up close, it looked even larger than when the savage had swung it about, drooping languidly as if unable to withstand the weight of its own hefty girth.
The tribesman's member sprouted from wild, untamed hair identical in color to that which grew from his head, and below the shaft hung an equally expansive pair of testicles, covered with the same thick fur that carpeted his groin.
Despite all that was occurring, as well as the raw fear at his core, Alexius felt the scorching bristle of forbidden awe from staring so blatantly at the savage's remarkable manhood.
It took Euric moving away to break his trance-like state, but whatever confusion Alexius may have felt in the aftermath of instinctively admiring the savage's member never came to pass.
Because when Euric scooped a handful of animal fat from the wooden bowl atop the dais to begin applying to his manhood, blood began to slowly drain from the prince's face.
Alexius watched with slow gathering comprehension as Euric purposefully stroked himself to life, his organ steadily hardening until it reached its full extent, jutting out vulgarly from the savage's body to throb in the moonlight.
This can not be, he thought dazedly, they can not be so depraved as this.
Euric's erection shimmered from the lubricant that coated his erection. Bulging veins wound a meandering path from the root of the savage's shaft to the bulbous tip, and the way his entire appendage jolted and pulsed wildly induced the prince's entrails to writhe in a sickeningly familiar fashion.
As the two men began to bind his ankles together, Euric disappeared behind him, and the young prince went as still and quiet as a cornered hare awaiting a circling predator to strike.
Alexius was not even conscious of the breath he'd been holding until the shift was cut from his frame; the blade's fine tip nearly broke skin as it traveled down his spine, and the sudden gnawing of frigid cold on his nude body forced the air from his lungs in a loud gasp.
The cold brought with it the stark truth of his situation, and when he felt the savage take hold of him, Alexius was unable to prevent himself from quietly pleading for reprieve.
"No... please..."
His answer came in the form of Euric's large, calloused hands, slick from animal fat, as they wrestled him to the ground, maneuvering his body until he lay prostrated in the snow.
The power imbalance was flagrant; another man was wielding his remarkable strength to position Alexius for penetration, so he may be used to achieve sexual release.
A bewildering shudder wracked the prince's body, bringing with it fresh alarm as to whether his reaction was owed to the brittle cold or some other, more sinister, cause entirely.
One hand released him while the other took a solid grip of the nape of his neck. On both knees, Euric loomed over him, and Alexius gasped short, shallow breaths when he felt the savage's glans press against his entrance.
For the few, brief moments his body resisted the invading appendage, Alexius was overcome with the shame and humiliation of being mounted and used by another man, a barbaric savage who had outwitted him, defeated him, and now, with the brute strength that made him the superior male, held him forcefully on his knees to be conquered in the most definitive and emasculating manner: by being sodomized in front of the very same men whom he had led against the northman.
Yet, all that occupied Alexius' attention was the faint but unmistakable hum of arousal threading through him.
Then the head of the northerner's mighty phallus broke through his sphincter, shattering any thoughts or sensations other than that of penetration.


Alexius choked on gulps of air as Euric entered him with deliberate ease. Time became a concept while the savage pushed the length of his manhood deep within the young prince.
A strangled cry escaped him, then another; the feeling of being split open by another man's member was utterly overwhelming. His body attempted to fight the unnatural invasion, but the savage's willpower and size were too overpowering, and Alexius felt the depths of himself widen in forced accommodation.
He endured the pain through gritted teeth, oddly grateful that the northerner was entering him little by little rather than in a single, forceful plunge; however, a small part of him knew it was performed not out of kindness but so Alexius could truly feel every fraction of the savage's throbbing monster breaking him open for proper use.
Suddenly, Euric was fully embedded within him, rough pubic hair scratching the delicate skin of his behind, occupying the prince with a brutish presence.
Impaled on the savage's manhood, Alexius gasped and whimpered, unable to fathom how the northerner had managed to fill him so completely.
Euric pushed down on the center of his lower back, forcing Alexius further against the ground while his buttocks remained upturned. He could feel the savage's manhood lodged deep inside of him, a firm and unyielding anchor that his frame was molded around until he formed an arch.
The hand gripping his neck suddenly released him, then began to glide softly down the plane of his back.
The startling juxtaposition of Euric's rough palm gently caressing his tender skin sent shivers dancing across the prince's body, and the muscles clenching the savage's manhood involuntarily eased only to immediately constrict once more.
Alexius felt it more forcefully then, a sharp arousal emanating from deep within his loins. He shuddered as it crested over him, overpowering all else until it receded as swiftly as it arose, leaving Alexius heaving piercing cold air while staring at the snow covered ground in utter dread.
A quiet, ominous chuckle echoed above him as the chieftain slipped his fingers through the prince's short, dark curls and wrenched his head to the side, forcing Alexius to observe their audience as they witnessed the savage violating him.
Alexius looked out at the men staring back; the northerners wore their satisfaction with an infusion of hostility while his brethren could only gape in horror.
Except the pity he saw in the depths of their eyes only served to remind Alexius of the carnal subjugation he was enduring, which they all were bearing witness to, and once more, the young prince quivered, gooseflesh stirring along the skin of his body as it sang with forbidden pleasure.
Then, Euric began to extricate himself from Alexius, his shaft slowly vacating the prince's body until the false hope of liberation preyed on his heart.
But in one swift motion, the savage pushed back inside, sinking into him until the sharp cut of his hips strained against the supple flesh of the prince's backside.
Alexius cried out loudly this time, unable to keep his anguish silent, but the tribeman did not allow for any respite, and with the expulsion of a deep, satisfied breath, began taking him with long, steady strokes.
Over and over, the chieftain's erection forced its way inside of Alexius, his tight, aching muscles straining against the broad, rigid girth claiming him as Euric's.
But the longer Alexius remained mounted on Euric's manhood, the more he began to stretch around its length, acclimating to it, welcoming its presence, because as the discomfort slowly alleviated, so too did the tension within him, and his body responded instinctively, as it had earlier, expanding and contracting around the savage's hardness to send waves of searing, intense pleasure coursing through the young prince.
Alexius drew in a sharp breath at the sudden onslaught of illicit arousal, only to unwittingly release it as a broken, pathetic moan as his body struggled against the erotic stimulation that, to his utter horror, induced him to harden.
"Ngh...," he gasped quietly, "uhh... no... please, no..."
Panicked breaths escaped the young prince as his own moderate member lengthened and grew in response to the savage thrusting into him. The feel of Euric's much larger organ pummeling his insides, fondling his virgin walls, touching the deepest parts of him, awakened within Alexius something he hadn't known existed: the sinful pleasure of being dominated, debased, and ravished by a stronger man.
Shuttering and gasping, Alexius closed his eyes when he felt them begin to slip toward the back of his skull. Arousal roiled him, laying waste to any form of resistance still left in his subdued body and prompting his painfully stiff erection to throb fiercely.
Lightning lit his veins; the tip of Euric's manhood brushed a remote point inside of him that controlled the current of lust, and Alexius derided more sexual gratification from the savage's intractable thrusts than from all the women he'd ever lain with in his twenty-one years of life.
He grunted and bit back the lust-filled moans threatening to burst from his chest, praying to the Gods that the others would remain unaware of the pleasure he was experiencing.
However, when Euric suddenly ceased humping into him and hunched over his bowed frame, a deep foreboding descended upon Alexius.
Euric's long, matted hair fell in a curtain around them as the man's lips brushed against the prince's ear. The hand pressed into the small of his back disappeared beneath Alexius, and he drew in a sudden, jagged breath when he felt the savage pass an open palm along the underside of his rigid shaft.
The northman chortled with the same amused inflection as when he'd exposed himself to Alexius at the edge of the forest, and he had the startling premonition that Euric intended to fulfill the silent oath of mischief he had promised with just a simple look in his pale blue eyes.
Euric dragged his thick tongue across the prince's cheek, grasped a shoulder with one hand and the rope binding his wrists with the other, and swiftly hoisted Alexius off the ground, exposing his erection to their crowd of spectators.
The prince stared ahead in horror. The sole shred of dignity Alexius had managed to cling to was the knowledge that nary a soul could witness his shameful reaction crouched over himself.
But now, with his torso perpendicular to Euric's waist, the savage's thick arms keeping him upright, every man could lay their eyes on his member straining upward with clear and eager arousal from being mounted and used by the brute.
Euric allowed him a single moment to comprehend this while ensuring his grip was secure. Then, he began to vigorously buck into Alexius, flexing his hips with a deft agility that drove his powerful erection to the very center of the prince's being.
The savage rutted away at him, pounding his body with a detached ferocity that brought forth frenzied screams from Alexius, matching the perverse, recurring echoes of bare flesh colliding with bare flesh.
Initially, his erection went unnoticed, cloaked amongst the weaving shadows of the nearby flames, although Alexius was keenly aware of it jostling against the taut muscles of his abdomen, steadily leaking an endless amount of fluid.
But then one of the northman let out a short, gruff guffaw, and extended a hand to direct attention to the excitement between the prince's legs.
The savage called out gleefully in his garbled tongue before joining the cruel laughter that erupted around them.
Alexius smoldered with unbridled humiliation; the indignity of being mocked for relishing the shameful violation of his own body was inexorable, and bore the unfortunate consequence of forcing his erection to throb enthusiastically as a result.
"Ughhh," he cried loudly, arousal bleeding from his groin. "Ohhhh...."
There was no mistaking it now, the distinct edge of pleasure that crept into his howls; it was the final vestige of proof that Alexius possessed a profound adoration for all that embodied his and Euric's beastly fornication: the rough, masculine hands firmly clutching him, his egregious defilement in view of his men and their captors, the powerful inseminator battering his insides, the vicious merriment of those watching, and most significantly, the sickening, disgraceful euphoria he derided from the whole wretched ordeal.
After everything Alexius had accomplished, all the strength and skill he'd painstakingly developed, the relentless training and exercises, his desperate attempt to prove himself a worthy leader, all of it had been shattered by a better, more powerful man, an uncivilized brute, who'd not only bested him strategically and in battle, but had decided to prove that he, and his people by extension, were superior in every way, by dominating and possessing him with ruthless, sexual bondage.
And he loved it; at the core of who he was, Alexius ardently loved it.
So there, under the moonlight, while being ravished by the savage northman, with all watching it unfold, Alexius broke.
Resounding wails flew from his mouth, disgusting him by how much enjoyment he heard in them. Alexius writhed beneath Euric's large hands, and the brute tightened his grip as he drove his manhood into him harder and faster now that he knew with certainty that the prince was rejoicing in it. The savage desired the assurance that his desecration would be as satisfying as possible for Alexius, so their witnesses may recognize how disgraceful of a man their leader was, to derive such pleasure from being taken as a woman was.
And he did. Alexius could not comprehend how much he truly did. The pleasure was white hot and blinding; an imploding star annihilating all else with the intensity of its uncontrollable flare.
"Ahhhhh," he shrieked in exuberance. "Uh, uh, oh Gods, uh, uh, oh Gods, please! I-I can't--"
Another involuntary moan interrupted his aimless pleas, although the only response he received were Euric's barbaric grunts, uttered from the depths of his sturdy chest, in quick and successive order.
In between cries and groans, Alexius threw panicked glances at his surroundings. The savages watched in wrapt attention, their hostility replaced with sinister mirth. A few were openly pleasuring themselves, their hands stuffed between furs or in open trousers, closed fists moving up and down hard shafts, hateful lust gleaming in their eyes.
It planted a thought in his head, that the night would pass with them taking turns on him, and for a moment, Alexius allowed himself to imagine it: one savage after another stepping into Euric's place, rutting away at him like feral animals until they spent themselves inside his body, only to shove him off their deflating members for another to continue the abuse.
The prince shuddered at the prospect, his splintering arousal drawing on the pure shame of knowing how much he would enjoy being passed around like an inexpensive whore in a disreputable pleasure house.
But it was when he caught sight of some of his men, bound at the tribesmen's feet, that he felt true mortification.
Gone was the pity the soldiers had initially gifted him with; in its stead were disgust and revulsion so profound that most could not bring themselves to look directly at him, and Alexius understood just how ashamed they all were of him.
Cletos was one of the few who possessed the resolve to meet his gaze, and in the dark eyes of the captain who'd known him since infancy, who'd helped train him to be an honorable warrior, Alexius saw not just contempt, but a glower that seemingly confirmed what the older man had long suspected: that the king's son and heir was not a man worthy of respect or loyalty or support, because he was not even a man at all.
What Alexius could read so assuredly in the captain's eyes was simultaneously terrifying and exhilarating, and proved to be the final, vile fragment that brought forth his climax.
Alexius moaned deeply, his body quaking with venomous pleasure that fed off the humiliation and degradation he was experiencing, and from the depths of him, the prince felt a tightening in his groin that foretold of a violent, impending orgasm.
It traveled swiftly and mercilessly, and he remained utterly powerless to stop it, tension slowly filling each limb of the prince's body; his feet arched, his toes curled inward, his eyes rolled back, and with a pathetic, boyish whimper, Alexius spilt his seed into the virgin snow beneath him.
His release felt endless, body thrashing in response to the waves of scalding pleasure corrupted his nerves, saliva clinging to one corner of his open mouth.
It was only once there were mere dribbles slowly leaking from his still stiff shaft that the prince's senses returned to him, and the horror of what occurred finally began to set in, although the worst had still yet to occur.
Huffing through gritted teeth, Euric pushed Alexius to the ground until he was lying in the very same snow he had just ejaculated into.
With his cheek to the ground, Alexius was able to glimpse the savage looming above. Steam rose from the powerful muscles of a body warm from exertion, and an ugly sneer marred the chiseled features of his handsome face.
Catching his wide-eyed stare, Euric covered the prince's body with his own and brought their foreheads together, forging intense eye contact. Alexius felt the authority emulating from the savage pressed against him, and behind the determination in those pale blue eyes, he detected a hint of domineering possessiveness that was equally frightening as it was rousing.
The savage snarled as he thrust harshly once, twice, three times, then held completely still, the length of his impressive manhood buried completely inside of Alexius; Euric's roar was strangled as he released inside the prince, whose mouth fell open in a silent scream when the liquid warmth began to pool at the center of his body.
The northman's great chest heaved as he attempted to catch his breath, and the young man beneath him could only stare into the black abyss that swam before his eyes as he was reduced to Euric's broodmare.
Beneath the veil that was his hair, the savage snickered and tauntingly nipped at the earlobe of his conquest.
Slowly, the chieftain extracted himself from Alexius, who could only describe the feeling he experienced in the aftermath of Euric's absence from his body as abject longing.
As the savage rose, fluid slipped from his flaccid member onto the prince's olive skin, and he reached for the sword resting against the dais.
Euric placed a bare foot on Alexius' cheek, thrust his sword into the night sky, and let out a slowly building roar of triumph that the other northmen echoed back.
The savage's naked, sweatslicked torso gleamed under the moonlight as he cried out in victory, and beneath him, filled with his semen, a dismayed Alexius panted heavily as he detached from all sense of awareness, his mind submerging beneath a dull passivity.
At some point, he was dragged from where he lay and returned to confinement within the tent; still bound at the hands and feet, the severed shift carelessly tossed over his nude body, Alexius was left alone to come to terms with what had just occurred and ruminate on his unresolved fate.
Throughout the remainder of the night, he would suffer periodic bouts of uncontrollable tremors, recalling his pleasurable, public defilement with utter disgrace and surges of arousal that continued to linger long after initially ejaculating.
Eventually, exhaustion overcame him, and the degraded prince fell into a restless slumber that lasted until dawn the following morning, when Alexius and his fellow captives were forcibly marched to the opposing end of the lake.
Clad in nothing but a small loin cloth fashioned from torn fragments of his velvet cloak, Alexius was tethered to the rear of Euric's horse as the chieftain led the procession along the shoreline.
Several of the savages had whistled in passing, the meager fabric hardly capable of concealing his faintly twitching manhood, and one even dared a rough swat of his rear end, forcing an excited gasp from the prince's lips.
The subsequent laughter from those nearby brought a stinging heat to his cheeks and molten arousal to his groin.
The sun was just beginning its descent when they finally entered a large encampment that appeared to serve as a base of operations for the northerners.
Alexius was stunned to see women working alongside the men who had remained behind. Their tasks appeared domestic: mending clothing, tending to the food, caring for the wounded.
Nevertheless, their presence was a stark contrast to how his father's army conducted campaigns; a woman's presence would never be tolerated amongst their soldiers.
Expecting a tense reunion with his men, Alexius had his assumptions dashed when he was brought to Euric's tent and unceremoniously suspended from the wooden post holding it aloft.
The nearly naked prince was strung up by the ropes binding his wrists together, allowing him to be displayed in all his disgraceful glory; well-defined body stretched tight, muscles tensed and straining as he stood on his toes.
An ornament of decoration for the savage's private sleeping quarters.
Euric had crossed his thick arms and observed silently as Alexius was hung before him; the inscrutable faćade he wore only cracked once the savage stepped forward and extended a hand to grip the prince's hardness straining beneath the cloth.
Alexius inhaled sharply, Euric's face a finger's length away, pale blue eyes boring into his as the tribesman fondled him.
One corner of his mouth twitched upward, bringing a smug expression to Euric's normally reserved demeanor.
The dark chuckle uttered from the back of the chieftain's throat would go on to echo in the prince's head long after Euric strode from the tent.
As night fell, assorted sounds of a traditional celebration broached the solitary confinement of the canvas: heavy, rapid beats from multiple drums, jubilant shrieks bellowed intermittently, the thundering of numerous feet stomping collectively.
When the festivities drew to a close, the chieftain returned in the company of two women. Ignoring their captive's presence, they proceeded to disrobe and settle amongst the pile of furs that covered Euric's pallet.
Their naked bodies became entwined amidst the high-pitched squeals and deep throated growls of a blossoming orgy, and Alexius felt self-scorn envelop him as he shamefully observed.
The savage's large body writhed smoothly as he took each woman; the slopes of his round buttocks would clench and release with every deft thrust, and the prince's gaze instinctively drew to Euric's imposing manhood as he slid himself between their folds, nearly gaping when his organ reemerged thoroughly coated in feminine arousal.
It was plain how inherently well Euric could pleasure them. The women would clutch and claw at his expansive back or hulking arms, their legs wrapped tightly around him to endure the rapturous euphoria he induced, mewling with an unrestrained passion that was unfamiliar to the prince's ears.
Alexius had never been capable of eliciting such cries from any woman he'd lain with.
Watching Euric mount and have his way with both women served as an acute reminder of the prince's own encounter with the savage, provoking his arousal once more.
After they had spent themselves, all three northerners fell into an exhausted slumber, and when the first traces of hazy light appeared, the women disengaged themselves from Euric's motionless form to make their retreat, waking a dozing Alexius in the process.
He lifted his head in time to see one woman blow a kiss in his direction while the other winked at him.


The prince could not find sleep after, and his gaze settled along Euric's sleeping figure sprawled amongst layers of fur, his brawny back steadily rising and falling with each deep breath.
When he turned over, Alexius inhaled sharply as his engorged member came into view, rising up from between the furs to throb in the early morning light. He disgraced himself further by relishing the savage's erection, his eyes roaming the dense length that led to its round tip glistening with a pearl of fluid.
Despite himself, Alexius was once more overcome with esteem, except now he could sense the desire imbued within his reprehensible idolization.
Alexius was uncertain of how long he spent leering at the savage's appendage, but when he finally glanced up, a bolt of tension struck him as Euric's pale blue eyes met his.
A single, still moment came to pass; then, rising from his pallet, an impudent smile lighting his face, the savage approached the bound prince with languid ease.
Alexius felt his breath quicken at the increasing proximity of the nude, aroused northman, and once Euric stood close enough, the heat of his massive body enveloped Alexius along with the dank scent of the previous night's coupling.
The savage leaned in closely, regarding him with an inquisitive expression that startled Alexius, unaccustomed as he was to the absence of solemnity from Euric's face.
The prince felt his heart strike repeatedly under the chieftain's penetrating stare; Euric was an intimidating man, and Alexius instinctively flinched when he reached a hand to softly trace a thumb over the skin of his cheekbone.
Alexius wore his skepticism plainly as he continued observing the tribesman, who appeared increasingly intrigued the longer he spent scrutinizing the prince, and Alexius uttered a small gasp when Euric cupped his face with an uncharacteristic tenderness; the savage's calloused hand was rough against his smooth cheek, however, Alexius found the sensation unexpectedly pleasing, and unwittingly leaned into the man's touch, much to his chagrin.
His response prompted Euric to place a free hand along the prince's abdomen, slowly guiding his palm up and out, deliberately caressing the firm muscles he found while traversing the chest and arms of his captive, reaping the soft, agitated pants Alexius could not contain.
All the while Euric's intense, contemplative gaze refused to waver, drawing the prince further in; neither man needed to glance down to confirm that Alexius was just as erect as Euric was.
When the brute brushed a thumb over his bottom lip, Alexius parted his mouth to let Euric slip the finger inside, and while staring intently into the savage's eyes, he began to lightly suckle his thumb.
A strong tremor passed through the chieftain, and with abrupt speed, he removed both hands to release the rope holding Alexius aloft, letting the prince fall to his knees before him.
For the second time, Alexius found himself in close range of the savage's compelling erection as it protruded outward.
When he lifted his gaze to meet the northman's, the command Alexius saw there was explicit despite Euric's eyes having hardened over once more.
Several heartbeats passed where the prince pondered the extent of the coercion factoring into their forthcoming deed; his hands remained bound in front of him, and there was no mistaking who held the authority.
However, Alexius could not deny the seeping arousal that urged him to surrender, and despite the lingering fear, he complied, quelling his inner dialogue as he returned his attention to the hardness between Euric's legs.
Then, with a final, careful breath, Alexius shut his eyes and began to explore the savage's manhood with his mouth.
Euric's breathing deepened considerably, and he emitted a gruff yet satisfied grunt while the prince traced the length of his member using only his tongue; Alexius traveled over every bit of him, forging a new acquaintance with the appendage that had despoiled his body not even two nights prior.
He felt Euric's thighs quiver against his cheek when he nestled into the man's hairy testicles, and the powerless prince felt himself sink further into coerced submission as he paid homage to the heavy pouch that held the savage's seed, planting soft kisses along the delicate skin before cleansing him of the salty perspiration that clung so abundantly to his stones.
Then, from the root of his captor's shaft, Alexius followed the bulging veins to the organ's apex, gently lapping at the steadily leaking fluid.
When the prince carefully engulfed a portion of Euric's manhood, the savage let out a strangled growl; as he descended along the mighty phallus, a sinister thought occurred to Alexius, that from then on, the only opportunity he would ever have to taste another woman was when he spent his mornings cleaning them off of Euric's manhood after having lain together the previous night.
The notion brought with it a flood of demeaning arousal that induced Alexius to worship the savage's manhood by fellating him, and from the very depths of his soul, the young prince felt a stark, titillating fear that this was the proper place for him in the world.
Overcome with raging lust, the savage nearly roared as he gripped Alexius roughly by the hair and began to aggressively thrust into his mouth, snarling with pleasure upon hearing him choke and gag on his member.
Then, pushing as far inside of him as he could, Euric broke the prince's fast by feeding him his seed.
Alexius gurgled white attempting to swallow the excessive amount of semen pouring into his mouth. It tasted heavily of salt, the consistency silken and thick, yet altogether it was not unpleasant.
As his climax began to subside, Euric released the patch of hair wound tightly around his fingers, and once more, he cupped the prince's cheek, carefully tilting his head so their gazes met while Alexius nursed his glans for any remaining seed.
Another shudder enveloped the savage, and he abruptly withdrew his manhood from the lips clamped around it. For a brief moment, Alexius registered the ambivalence wavering behind Euric's eyes as the man stared at him while emitting deep, labored breaths.
Then, the chieftain turned away to silently dress before striding from the tent, leaving Alexius tethered to the post for the remainder of the day, with only the sounds of an active encampment to accompany his solitude.
That night, Euric took him for the second time, as he would go on to each night after.
Alexius understood the moment Euric returned, long after sunset, the determined set of his jaw and sharp gleam in his eyes a clear indication of his intentions.
The prince quivered with anxious excitement as the savage swiftly undressed, his throbbing manhood emerging when he began to peel the leather trousers from his legs.
Then, Euric stalked over to him, already breathing heavily, and in short order, the savage had Alexius bent at the waist with both feet planted apart and his wrists secured to the post while he rutted away at him from behind.
The prince was sure his screams could be heard throughout the encampment, loud as they were, and although they had begun in agony, the passage of time saw his distressful cries gradually fade to pleasurable ones.
Each night thereafter, the length of time it took to transform his screams lessened, until they began as they ended, in absolute euphoria.
On the second night that Euric took him, the man did so on his bed of furs, with the prince's wrists bound behind his back. On the fourth night, the bonds were removed entirely, and Alexius held himself aloft as his lustful captor ravished him like an animal in heat.
But it was on the night marking a week since their arrival that something truly significant occurred.
The hour was late, and Euric was inside of him for the second time that evening, having already spent himself once not long prior. He was a lascivious beast, possessing a staggering libido that exhausted Alexius and left his body utterly sore; yet that did not prevent him from enjoying each and every encounter, spilling his seed nearly as often as the savage did and with no stimulation other than Euric's manhood shifting his innards to conform to its shape.
The northman huffed and grunted while his hips slapped relentlessly against the prince's rear end, forcing joyful cries from Alexius, whose head hung low as he crouched on both hands and knees amid the savage's furs.
He had long ago learnt to properly contort his body to better accommodate Euric's appendage, and doing so only made his breeding more pleasurable.
It was just as Alexius began to feel the stirrings of yet another orgasm that Euric abruptly ceased the riotous pounding of his body.
The sudden cessation of motion caught Alexius unaware; however, his eyes began to widen when he felt Euric's thick arms encircle him, pulling him closer to press his chest into the prince's broad, muscular back.
The savage sighed longingly as he nuzzled his face against the younger man beneath him, murmuring lovingly in his ear, voice thick with lustful affection.
Although Alexius did not understand any of what the man spoke, there was no mistaking the passion with which he delivered those sentiments.
When Euric's tongue followed his words into the prince's ear, Alexius let out a shuddering breath at how sensual of a sensation it was.
"Mmmmm," the savage moaned, rough hands caressing the body clutched to him.
A sharp gasp was forced from his lips as Euric righted them; they remained on their knees, moist bodies pressed together, united by the northman's appendage comfortably embedded inside of him.
Euric groaned, placing several soft kisses along the prince's neck while reaching forward to grasp his erection.
The slow, fractured pants Alexius emitted were edged with slight panic; jarred as he was by the abrupt reversal in Euric's behavior, the foreign intimacy thoroughly untethered Alexius, and he began to tremble as Euric stimulated him, gliding a closed fist up and down his throbbing member.
The savage continued to caress his body, releasing the tension constricting the prince's muscles until he began to gradually ease back and settle against Euric's chest.
His captor heaved a gratified sigh, and resumed moving inside of him with slow, deliberate strokes that reached the very depths of his body.
Alexius nearly whimpered when the man's tongue began to taste the skin of his neck, and when the prince's head subsequently lolled to the side, Euric seized the opportunity to nip at his throat, ensuring that small, dark bruises shone by daylight.
Once more, Alexius felt his climax approaching, however it now crawled along at an unhurried pace, swarming him with a numbing arousal that threatened to be his undoing.
Supplanting his ecstatic cries with carnal whines, Euric slowly brought Alexius to his peak by overburdening him with numerous and varied stimuli.
Then, when he was on the cusp of spilling his seed, Euric deftly turned the prince's head and brought their mouths together.
For a single moment, Alexius stilled; astonished and overwhelmed, choking back a groan, he ultimately relented, parting his lips to return the savage's kiss and meet his tongue as it slid inside the prince's mouth.
There was a burst of light behind his eyelids as Aleixus released; so explosive was his orgasm that he remained unaware of Euric finishing within him until the man had extracted himself and began to gently guide Alexius down onto the furs.
Lying on his back, the savage settled the prince atop his chest, encasing him with the same large arms that had initially held his body prostrated on the ground eight days prior.
The northman's tender caresses helped quell his trembling frame while Alexius slowly recovered from such a convulsive emission. His breathing grew less shallow as the warm comfort of Euric's loving embrace lulled him into a tranquil state, and with the savage's protective arms immobilizing him, Alexius drifted toward a peaceful, unbroken slumber.
He dreamt of nothing throughout the remainder of the night, and awoke late the following morning, alone and well rested, more so than at any point since first arriving in the north.
Momentarily perplexed to find himself nude amongst the savage's furs, Alexius attempted to gather his bearings as fragments of the previous night found him.
The realization that he had spent the night in the savage's arms lodged a pit of consternation in the prince's gut, primarily because of how much he had enjoyed it.
His already muddled emotions grew even more complex, however, Alexius was not granted a spare moment to consider them, as a cacophony of increasingly loud voices approached the tent.
Several bickering tribesmen pushed past the flap, entering the savage's sleeping quarters to begin hauling various items away.
Alexius sat up in alarm and attempted to cover himself, although none of the men heeded his presence, moving to and from the tent with swift determination.
When Euric entered moments later, Titas trailing close behind, Alexius grew trepidatious at their approach. The savage was attired for riding, his hair tied back loosely, and he wore the faintest smile across his face.
"What... what has happened?" Alexius asked, wariness touching his voice.
"The men are disassembling camp," Titas answered simply, "as the tribes prepare to part ways."
Alexius gaped uncomprehendingly. "Part ways? I thought..."
"The chieftains counsel concluded early this morning, after an agreement was reached regarding you and your men."
Alexius felt his spine straighten. "They have decided our fate then."
"Yes," Titas nodded. "They have indeed."
"What..."
The prince could not bring himself to pose the question, too fearful of the prospective response. Titas, however, required no prompt.
"Your men are to be released," he spoke plainly, "to the garrison of the nearest outpost."
Relief struck the prince so severely he nearly went limp; however, it only lasted a moment, until he considered the man's words more carefully, and then a cold sweat broke along his lower back.
"My men," Alexius clarified in a hushed voice.
"Yes," Titas looked down at him without remorse. "They have already departed under heavy guard, their journey to freedom well underway."
It felt to Alexius as if the ground were tilting beneath him. If he had been standing, there was a good chance he might have just toppled over.
Slowly, the truth of his circumstances began to take shape, and a foreboding shadow fell across the prince as he put forth one final, definitive question.
"And what is to become of me?" he asked in a carefully guarded voice.
It was then that Euric, who had not moved or spoken since first arriving, knelt beside the pallet.
Alexius nearly recoiled out of pure astonishment; the savage bore a wide grin, his entire face so alight with genuine happiness that the prince was unable to reconcile the jubilant creature before him with the brute he had become familiar with.
Euric reached a hand to cup his chin, and then, gazing directly into his eyes, the savage pronounced the prince's fate with a single, fragmented word.
"CON-CU-BINE!"
His booming voice projected utter delight as he made the declaration in a thick, heavy accent; then he sealed their intertwined fate with a hard kiss on the mouth before beaming at the dazed expression of his new mate.

Epilogue

In the dim, candle lit room, heavy, ragged breathing interspersed with the rapid, recurring claps of flesh slick from exertion.
Two bodies, joined as one, thrashed frenetically atop soiled furs that blanketed the floors. Stagnant air in the tight, enclosed space had taken on the thick, damp odor of protracted, vulgar mating, a profuse perspiration layered amongst freshly spilt semen.
Hoarse, exhausted groans attempting a frenzied escape were stifled by the gag stuffed into the prince's mouth, and a blindfolded Alexius pulled against the restraints chaining him to the wall as he forcefully ejaculated once more, his entire body convulsing with each eruption until he had thoroughly spent himself, although Alexius remained erect as if he had not.
All the while Euric maintained his kinetic pace, pounding him with a perverse energy that did not wane in the slightest; the determination set in his heavy brow mirrored the tight grip he held on Alexius' shoulders, and bespoke of the torrid nature that now existed between them.
Despite having been reduced to a muzzled, fatigued animal, Alexius was utterly aroused, and grew even more titillated when he felt the savage rest an open palm along his lower back, tracing and caressing the pattern of lines comprising Euric's personal emblem that the man had inked beneath his skin, effectively branding Alexius as his property.
"Mine," he growled, "mine. Alexius mine."
Despite the gag, Alexius' muffled groans took on a clear enthusiasm, his member throbbing in response to Euric's words claiming ownership of him.
Over and over the savage asserted sovereignty over his concubine's body, deriving an intense pleasure from seeing the sigil embodying his identity and authority permanently etched into the prince's skin.
He began to thrust harder, driving his engorged member into Alexius with a revived ferocity.
Seeking to escalate their mating, the savage removed the gag from his mouth and brought a large hand down against the concubine's backside, forcing delirious screams out of him as Euric administered a harsh spanking that reddened his upturned cheeks.
This brought the chieftain to his peak, and when he felt the man wrench his head to the side, Alexius instinctively opened his mouth and met Euric's approaching tongue with his own, flicking against it until the savage united their lips. Their tongues intertwined to writhe passionately while the northman emptied himself of seed.
Their feverish kiss waned as Euric's orgasm drew to a close, and with a fluidity acquired over numerous nights acting out a similar sequence of events, the savage extracted himself before deftly freeing Alexius from his manacles and blindfold, settling him amongst the furs in a loving embrace.
Euric sighed heavily, expended yet content, although Alexius knew this was merely an interlude to what would be a long night of frequent, intensive coupling.
The small room was warm, nearly oppressively so, however, the heavy shutters would remain securely battened until morning, when the storm raging outside ceased depositing ample amounts of snow.
Yet, neither Euric nor Alexius were displeased by this, as both enjoyed the pervading stench of their strenuous rutting.
As Alexius laid against the savage's chest, he inhaled the ripe odor emanating from Euric's moist underarms, and was accosted by the sudden craving to taste the clumps of hair saturated with salty perspiration, although he knew Euric wished to swelter for as long as possible before allowing Alexius the privilege of bathing him.
The savage softly stroked his back while they nestled together, occasionally pressing a gentle kiss against his forehead in between cooing adoringly; the meaning of the words themselves was lost on Alexius, as it usually was, but not the enamored emotion with which the northman spoke.
It was startling, the ease with which Euric oscillated between domineering and compassionate, rough and tender, brutal and affectionate; he made love to Alexius nearly as often as he ravished him.
On those nights, Alexius would lie on his back while Euric crawled between his legs to mount him. He'd envelop the savage, locking his thighs around the man's waist, clinging to the back of his neck, and only once they were anchored to one another would Euric proceed to make slow, sensual love to him.


Their lovemaking was passionate, surreal, and as equally pleasurable as when Euric took Alexius forcefully.
The northman would gaze down at him, his pale blue eyes a liquid pool of adoration, while delicately cradling the concubine's face between both rough hands.
"Beautiful," the savage would whisper in a trembling, awestruck voice. "So beautiful. Euric love."
The chieftain repeatedly professed his ardent love for Alexius between doting kisses, and as he neared his peak, he'd wrap a hand around the prince's stiff member, inducing Alexius to pant and whine from erotic stimulation; their individual orgasms would arrive simultaneously, as one, before they fell into each other's arm, much as they had moments prior.
And it was within the confines of the savage's devoting embrace that Alexius ruminated, as he often did, on how drastic of a change he had undergone, how the tattered remains of his former identity had been steadily chipped away by each and every night spent with Euric, until he ultimately parted with the final vestiges of who he had once been to be reborn as the savage's eager and willing concubine.
It had been effortless in the end, to relinquish himself to Euric, mind, body, and spirit; stripped of the strenuous burdens and lofty expectations hoisted upon him since birth, Alexius had become thoroughly ensconced in his new existence as the savage's mate, which began the day the tribe returned home.
Contrasting their trek along the shores of the lake, Alexius had donned northern attire procured from a similarly sized tribesman, and when their departure became imminent, the savage had him saddled atop his mount rather than tethered to its rear.
Settling behind him for the journey, Euric's arms snaked around his waist to grip the reins, and the man became an immovable mountain at his back.
The chieftain remained mostly silent, exhibiting his characteristic placid composure, although he would nuzzle Alexius on occasion, pressing a kiss into the back of his neck or along his check, and if the prince ever glanced behind him, Euric would ease his demeanor just enough to divulge an affectionate smile.
In the evenings, the clan would halt their procession to assemble a rudimentary camp; individual mats were arranged in long rows beneath raised tarps that sheltered them from the elements.
Euric would take him before they slept, amidst the other northmen preparing to bed down for the night. The savages possessed no modesty, and their coupling drew neither scrutiny nor attention, with the exception of the few that wished to observe while pleasuring themselves.
This did not detract the chieftain, who paid them no heed and carried on copulating with his concubine atop the mat they would eventually use for slumber; down on all fours, Alexius relinquished himself to the pleasure he received from being taken by Euric while surrounded by men conversing, bantering, arguing, and dozing around them.
Once they spent themselves, Euric would lock arms around Alexius and pull him into a tight embrace that held until they awoke the following morning.
Several days elapsed in this manner before they reached their destination, a tight cluster of several steep hills encompassing the tribe's permanent settlement.
The first signs of civilization that appeared during their final approach were the durable, wooden platforms built high in the branches of the surrounding trees. Heavily camouflaged amongst the foliage, Alexius speculated their purpose was either observational or defensive, presumably both, and he pondered their range as well any additional defenses the savages may have constructed.
However, it was at the mouth of the narrow valley entrance that Alexius understood the true extent of the settlement's fortifications, gaping at the massive palisade that stretched before him.
Erected from felled trunks of soaring trees, the dense, timber barrier appeared practically impenetrable, and closed the valley to outsiders by rendering it inaccessible. Slots spaced evenly along the exterior allowed watchmen to observe any advancing party, yet, the wide gates of the wall's monumental facade did not open until a member of their procession blew his horn and received a similar response from their unseen observers.
As they traveled along the inbound avenue, the prince studied his surroundings; compact, wooden dwellings were built into the terraced hillsides, rising steadily toward each peak, and at the very heart of the settlement, a small complex consisting of three modest structures occupied the central, grassy plain: a temple, a marketplace, and a fortress, all constructed from the same sturdy timber as the palisade.
It was within the stronghold that Euric resided, alongside his wife and their large brood of children, and where Alexius would be taken; the small annex off the savage's personal lodgings transformed into their love den, and as winter settled throughout the land, Alexius became effusively devoted to his new role and the man who had forged it for him.
He came to learn that Euric's marriage had been a political one, and throughout his time living amongst the man's family, Alexius observed the cool distance between the savage and his wife, who seemed to merely tolerate one another.
This did not prevent Euric from claiming his marital rights and lying with her, although Alexius took pleasure knowing that the chieftain spent more evenings between his legs than hers, and despite the large featherbed dominating his rooms, Euric often chose to pass each night with Alexius, curled together atop the furs in the small annex.
Alexius burrowed further into his mate's embrace and felt the man's arms tighten around him possessively, as if he were guarding them against those who dared attempt to take his concubine from him.
And while Euric's actions rendered him aglow with gratification, Alexius felt compelled to contemplate the future.
The prince suspected that his father would come for him. No king as proud or as willful as Magnus would ever tolerate the dishonor of being robbed of his eldest son and heir.
That is, if those liberated chose to divulge his fate entirely. The shame and revulsion he'd witnessed on the faces of his men was reason enough to presume that they could very well decide to abandon him as one of the lost, although Alexius believed Cletos would dutifully supply a thorough report if requested.
To Titas, he had once inquired about a potential royal assault, to which the man offered a wry smile while giving his reply.
"The chieftain has the strength of many alliances for your father to contend with. I imagine it will come as a great shock to him as it did to you, and no doubt force a parley, where Euric intends to parade you before the king as his own personal whore."
The advisor's words had brought a shudder to the concubine, and he would go on to dream of such a meeting more than once.
Attired in the red velvet loincloth and a gold collar, Alexius knelt on both hands and knees before Euric, who sat dressed for battle in a simple armchair, his sizable appendage easily observable as it hung below his skirt. The savage would plant a bare foot on his concubine's back, sliding it to and fro white uttering, "Prince serve well," in an insinuating voice.
The dream would conclude with a visibly erect Alexius risking a glance at his father, who studied him with undisguised disdain alongside an amused Antinius, before turning away to lap at the underside of Euric's other foot, moaning gratefully as he dragged his tongue up and down the sole.
Ultimately though, it would not matter how any such assemblage would occur.
Drawn as he was to Euric, and forever destined to be engulfed by the savage's magnetism, the burnished devotion Alexius held for him ensured that he would choose to remain by his side for each day to come.
And lying in the man's arms as they basked in the afterglow of wanton, servile fornication, he felt assured of this, and when Euric moved from beneath Alexius to gaze down at him, the concubine felt that very same resolve strengthen even further at the sight of his gold signet ring dangling from a simple strand of twine laced around Euric's neck.
The savage smiled softly for a moment before he took on a somber expression.
"Euric love Alexius," he spoke slowly but with conviction.
Alexius nodded once in affirmation, prompting the chieftain's brows to furrow before he looked away.
Several silent moments passed as Euric absentmindedly traced a line along his skin in careful consideration before he spoke once more.
"Alexius love Euric?" He peered inquisitively at his concubine, awaiting a response.
At last understanding what his mate had been so long in attempting to elicit from him, a smile slowly unfolded along the face of Alexius.
"Yes," he resolutely assured, "Alexius love Euric."
The man grinned, then brought their mouths together, and there they would remain, embroiled in the passion that had sprung from rivalry, confrontation, and conquest, a savage and his prince.


        A College Discovery

        A secret encounter is discovered late one night.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-college-discovery

Title: A College Discovery

Author: Sovany

Category: Gay Male

Description: A secret encounter is discovered late one night.

Tags: blowjob, first time gay, gay blowjob, straight, straight to gay, voyeur




"Yeah, that's right, just like that. Nice and steady. Good boy."
I kept my pace constant and brisk, not breaking stride as I bobbed up and down Gil's thick, rigid cock, his long shaft swiftly passing between my lips. His stubby fingers kept a firm grip on the back of my head, ensuring I stayed in the same continuous position on my knees while I sucked him off.
"Uh-huh, keep going. Keep sucking me like that and you'll get a nice big load."
This was not the first time I'd blown him, and while I didn't need any instruction, I knew Gil enjoyed a degree of control on his part as well as a good bit of verbal commands and terse affirmations throughout the blowjob.
"Yeah, that's a good cocksucker," he huffed.
I released a long, steady breath through my nose, enjoying the heavy scent of his musky crotch when I subsequently inhaled. Dressed in typical casual college student garb, Gil wore a t-shirt, Birkenstocks, and athletic shorts, the waistband of which had been yanked down just enough to free his big, uncut, brown meat.
"Fuck, I'm close. Get ready, get ready," Gil's voice grew more strained the closer he came to cumming. "Here it comes. Fuck!"
He pulled my head down to the hilt, burying his thick cock at the back of my throat and mashing my face against the full, untamed bush that was his dark, wiry pubic hair, the scent of him overwhelming my nostrils. Like most husky men, Gil's crotch was often ripe and sweaty, producing a strong musk that became apparent the moment his tool was unsheathed.
I felt his member pulsate as he dumped a healthy amount of seed into my mouth, and I latched both hands onto his bulky thighs to steady myself. Gil was a heavy cummer, his loads thick and plentiful, and I gulped it all down in several even swallows.
My forehead rested lightly against his soft, hairy belly as I finished milking him, then slowly extracted his half-hard cock from my mouth. I sat back on my haunches and smiled up at him, the strong taste of his cum on my tongue.
Gil smiled back affably as he tucked his cock away, his wide, stocky frame taking up my field of vision until I started to stand and then had to glance down slightly. At 5'8 he was a couple inches shorter than me.
"Damn, thank you Austin. That was great."
Gone was the domineering attitude that emerged whenever we hooked up, replaced by his usual good-natured personality.
"Any time," I replied, still smiling, "couldn't resist the opportunity to swallow your morning load when you hit me up."
It was just after ten on a Tuesday, and while I didn't have class for another few hours, I hurried to take advantage of having the house to myself when Gil had texted me about twenty minutes prior.
Gil chuckled and finished readjusting his junk, "Well we haven't really hooked up since the semester started, so I figured I'd hit you up, see if you were parched."
He winked behind his silver, square framed glasses, a broad grin stretched across his bearded face.
"I know, I thought I'd get to see you at Gavin's party last weekend, but he said you only came by for like an hour."
Gil and I were casual sort of friends. We didn't really hang out on a regular basis and were often only in each other's orbits whenever some of our mutual, overlapping friends got together in large, group type events.
Or when I sucked him off.
But that also wasn't on a regular basis either. Gil wasn't exactly my type. He wasn't unattractive or anything, I just usually preferred my men taller, more muscly.
However, Gil happened to have a great dick that I enjoyed sucking on occasionally ever since we first met a couple years ago.
"Yeah, couldn't stay that long," he hoisted his backup on. "I'll catch you at the next one though."
"We'll probably pre-game over there before going out for his birthday, so I'm sure I'll see you then."
"Definitely! I wouldn't miss Gavin's birthday."
Just then, the sound of the front door slamming shut reverberated throughout the empty house, and the two of us made eye contact.
It wasn't far enough into the semester for me to have learned each of my roommates' respective schedules, and the relief that Gill and I were able to finish uninterrupted was shared by us both.
I tilted my head to gesture toward the closed bedroom door and Gil nodded before we shuffled out.
Emerging from the hallway into the living room, we spotted my newest roommate chugging water in the kitchen.
Gil raised an inquisitive eyebrow in my direction, and I nodded once in affirmation, unable to keep the smirk off my face.
I'd mentioned Ty more than once in the group chat Gil and I were in, eager to share with our other gay friends the hot new addition to the house that I shared with a couple other guys.
Ty was the younger cousin of a previous roommate who'd graduated and moved out back in the spring. I'd actually met him once or twice the year prior, when he was still a freshman, but after no longer being required to live in the on campus dorms, he decided to take over the spare room his cousin had vacated, much to my pleasure.
At 19, Ty still possessed remnants of a baby face that contrasted his tall, muscular physique. A full height of 6'2, his broad shoulders gave way to nice big arms and a wide, solid torso that spoke of his preference for bulking rather than cutting at the gym.
He was exactly my type, and Gil's evidently, who stood next to me openly checking Ty out with an appreciative, almost lustful look in his eye. I couldn't blame him. Ty was shirtless, in just sneakers and a simple pair of running shorts, his body glistening with fresh sweat, the shoulder length copper hair he kept pulled back in a knot just starting to come loose.
Gil looked at me and mouthed an exaggerated, "Oh my god," while his eyes rolled to the back of his head.
I snickered as he bit his bottom lip, and we moved further into the living room.
Ty had headphones in, and didn't notice our presence until we were in his periphery.
"Oh, hey," he smiled, removing his airpods as he walked over to us. "Didn't realize anyone else was home."
"Yeah, I don't have class for another few hours," I told him.
"Nice, I've got another hour or so before I have to head over for my first one."
"You just get back from the gym?"
"Nah," Ty replied, still a bit out of breath, "Went on a morning run to get my cardio for the day."
Up close, it was easier to see the light smattering of freckles across his youthful face, and to smell how much sweat he'd worked up.
"Well it certainly looks like you got plenty in," Gil piped up, eyeing the abundance of perspiration dripping off Ty with an amused smile.
"Yeah, I'm a pretty sweaty guy," Ty laughed, looking down at his glistening arms and upper body. "Can't seem to help it."
"It's okay, I'm right there with ya. Sweat more than a whore at church."
That drew a jubilant laugh from Ty, "I hear that!"
Gil leaned forward and dapped him up, "I'm Gil by the way. Gil Hernandez."
"Ty Doyle. You a friend of Austin's I presume?"
"Mmm, yeah, something like that," came Gil's cryptic reply.
He shot me a wry grin as a puzzled look crossed Ty's face.
"Ignore him," I said. "Gil and I have known each other for a couple years."
"Oh, bet. Are you a senior too?"
"No, I'm actually a grad student."
"Really?"
"Yup, in my second year."
"What're you studying?"
"Chemical engineering."
Ty's eyebrows shot up, "No shit?"
"Yeah, Marie Curie here is our future Nobel laureate," I teased, earning a dirty look from Gil.
"Damn, bro, that's sick," Ty enthused, clearly impressed. "I'm an exercise science major, but some of those chemistry and physics classes got me nervous as fuck."
"Aw, they won't be too bad," Gil reassured him. "But if you ever find yourself struggling, I'd be happy to help you out."
Gil wore a friendly smile, but I noticed the slight twinkle in his eye that indicated it was more than just polite goodwill driving his offer, and tried not to smirk.
Gil was never shy about flirting with other men, especially straight ones. He wasn't obnoxious about it, and his naturally gregarious personality helped him carry it off with comfortable, almost disarming ease.
"Really?" Ty seemed taken aback by the sincerity of Gil's offer.
"Of course, but you seem like a smart enough guy, I bet you won't need the help," Gil playfully swatted Ty on the arm.
"Shit, man, I don't know," Ty rubbed the back of his neck. "Science was never my best subject. I landed on this major more for the exercise part than anything else."
"Well, you definitely don't need any help with that," Gil complimented. "You're big as fuck."
Ty perked up with a smile that betrayed the golden retriever energy he often exuded, "You really think so?"
"Absolutely. You've got a great body, it's easy to tell how dedicated you are to keeping so fit."
Gil spoke with such authentic appreciation, and with such a winsome smile, that Ty suddenly flushed bright pink as he finally picked up on the flirtatious undertone of Gil's words.
"Oh, well, thank you," came his slightly flustered reply.
He smiled shyly and glanced away, looking a bit bashful, although not in a negative way. Gil remained unperturbed, however, and continued to offer a warm, self-assured smile.
"Do you play any sports?"
Ty glanced back up and returned the engaging eye contact that had never wavered on Gil's part.
"Not for the school, no. I played football in high school, but didn't want to commit to it for college, so I mainly stick to some of the club sports."
"Lemme guess," Gil's smile took on a knowing quality, "rugby, right?"
"Yeah, how'd you guess?"
Gil gave a short, jocular laugh, "We just went over this. You're absolutely jacked, you stud!"
He leaned forward to playfully knock both fists against Ty's sturdy chest several times, grinning at the audible thunks it created.
Ty hesitated for a brief second, a tentative half smile reflecting the uncertainty wavering just behind his blue eyes; but then he grinned back and returned an equally playful thump on Gil's arm as he chose to accept his flirtatious compliment.
"Shit, you're gonna give me an ego, bro."
"Well, you deserve one," Gil shot back with a wink.
Ty uttered a deep, rumbling chuckle and rubbed the back of his neck again.
"If you say so."
His face was still tinged pink, and he seemed to have been thrown a bit off-kilter by having another guy flirt with him, but I could tell Gil's praises had pleased him.
"Anyway," he continued, "I better rinse off before class. It was great meeting you though."
"Likewise!"
Ty couldn't help but return Gil's bright smile before he sauntered off toward the bathroom, tapping me on the arm as he passed.
"I'll catch you later, bro."
Gil watched his retreating figure, admiring Ty's muscular back and firm bubblebutt.
Even though I'd observed their entire exchange with mirthful interest, I felt just a tiny bit jealous as well, not only at the cool ease with which Gil was able to successfully flirt with Ty, but that he was able to do so in general.
I wasn't in the closet or anything, just discreet about my sexuality with the guys I shared the house with, mostly to avoid making our mutual living situation awkward or uncomfortable, and I was pretty sure Ty still hadn't figured out I was gay yet.
"Damn," Gil muttered quietly once we heard the bathroom door close. "You weren't exaggerating about him, huh?"
"Nope."
"He's even better looking than you described."
"You should see him in his underwear," I remarked slyly.
"Yeah?" Gil looked at me with keen interest.
"White boxer briefs," I answered his unspoken question. "He walks around in them a lot."
"In just the underwear?"
"No. Sometimes he wears matching crew socks too."
"Fuck, that's a great visual."
Gil stared off for a second, and I could tell that he was picturing Ty the way I'd described him.
"You lucky son of a bitch," he said a moment later, drawing a laugh from me.
"Hey, you were the one that got to flirt with him," I pointed out.
Gil's face lit up. "I know, right? Did you see the way he blushed? Ugh, so cute. I think he kinda liked it."
I snorted, "Well, who wouldn't, with the way you were gassing him up."
"I mean, can you blame me? Did you see how he walked up to us? All shirtless and hunky, dripping with sweat."
"Makes me want to work out more often, just so I can ogle him at the gym."
"Oh please," Gil dismissed, "you can do that enough as it is. Let the rest of the world enjoy looking at that man."
I shrugged, "Fair enough. Nobody else gets to peek at the bulge in his underwear."
Gil eyed me, "Don't brag."
We both laughed, and he left not long after, promising to hit me up again soon. However, as the semester began to wind up, Gil and I grew quite busy, me with my senior thesis and him with the classes he was assigned to TA for, and we didn't see each other again for a while, not until one Thursday night about halfway through the semester.
Some friends and I had been pre-gaming at my place, the house empty of all my roommates, when we started to head out and ran into Ty, who was just pulling in.
Tipsy from the alcohol we'd already consumed, we all greeted him jovially as he got out of the car, shooting us a small, amused smile.
"Looks like your guys' night is off to a good start," he commented.
"Hopefully it stays that way," I replied. "Where are you just getting back from?"
"Library," he hoisted his backpack further up his shoulder. "Was finishing up a group project due on Sunday."
"Aw, look at you, being all responsible," I teased. "What do you have planned for the rest of the night?"
Ty shrugged, "Nothing really. Probably just chill."
"Well that's no fun. You should come out with us instead."
My friends all spoke up in encouragement.
"Oh," my unexpected offer caught Ty off guard. "Uh, I'm not really dressed to go out or anything."
He looked down at what he was wearing: a sleeveless t-shirt, mesh shorts, socks and slides.
I waved dismissively, "It's fine. We're just going to a friend's house to hang out for a while."
Ty cocked his head, "You sure?"
"Yeah, why not? It'll be a good time, plus you deserve a break."
My friends once again chimed in, urging him to join us.
"Well then, fuck it, sure." Ty gave us a gratified smile. "You guys want me to drive? You all seem pretty buzzed already."
"Nah, it's only a couple blocks away. We were just gonna walk."
"Bet, lemme just drop my bag off real quick."
Ty jogged inside to dump his backpack, then joined the four of us for the short walk to our destination. Even though he'd met them before, I reintroduced him to my friends: Lee, his girlfriend Sadie, and Jordan.
Ty was a bit quiet at first, an acute reminder that despite how chummy he was one on one, he could be shy amongst larger groups of people, especially ones he didn't know very well. It helped when Sadie started asking him some questions about school and his major, and when she discreetly slipped him the flask she kept stashed in her purse.
We made it to our friend Tasha's place a short while after we'd set out. The house she shared with several girls was packed with more people than we were expecting, and when Ty stopped in the doorway and looked around at the crowd of mostly seniors and grad students, I could see the slight apprehension in his rigid posture.
"Come on," I placed a hand on his shoulder, "let's go get you a drink."
He smiled appreciatively and followed me to the kitchen, where I secured him a whiskey splashed with Coke.
I made sure Ty tagged along as I made my way around to different groups of people I knew, and eventually over time, and after a drink or two, he relaxed and began to engage in conversations on his own.
I smiled to myself, watching him talk with a couple of upperclassmen, two girls I knew through Sadie, and felt comfortable enough to give him some space when someone tugged on my arm for attention.
It was a little while later, after a break in conversation, that I scanned the living room for Ty to see how he was doing and spotted Gil instead.
"Hey!" I greeted him, somewhat surprised by his presence. "Didn't expect to see you here."
"Tasha's boyfriend and I are in the same program," he reminded me.
"That's right, I completely forgot that," I shook my head. "Good to see you finally getting out though. Last I'd heard, Gavin said you were close to drowning in freshman biochem."
Gil sighed, "Don't remind me."
I laughed. "Shit, my bad."
"You're good," he smiled and took a sip of his drink. "Lee and Sadie come with you?"
I nodded, "Jordan too. And Ty, actually."
"You know, I thought I saw him earlier, but since it's mostly upperclassmen here, I figured I just mistook him for someone else."
"Yeah, we sort of dragged him along. He's around here somewhere," I did a quick survey of the living room before turning back to Gil. "You should say 'hi' if you see him. He was a bit overwhelmed when we first got here."
"Really?" Gil's eyebrows drew together.
I nodded, "I think he's more shy than he lets on. Kinda surprising, I know."
Gil considered this for a moment before uttering a simple, "Huh."
He took another sip of his drink, an unreadable expression on his face.
"Anyway," I began a beat later, "He seemed okay once we got a few drinks in him, definitely loosened him up."
"Good for him."
Gil smiled, and just then, our host came over with her boyfriend to say hello.
The rest of the night progressed in a pretty typical manner for a house party. I had plenty to drink and wound my way between conversations with various friends and acquaintances. I kept an eye out for Ty to make sure he was doing alright, spotting him a few times talking with different people, including Gil at one point.
The two of them were leaning casually up against a wall together, speaking over the rims of their cups. I only got a brief glimpse through the crowd, but I swore Ty's cheeks looked faintly pink, and I wondered from the way Gil was smiling up at him if he was flirting with my roommate again.
I shook my head and smirked to myself, admiring Gil's confidence while appreciating that he knew how to have fun when he could.
By one in the morning, the crowd had thinned out a little, although there were still a decent amount of people milling about, talking in clusters, and I found myself back with my original group.
"Hey, you guys holding up, okay?"
"Fuck yeah," Jordan grinned through bloodshot eyes.
I snickered, "Well, clearly you are."
I glanced around the room, "Anyone seen Ty?"
Lee and Jordan shook their heads, but Sadie, who was staring at her phone, piped up a second later.
"Uh yeah," she uttered in a distracted voice, "I think I saw him head out not too long ago."
"Did he say where he was going?"
It took her another second to look up from the screen to shake her head at me. I would have checked my phone for a call or text, but it had died about an hour prior.
"He probably just headed back home," Lee offered.
"True," I tipped my bottle back and finished the last of my beer.
"You going for another?" Lee asked.
I nodded.
"Will you grab me one too?"
"Yeah, I got you. Just let me go piss first."
"Ooo, you might be out of luck."
"What? Why?"
Sadie smirked, "One of Tasha's roommates has been throwing up in the bathroom the last twenty minutes."
"Fuck," I swore.
"Just go take a nature piss, bro," Jordan slurred. "That's what I did."
I shrugged, "Yeah, okay."
Winding my way through the living room, I stepped through the sliding glass door, which had been ajar to let in some of the cool autumn air that helped keep the house from becoming too stuffy and hot.
Out on the deck, I made a beeline for the very back of the yard, where the dark shadows would conceal me pissing in some bushes. I let out a breath of relief as I began the long process of emptying my full bladder, tensed muscle slowly relaxing.


After several long minutes, I gave a couple shakes, zipped my pants up, then shuffled over to lean back against the wooden fence and sigh.
I spent several minutes just catching my breath, listening to the slight din from inside the house several yards away while enjoying the cooler weather that night often brought that time of year. Eventually, I pushed off the fence to head back inside, padding softly across the backyard now that I was no longer in a rush.
It was right as I started to climb the deck stairs that I heard it, shuffling in the grass that made me pause.
I stood with one foot on the first step, my head cocked to the side, straining to listen over the noise of the party still going on inside; several crickets chirped lightly, a slight breeze rustled some tree leaves, and then, low pitched and nearby, barely discernible, the release of a long, half-suppressed groan.
I stepped back and craned my neck toward the side of the house where I thought I'd heard it come from. Several tentative steps brought me close to the corner, and once again, the rustle of movement and a deep, heavy breathing piqued my curiosity enough to continue forward.
I came close to calling out, but a nagging feeling urged me not to, and so I braced my hands against the vinyl siding to peer around the corner instead.
The side yard was dark like the back had been, however, enough light spilled over from the deck lanterns to give me a dim view of Gil standing up against the exterior wall of the house, right where it met the tall, wooden fence.
His shorts were unbuttoned, freeing his big, hard dick to jut out from between the open fly, and crouched down in front of him, ardently sucking his cock, was Ty.
A gasp nearly escaped my mouth, but I managed to smother it at the last second, so startled that my face and hands immediately began to tingle.
Oh shit, I thought to myself.
My knee jerk reaction was to duck out of sight, which is exactly what I did, and I stood with my back pressed against the vinyl siding of the house while heat flooded my face and my heart galloped.
Several long seconds passed before I realized the blowjob Ty was giving Gil had continued uninterrupted, that they were unaware of my presence, and the soft, wet, enthusiastic slurps and gratified, recurring sighs of one man pleasuring another persisted as I remained perfectly still right around the corner.
I could almost feel my brain whirling as it processed what I'd just witnessed, what was still occurring only a few feet away; my ostensibly straight roommate sucking off the guy I hooked up with from time to time.
I knew I should just slip discreetly away, like they had done earlier, and leave them to continue fooling around in the dark, enjoying the rousing, secretive public sex they were engaged in.
But the longer I remained there, a silent, hidden audience to their erotic encounter, the more I found the entire situation incredibly hot; big, shy, muscular Ty sneaking off to swallow Gil's large, uncut cock.
I contemplated the circumstances surrounding their furtive blowjob, recalling the way Gil had openly flirted with Ty, how it'd left the muscled teen flushed and discomfited, yet still seemingly taken with him, and he'd clearly been more receptive to his advances than initially presumed, lured in by an unexpected attraction to the shorter, stout man and his confident, inviting demeanor.
A shiver of titillation passed over me at the recognition that Gil had successfully seduced Ty, and had swiftly seized the opportunity to put his mouth to good use, as evident by the unmistakable sound of avid sucking going on nearby.
I couldn't help but feel impressed, if not a little envious, although not enough to keep me from appreciating what Gil had so deftly managed to accomplish, and listening to him conquer my hunky, straight roommate only served to keep me rooted in place, wrestling with the urge to satisfy the sudden, strange yet enticing desire to get a second glimpse of the two of them.
It was right then that Gil spoke up, murmuring in a quiet, lustful voice, "Oh yeah, your mouth feels so good on my cock."
Ty uttered a short, gratified moan in response, and Gil sighed more loudly this time.
Maybe just another quick peek, I thought.
Moving carefully, I edged around the corner, cognizant that if I could see them, then they could probably see me, but I knew almost immediately that neither of them would.
They were both far too immersed in the blowjob to notice.
Ty's eyes were closed, a look of concentration on his face as he slowly bobbed up and down Gil's dick. It was clear he wasn't very experienced, only able to take some of it into his mouth even with focused effort, but that did not deter Gil from enjoying the teen's determined attempt to drain him.
"God damn," Gil hissed appreciatively.
He gazed down at Ty with a hard look of inflamed passion, watching closely as the other boy's mouth steadily moved up and down his girthy member, an encouraging hand tenderly cupping the back of his neck.
"Fuck, how's that cock taste, baby? You like it, huh?"
"Mmmm," Ty moaned in affirmation, not breaking stride.
"Yeah, I knew you would. Couldn't wait to feed you some of this Spanish meat."
That produced another groan from Ty, who began to move up and down Gil's cock with greater speed, seemingly driven by the other man's assertive words and the innate, overwhelming desire for his dick.
"Fuck yesss," Gil's heavy breaths hitched with excitement, "good boy."
He began lightly thrusting into Ty's mouth, stuffing more thick cock between those pretty lips each time the copper headed youth descended down his shaft.
Ty started to gag at the intrusion, unused to having so much dick in his mouth, but Gil continued for a few brief moments, his grip on Ty's neck tightening to hold him in place while he got a few more good pumps in, finally releasing the teen so he could pull off and catch his breath.
Gil softly stroked his hard cock as Ty turned his head to the side and coughed a couple times. He continued to keep his other hand on the back of Ty's neck, albeit with a much looser grip, and as the teenager alternatively panted and gasped, Gil began a soft, comforting caress.
"Your cock is huge," Ty spoke in a quiet, impressed voice that carried a strong undertone of desire.
I could hear the smirk in Gil's voice as he replied, "Yeah, you're doing such a good job with it, too."
He stroked himself harder, angling his dick closer to Ty's face so that the teen could watch him handle his own junk.
"You ready for some more of this?"
It was a rhetorical question, as Gil was already pulling Ty back toward his stiff pole. The teen tentatively opened his mouth, eyes glued to Gil's throbbing member as it drew closer.
"That's it, baby, there we go," Gil murmured lustfully as he pushed his cockhead between Ty's parted lips.
Once the tip of Gil's dick was in his mouth, Ty closed his eyes, let out a short, gratified groan, and began moving up and down the shaft as he resumed sucking.
Gil exhaled a heavy, rough breath, his head lulling back. "Fuck yeah, that's it, that's a good boy. You're almost there, you've got me so close already."
Ty moved at a more vigorous pace now, moaning softly at the promise of Gil's load.
"Yeah, that what you want?" Gil opened his eyes and looked down at the teen again. "You wanna taste my fat load, too?"
Ty groaned louder this time. He was clearly intoxicated by the husky man and his big dick, so thoroughly lost in the idea of sucking him to completion that his own hard cock was visibly bulging in his shorts.
He reached up and placed both hands on each of Gil's thick thighs, steadying himself as he sank a bit further down the large meatstick filling his mouth.
"Fuck, you're so eager for it," Gil spoke in an excited hush. "That's right, suck it, suck it just like that, baby. Oh yeahhhh."
Gil grabbed the back of Ty's head with one hand and reached down to start groping his muscled arms with the other.
Ty gagged slightly as he pushed himself beyond his limits, but he remained determined to keep sucking Gil until he was duly awarded with a mouthful of the other man's spunk.
"Jesus, I'm getting close," Gil warned. "Fuck, baby, keep it up, it's coming soon."
Ty's groan was cut off by another gag. It was clear he wouldn't be able to handle much more, but fortunately, he didn't need to wait any longer, as his chokes and gasps seemed to push Gil over the edge.
"God damn," Gil huffed, "here it is! Fuck yes!"
Rather than push Ty's head down like he normally did with me, Gil instead extracted his cock until just the tip was in Ty's mouth, ensuring that the numerous spurts of creamy, thick cum landed directly on the teenager's tongue.
"Ahhhhhhh," Gil sighed as he began unloading inside Ty's mouth, a dreamy half-smile on his face.
"Mmph," Ty's protest was involuntary, no doubt caught off guard by the unexpected amount of jizz Gil's cock was spewing.
A few seconds later, he began to choke and gag, then unceremoniously pulled off Gil's dick completely, unable to handle anymore cum. Ty quickly turned his head to the side, loudly and hurriedly gulping down what he could before he was overcome by a coughing fit.
Gil chuckled, and began milking his cock, finishing off what Ty had started. He watched as Ty attempted to catch his breath and bring his coughs under control, the last drips and drabs of semen spilling onto the grass between them.
It was then that I finally decided to slip away, while they were both still distracted and Ty's coughing could provide the necessary cover for the sound of my padded steps.
Back inside, I slowly wound my way through the remaining crowd of people, preoccupied with thoughts of what I'd just been privy too, until I was back with my friends.
"Man, you must have had to really piss," Lee commented pointedly.
"Oh, yeah, I kinda got distracted by something," I replied vaguely.
"Clearly. You forgot our beers."
I apologized before fetching two bottles for us, keeping an eye on the sliding door the entire time. Part of me was curious to how Gil and Ty would attempt to reintegrate into the party, what their individual demeanors would be like.
Would they look regretful? Nervous? Or would they both just slink back in like nothing out of the ordinary had happened?
Even though playing the hidden spectator to their hook up had been unexpectedly exhilarating, a part of me remained fixated on the dynamic between them.
What had led to them slipping away together? Did one of them initiate it? If so, who? Was it a one time, drunken encounter or would they start hooking up on a regular basis the way Gil and I did?
The thought of Ty becoming Gil's cocksucker sent a tantalizing buzz through me, and sparked a burgeoning curiosity to know all the sordid details.
Out of everything I'd discovered tonight, my own newfound penchant for voyeurism was proving to be the most surprising.
Eventually, Ty came back in, discreetly slipping through the sliding door while checking to see if anyone noticed. I averted my gaze and pretended to look elsewhere until he began to move deeper into the house, which is when I intercepted him.
"Hey, bro."
"Oh, hey." Taken back by my sudden appearance, his voice cracked. "Sorry, I didn't see you there."
I tried not to smile, "You're fine. Just wanted to check up on you. Having a good time?"
For a split second, Ty just looked at me, then sputtered out, "Yeah, absolutely."
Ty cheeks began to turn pink despite his attempts to keep up a casual demeanor, and he rubbed the back of his neck while studiously avoiding eye contact.
He was obviously a bit jittery with nerves, which I couldn't help but find adorable,
"There's a lot of cool people here," Ty added.
"Well, I'm glad you're enjoying yourself," I offered him a reassuring smile. "Wanna head back to rejoin the others? Jordan's drunk enough that if you nudge him, he'll start doing these really funny impressions."
Ty met my gaze, and when he smiled, I could see the hint of relief in his eyes.
After rejoining our group, I prodded Sadie into egging Jordan to start mimicking Lee, and that's just what he was doing when I noticed Gil coming back inside.
He appeared much more nonchalant than Ty did, so much so that I was pretty sure he honestly didn't care about being noticed or not, sauntering through the sliding door with casual indifference.
Gil took a few steps in and surveyed the room, and when our eyes met, he seemed neither tense or skittish.
For a long moment, the two of us stood there holding steady, unwavering eye contact. Then, Gil's lips slowly pulled back into a small, cheeky grin, and he threw me a quick, sly wink before disappearing into the crowd.
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Darren Barnes sat idling in his Mercedes, the parking lot of the strip mall dark and empty save for a single SUV at the far end. He glanced at the clock on the dashboard and sighed.
Despite not having fully decompressed on the ride over, Darren knew he should get started; the longer he remained away from the house, the angrier his wife would be.
He recalled the dirty look she'd shot him as he slipped out the front door, a large canvas bag full of dirty clothes in each hand; despite it being his night to get the laundry done, Darren knew his wife resented him for choosing that particular moment to make his escape, when she was dealing with two of their screaming children.
Darren hadn't cared though.
He'd been in a bad mood since the contractor had called earlier with news that the timeline of their ongoing renovations had to be extended yet again, delaying the return of water to both the kitchen and adjacent laundry room.
Darren had kicked himself on more than one occasion for allowing Claudia to talk him into buying an older, historic home rather than a new build. After 15 years of marriage and three kids, she could still manage to browbeat him into getting her way.
But that was why Darren hadn't felt guilty about heading out when he had; Claudia got what she wanted, and now she would have to deal with the consequences, however inadvertent they were.
Darren sighed again, looked in the rear view mirror, and ran a hand through his short dark hair, which had begun graying on the sides, adding a distinguished look to his already handsome features.
He pulled himself out of the car to haul the hefty laundry bags and detergent from the backseat, grateful that he still made an effort to hit the gym on a regular basis.
Even though Darren did not possess the same amount of muscle mass he'd once had in college, his lean, toned physique still allowed him to lug everything inside with relative ease.
This particular self-service laundromat was smaller and more shabby than the one closest to Darren's home, which is why he preferred it; less machines and a slight ramshackle appearance meant fewer people, especially on a Wednesday night, and there was only one other person inside as Darren pushed through the doors of the long, narrow room.
Several back to back folding tables occupied the center, separating a single row of washing machines lining the left wall and the double stacked dryers along the right; a quarter of the way down the line, a younger guy had three machines running as he spoke to someone on speakerphone.
Darren felt a pinch of annoyance. Half the reason he came here was to enjoy the quiet solitude away from the chaos at home.
He set the bags down by the first couple washers and reached for his AirPods, only to realize they had been forgotten in his hasty exit.
Darren tsked to himself, but seemed to catch a break when the other guy began to wind down his conversation after one of the machines he was using finished its wash cycle.
"Ight, babe. I gotta get these clothes in the dryer if I wanna make it out of here sometime soon."
Darren glanced at him while tossing clothes into the washer.
He leaned back casually against a machine, phone in one hand, vape in the other; the frat boy cadence of his deep voice along with the mustache he sported lent the impression of a college-aged kid. That and his decidedly lax manner of dress, which made Darren feel overly formal in his khaki shorts and navy polo.
"Okay, text me when you get home," the girl he was speaking with answered. "Love you, baby."
He answered in kind, hung up, then slowly turned around while still staring down at his phone, allowing Darren to get a better look at him.
Half a foot shorter than Darren's own height of 6'2, the kid was noticeably well built; the open sides of his loose, faded camo tank top showed off two muscular arms and hints of the washboard abs lurking beneath the fabric covering his broad, sturdy torso.
Thick, hairy thighs filled out gray cotton shorts that were packed particularly tight in the back, exhibiting an ample rear end, and the white crew socks molded to his shapely calves contrasted the black slides on both feet.
Darren's curious gaze wandered over the kid's body, reaching his face just as he looked up from his phone. The two made eye contact and nodded at one another in acknowledgment, the way that men often do, then returned to their respective washers.
Starting the first machine, Darren moved to the second while his neighbor began transferring wet clothes into one of the rolling metal baskets.
When he stooped low enough to reach into the very back of the washer, Darren glanced over again and saw that his shirt had ridden up, revealing the top half of a pair of sheer white panties embossed with a small pink rose on the narrow waistband.
Darren throbbed with sudden vigorous arousal, and for several long seconds, could only manage to stare slack jawed at the flash of delicate virginal underwear the young masculine stud wore beneath his shorts.
Then, all at once, the kid re-emerged, clothes in hand, his brown eyes flitting toward Darren and startling him back to reality.
The older man immediately flushed, but the kid just snickered, seemingly amused rather perturbed.
He raised an eyebrow at Darren, and with a half-cocked grin said, "Laundry day, you know?"
There was a beat of silence before Darren chuckled diffidently, "Oh, right."
He'd been left flustered by the kid's unabashed nonchalance.
"I didn't mean to stare by the way," Darren added hastily. "It's just..."
"Nah, I get it," the kid's smile widened. "Not really what you expected, huh?"
"No, I guess not," Darren chuckled again, although less awkwardly than before, the kid's laid back demeanor having eased the tension somewhat.
"Needed to make sure my boys had some support when I hit the gym earlier," the kid playfully cupped his package as he stood. "Couldn't let my junk just swing around while I was on the treadmill."
Darren finally noticed that his mop of sandy curls were nominally damp at the ends, suggesting that he'd finished exercising not long prior.
The kid threw the remaining clothes into the basket and took a hit of his vape, "So I snagged something from my girl to borrow for the day."
That he was wearing his girlfriend's underwear only made the entire thing hotter, and for a moment, Darren pictured the young buck's sweaty cock and balls nestled comfortably within the damp, feminine fabric.
"Was nice of her to, uh, lend you a pair," Darren shifted into a slight crouch to finish loading the washer, discreetly concealing his rapidly swelling cock.
"Well, she's not exactly aware that I'm using them at the moment," he offered a cheeky grin.
"Oh?" Darren's eyebrows lifted as he was drawn further in.
"Yeah, Grace is a flight attendant. Travels a lot. And I have a bad habit of letting the laundry pile up when she's gone."
He gave a casual "oh well" sort of shrug, as if the situation couldn't be avoided. "So, let's just say this isn't the first time I've helped myself to some of her threads. But hey, what she doesn't know won't kill her, right?"
The impish wink he threw Darren lit him at his core.
It'd been a long time since Darren had found himself so starkly attracted to another man, and even longer since he'd acted upon such desires.
Was this kid really just that insouciant or was he actually teasing a genuine interest in him?
Darren took the bait to find out.
"Well," he began in a smooth voice, "it'll be our little secret then."
The grin that split the kid's face open conveyed his satisfaction with Darren's response.
"I'm Mikey," he leaned forward and held out a hand.
Darren reluctantly straightened and introduced himself, hoping his erection was not too obvious.
But then again, maybe that's what Mikey was hoping for.
When they shook hands, Darren looked for any further indication that might disclose Mikey's intentions; lingering eye contact, a gentle but deliberate squeeze, the brush of fingertips against skin.
But the kid withdrew his hand after a perfectly appropriate amount of time, having given absolutely nothing away, and Darren realized that Mikey would only reveal what he wanted, when he wanted.
Until then, Darren was his to toy with, and he felt his cock throb at the thought.
"So, how comfortable was it working out in those?" He nodded in the direction of Mikey's shorts. "Not too tight I hope? Or are you just used to it by now?"
Darren did not want to lose the thread of conversation about what Mikey had going on underneath his clothes, and his burgeoning arousal had emboldened him.
Mikey chortled as he maneuvered the basket cart across to the dryers.
"Honestly, they're not that much different than what I usually work out in," was his cryptic response.
He let his words hang in the air, leisurely tossing wet clothes into the open dryer.
"Which is what?" Darren wouldn't have been able to stop himself from asking if he'd tried.
Mikey was in no hurry to reply, and finished emptying the basket of its contents before slamming the door shut. Then he started the dryer, turned toward Darren, and leaned back.
His smile was obscured by the vape as he took a hit.
"A jock," Mikey answered through a fruit scented white cloud.
"Really?" Surprised registered in Darren's voice and across his face.
He was 42, and jock straps had already been out of style back when he'd first entered high school in the 90s.
"Didn't think too many guys still wore those."
Mikey's face took on an audacious expression, "Well, most guys don't wear their girl's underwear either."
"Alright, you got me there," Darren laughed.
"I get what you mean though," Mikey conceded. "The only other guy I've met who wore one was my college wrestling coach, but he came up in the 70s, so."
The stud shrugged indifferently, but Darren buzzed upon hearing that Mikey somehow knew his sixty-something year old coach wore a jock strap.
Everything he learned about his kid made him more of an enigma, and more alluring.
"Is he the one that got you into wearing them?"
"Nah," Mikey chuckled, "it actually started as a prank when I joined the team."
"They pranked you into wearing a jockstrap?"
"Yeah, a bunch of seniors on the team did," he pushed off the dryer to amble forward. "They passed some out to all the freshman and said it was tradition to wear them during matches, and I was too fucking naive to realize they we're screwing with us."
"So you started wearing it?"
"Yup," Mikey nodded, then hopped up one of the folding tables facing Darren. "Got through my first match before I realized the whole thing had been some kind of hazing ritual. But I ended up liking it so much that I started wearing it whenever I worked out or practiced."
"You mean when you're not wearing your girlfriend's panties?"
The kid took a hit of his vape, a coy smile aimed at the married man as he lounged lazily, muscled legs spread open invitingly.
Darren had forgotten how enticing such a relaxed display of masculinity could be, when men exuded natural, confident virility instead of forcing it, and he suddenly knew with striking clarity that for Mikey, he would betray his wedding vows.
Darren cleared his throat nervously, "So, do you still wrestle or?"
The smile on Mikey's face grew. "Not on a team, no."
His subtle innuendo excited Darren further, and Mikey continued hitting his vape as he began to steer the conversation.
"What about you? You look like you stay pretty active," Mikey looked Darren up and down, "play any sports or is the gym enough for you?"
Darren all but vibrated under the young stud's appraising eyes, and he needed a moment to steady his voice before answering.
"Hockey," he said. "I played hockey growing up and all through college. Even joined a rec league for a while after graduating."
"But not anymore," Mikey phrased it more like a statement than a question.
"No," Darren shook his head morosely. "Stopped a while ago actually."
"How come?"
Darren sighed heavily. "Didn't have the time. Between my wife, the kids, work, I just couldn't make it happen."
"Damn, that sucks."
"Yeah, it does, and now I've been reduced to doing laundry by myself just for some peace and relaxation instead."
He chuckled dryly and shrugged.
Mikey went quiet for a moment, contemplating to himself while he took another hit.
"Sounds like you need a better way to relax then."
During the charged silence that followed, Mikey just looked at him, vapor tendrils escaping from one corner of his mouth, and the older man felt his skin prickle from raw sexual tension.
Then, the young stud held his vape out to Darren, beckoning him over with just a simple offer.
Darren's chest swelled as he slowly stepped toward the kid's outstretched hand; Mikey's eyes tracked him the entire way.
Standing directly in front of him, Darren could smell the fragrant musk Mikey's fit body had generated from working out, that intoxicating masculine scent of sweat and testosterone.
He wordlessly took the vape and brought it to his lips, inhaling softly while they continued holding eye contact.
Darren slowly exhaled, the faint taste of fruit on his tongue. "Strawberry?"
"Black cherry."
"It's good, I like it."
A lazy smile unfolded across Mikey's face. "I knew you would."
One of the washing machine's Mikey had been running audibly clicked off, yet he did not move, or even acknowledge it for that matter.
Instead, Mikey leaned further back, putting more weight onto the hand he was using to prop himself up, and while still watching Darren, he slipped a couple of long fingers beneath the hem of his shirt, languidly scratching his lower stomach in a way that exposed some abs as well as the tuft of happy trail that disappeared beneath his waistband.
Darren hummed with blatant arousal. The kid was one sexy fucker, and knew it too.
But that only made Darren want him even more.
He peered down at the young stud casually splayed out before him, savoring the sight of his dense, pooling thigh muscles, shredded midsection, and most notably, sprigs of dark blonde hair that drew Darren's eyes to the unmistakable bulge in his shorts.
Darren fixed his yearning gaze on the faint outline of Mikey's cockhead caressing the gray fabric, his own member hard and aching with desire.
"Think I've got something else you might like too." Mikey's husky voice carried a playful, taunting undertone.
Using just his thumb, he pulled the waistband of his shorts down ever so slightly, flaunting a small portion of the curly bushel of pubic hair growing unfettered within his shorts.
Darren breathed heavily, almost panting from how fast his heart was racing. His eyes flared while watching Mikey's bulge twitch and jerk as his member writhed against the fabric containing it.
He brought his feverish gaze back up to the young buck, and saw the same flash of heat reflected back at him.
Mikey shifted forward and sat up, inducing Darren to step closer and incline his head. The tip of the kid's tongue flicked his lower lip, and he tilted his head as Darren's drew near.
They paused when their mouths were mere inches apart; Mikey's warm, cherry scented breath drifted across Darren's face, and the older man exhaled raggedly before closing the gap between them.
The kiss was tentative and slow, at least at first. But after a few moments, Mikey parted his lips, and Darren felt the young stud's tongue brush lightly over his.
That was all it took.
Darren groaned into Mikey's mouth, slipped his fingers into those faintly damp curls, and began to strenuously move his lips against the pair latched to his own.
The vape clattered against the table's plastic surface as the two men descended into a series of searing wet tongue kisses, grabbing at one another in between brief groans.
Darren devoured the young stud with a feverish, hungry need; he choked on an aggressive moan when Mikey palmed the outside of his crotch, and began to eagerly hump into the grasping hand stimulating the bulge of his hard as steel cock.
Making out with Mikey felt wrong in the absolute best way possible: forbidden, reckless, sinful, and wanton.
It brought back a flood of half forgotten memories buried beneath nearly twenty monogamous years with his wife: the confusing thrill of play wrestling with friends throughout high school, alcohol fueled experimentation during those early college years, fucking one of his hockey buddies on a regular basis until he got serious with Claudia.
All at once it crested over him, an unstoppable tidal wave that awakened the fully realized desires Darren had long suppressed, desires he scarcely indulged in and only late into the night, when his wife was asleep and he could freely immerse himself in erotic videos of brawny, virile men having passionate, energetic sex.
On those nights, a frustrated Darren would furiously jerk his cock, yearning for a simpler time, when casual, all consuming sex followed the furtive glances and roguish smiles shared with other men, such as what had occurred between him and the sexy young stud he was currently lip locked with.
Their kissing grew more bold, but also frenzied, in that excessive, slightly perverse way that women hated; it characterized the uninhibited desire of two men surrendering to something so sensual yet utterly taboo, as evident by the simple gold wedding band on Darren's left ring finger.
The married man slapped his free hand against one of Mikey's muscled thighs, squeezing the dense, beefy flesh thick with an abundance of woolly hair.
Mikey groaned lustfully, his tongue wriggling against Darren's in excitement. Their mouths were molded together, opening and closing hurriedly as they each sought to taste the other with lapping tongues, passion augmenting so rapidly that Darren swooned.
He slid his hand further up Mikey's thigh, past his hip, and along the small of his back. When Darren's fingertips dipped beneath the waistband of Mikey's shorts to toy with the edge of his panties, the young buck chuckled into his mouth.
Mikey broke their kiss and looked up at Darren with a smirk, "Mmm, I knew you couldn't resist the underwear."
"There's a lot about you that I can't resist," Darren told him in a husky voice.
He stuck both hands beneath Mikey's shirt, lifting it while slowly gliding both palms up the stud's sculpted chest.
Mikey leaned back and locked both hands behind his head, putting himself on display for Darren as he allowed the older man to explore his torso, flexing whenever his admirer paused to clasp a bicep or caress his abdomen.
Darren looked down at the young buck with lustful awe; a smirk still lingered on Mikey's lips, both muscled legs remained wide open, and each of his hairy, sweat soaked armpits had been proudly offered to him.
"God, you're so fucking sexy," he told Mikey, who just smiled back.
Darren wanted to fuck the kid right then and there, just pull his shorts down, throw a leg over each shoulder, and pound him mercilessly while that gorgeous face stared back with an opened mouthed expression.
But he forced himself to hold off; Darren had not finished grazing yet.
The married man ceased fondling Mikey's dense, broad pecs to tweak the little pink nipples that crowned each one.
Mikey's eyelids fluttered shut as he squirmed in response; his sensual whines were so sexy that Darren crushed their mouths together again, and both tongues immediately resumed the wrestling match they had earlier suspended.
Darren kissed Mikey's lips, licked them, then sucked on his tongue before their mouths reunited once more in desperate yearning, the two men all but slobbering through gratified moans.
The older man's lips traveled along Mikey's jaw, neck, collarbone, shoulder, only stopping once his face was pressed into the jock's sweaty underarm.


He inhaled deeply, enjoying the ripe, manly scent of exertion that Darren hadn't even known he'd missed until just then, and without prompting, began to lap at Mikey's salt slicked armpit.
"Aw fuck yeah, bro," Mikey gasped approvingly. "Lick my sweaty pits."
Darren complied, moaning softly as he dragged his tongue up and down the hairy crevice between Mikey's ribs and shoulder, tasting the heavy, localized cluster of fresh perspiration the young stud had labored to accumulate.
He felt Mikey cup the back of his neck in encouragement, and Darren continued bathing him with abandon, relishing the raw, acrid flavor dancing across his tongue until the taste abandoned him and he switched to the stud's second armpit, still rich with sweat and waiting to be savored.
Once both underarms had been properly cleansed and worshiped, Darren's mouth slid over, and he took one of Mikey's delectable pink nipples between his lips, drawing a pleasurable hiss from him as he began to suck on it.
"Shit, bro," the stud groaned in his deep voice.
Darren moaned around his nipple, and alternated between nursing it and swirling the tiny nub around using just his tongue.
The sound of Mikey crying out in unexpected pleasure as Darren bit down on his nipple would embed itself within his brain for eternity.
The older man was insatiable, consumed with a rampant desire he hadn't experienced since the fiery blaze of his marriage had cooled to a low-burning ember, and he fed his gnawing thirst for the stud writhing beneath him, dragging his tongue down Mikey's chest and over his stomach to trace the well-defined ridges of each chiseled ab.
When he reached the younger man's happy trail, Darren wasted no time yanking down the front of his shorts and freeing his panty covered cock.
Darren spent only a single moment ogling the long, skinny shaft of Mikey's erection and the feral looking thatch of pubes it sprouted from; then, he shut his eyes and took the kid's hard dick into his mouth.
Mikey groaned loudly, "Oh fuck!"
He tilted his hips, pushing into the warm, wet orifice encasing his leaking hardon; however, Darren slammed both beefy thighs back down onto the table, holding them firmly in place as he feasted on the young buck's cock.
Darren bobbed up and down the shaft while moaning softly, the slow steady drip of precum disappearing down his throat the moment it splashed against his tongue. It had been well over a decade since he'd last blown another man, and while he wasn't able to fit as much of the kid's meat into his mouth as he would have years ago, Darren still recalled the proper way to service the sexy stud.
Just like riding a bike, he thought, you never forget.
Mikey groaned as he attempted to fuck Darren's mouth, but the older man just applied more pressure his grip, forcing the young buck to remain stationary against the tabletop while he was eagerly fellated. Over and over, Darren swallowed Mikey's shaft, humming along the rigid flesh passing swiftly between his lips and over his tongue, drinking whatever spilt from the dome shaped tip.
Eventually the sensation became too overwhelming, and Mikey pulled Darren off him, gasping once his cock was freed.
Darren nearly growled with disapproval until Mikey sat up and began pawing at the zipper of his shorts. The older man straightened, making it easier to have his fly undone, and in short order, Mikey had his dick and balls freed.
Darren's breathing came out in heaves as he watched the stud softly stroke him with one hand and fondle his balls with the other. While not particularly huge, Darren's cock was substantial enough for anyone, man or woman, to derive pleasure from whichever hole he decided to stuff it in, and from the hungry look in Mikey's eyes, the married man suspected he would get to try out each of his before the night was over.
Darren's voice nearly quivered as he spoke, "You ready for some of this cock?"
Mikey looked up at him with a swaggering grin. "Are you ready for this mouth?"
Then, he inhaled the married man's pole.
"Ngh," Darren exclaimed. "God damn!"
Mikey sank down almost to the hilt, the tip of his nose brushing against the dark pubic hair that Darren kept trimmed. Their groans were simultaneous, yet different: Darren's, that of a man starved for the sexual stimulation he was finally receiving, and Mikey's, that of a promiscuous pleasure seeker feeding his insatiable appetite with a new conquest.
Wasting no time, the young buck began voraciously devouring the older man's cock; using his lips, he kneaded the engorged shaft while working Darren over with firm, nimble tugs that made the depth of the man's groin dilate with sharp pleasure.
"Oh, God damn," he hissed, thighs shaking slightly.
Darren's wife scarcely blew, and when she did, it was always a mere toleration on her part, something to be performed quickly and without zeal; a sentence to be endured rather than an act enjoyed.
Not Mikey though.
The stud's mouth moved along his member with an unrestrained earnestness that demonstrated just how much a sexual rush he himself was receiving from servicing a cock that was not his to attend to, uttering short, gratifying moans whenever he felt Darren's dick pulse along his tongue in response to every eager swallow.
Darren drew a series of quick, shallow breaths as he watched Mikey repeatedly descend on his cock; the gratification etched into his handsome face induced Darren to begin thrusting into the mouth clamped around him, overcome as he was with the burning desire to feed Mikey the meat he was so hungry for.
"Mmmmm," Mikey moaned as the married man fucked his willing lips.
He quickened his pace, aligning his movements with Darren's so that the man's mature cock met the back of his pliable throat.
Sounds of wet, sloppy head filled the immediate space around them, adding to the consistent moans escaping from both men, and as Mikey gorged himself on thick, warm man meat, excess saliva began to leak down the underside of Darren's stiff pole, pooling within the pubic hair that grew along the base of his shaft.
Sucking Darren hands free allowed Mikey to add a sensual touch to the blowjob, and so he reached beneath the man's polo to palm his hairy chest, pushing several long fingers through the matting of fur there.
Darren leaned into the rugged sensation of having Mikey's big, strong hands exploring his chest hair, and when he felt him cup his balls to grope and play with, the married man shuddered.
He was unable to endure Mikey's mouth for much longer, and guided the stud down to his nuts when it became apparent that he was rapidly approaching the point of no return.
Darren did not want to cum. Not so soon anyway.
As the younger man's lips and tongue moved along his hairy sack, Darren stared down at the bit of white fabric peaking out from beneath his shorts, the little pink rose just barely visible.
Darren abruptly pulled away, his hard, glistening cock wagging in front of Mikey's puzzled looking face.
"Get down," Darren urged, "and bend over for me."
Now fully attuned to the other man's intentions, Mikey shot him a smirk as he slipped off the table and turned around, bracing both hands against the plastic edge to bend forward.
Darren crouched down, reached up, and slowly tugged Mikey's short down by the waistband, watching with rapt attention as they descended over the steep slopes of his tight, young ass before dropping to the floor around his ankles, leaving the muscular stud bent over in the sexy white panties he'd swiped from his blissfully ignorant girlfriend.
Darren let out a sigh while ogling the fat ass encased in sheer fabric that had been presented to him. They hugged Mikey's cheeks perfectly, accentuating just how round and plump each one was.
There was a wet spot right down the center, where the material had been sandwiched between his clenched cheeks, absorbing the sweat while he worked out.
Darren found himself leaning closer without meaning to, and caught a faint, mouth watering whiff of sweaty boy hole.
The married man pried the panties from Mikey's skin, forcing them down over those beefy buns to join the shorts stretched around his ankles as he stood with both feet planted apart.
The kid's bare ass was a sight to behold; a light smattering of fair hair dusted each cheek, contrasting the thick patch that grew along his crack, and the fleshy, supple skin appeared slightly paler than the rest of Mikey's golden complexion.
Darren forced out a breath he'd been holding and slid both hands up the delectable curves of dense, juicy ass, taking a solid hold once his palms were centered over each cheek.
The man's cock throbbed between his legs, urging him to find a place between those divine looking mounds to call home; Mikey's sultry groans echoed a similar sentiment.
Darren then carefully parted the stud's asscheeks to unveil his damp, hairy hole in all its glory.
"God damn," he muttered.
As if somehow hearing him, Mikey's delicate ring puckered in response, and Darren suddenly imagined how it would feel wrapped around his stiff member.
"Are you gonna lick it or do you just plan on staring at it all night?"
Darren glanced up and found Mikey smirking at him from over a shoulder. The married man snorted a breath and refocused on his small, pink bud, realizing with a touch of amusement that it mirrored the one embossed on the panties he'd been wearing.
Wasting no further time, the married man dove in, and pressed his face between both dense asscheeks to begin tonguing Mikey's hot furry hole.
"Aw fuck yes," he hissed. "Fuck yeah, bro! Ohhh shiiiit..."
Mikey closed both eyes and tipped his head back, enjoying the sensation of Darren's curious tongue studiously exploring his ripe, sweaty ass.
"Mmmm," Darren moaned, sampling all of what the jock had worked up while exercising.
Unlike Mikey's armpits, which had been exposed to the cool gym air, his ass tasted exceptionally pungent, and was far more damp and musky, no doubt a result of the furnace that was his asshole emitting a balmy warmth that became trapped within the stifling enclosure of his underwear and shorts.
Yet, Darren ravaged him like a death row inmate tearing into his last meal, furiously mashing his lips and tongue into the beautiful, puckered hole repeatedly.
He held Mikey's asscheeks tight, giving each one an occasional rough squeeze while burrowing further and further between them, his tongue swirling up and down the kid's crack, prodding his entrance each time it flared open, testing to see how much could fit inside.
Mikey pushed back against the encroaching appendage, melting from having his hole loosened by the tongue battering him as it sought to force an opening for something much larger to invade.
Darren felt ravenous eating out the young stud. His ass was perfect, thick and round with a humid, fuzzy hole. He just couldn't seem to get enough, and didn't know what it was about this kid that drove him so crazy.
But when he buried his tongue deep within the dank recess of Mikey's dense mounds, strenuously drawing from him the low, masculine moans he loved so much, Darren finally understood.
Mikey reminded him of Josh.
Darren and Josh had been on the recreational hockey team together, and hooked up on a regular basis for a couple years, often after practice.
The two of them, hopped up on adrenaline, would joke around and jostle each other in the locker room, the perpetual musty scent of stale, male sweat priming their libidos, and after leaving to meet up at Darren's apartment, they'd release their pent up sexual energy on one another, fucking like a pair of mated rabbits.
Josh would lay on his stomach uttering the sexiest moans while Darren ate him out, and once he started beggin for it, Darren would pin both arms behind his back and fuck him relentlessly, their mutual grunts echoing off the walls until they became the blissful cries of orgasmic release.
Afterward, the two men would shower together and spend the rest of the night hanging out on the couch, playing video games, drinking beer, and just enjoying one another's company.
Of course they'd been discreet about the whole thing, reasoning to themselves and each other that their arrangement was that of two buddies just messing around.
So when Darren's relationship with Claudia grew serious, and he subsequently broke things off with Josh, Darren told himself the disappointment he felt was trivial and would eventually pass.
And it did, for a while.
Josh moving away certainly helped, as did his and Claudia's wedding along with the birth of their three children.
But years later, after Josh ultimately married another man, Darren felt a spike of regretful melancholy looking through their wedding pictures on Facebook, and still did whenever he surreptitiously perused his former lover's profile.
Darren reigned in the burst of vibrant memories, wanting to remain lost in the heat of the moment, where after so many years he would once more experience the ultimate pleasure of effusive sex with another man.
He pressed his mouth against Mikey's quivering hole, sighing as it dilated beneath the brisk swipes of his undulating tongue. The kid writhed beneath Darren's hands, partly from the stimulation and partly from strenuously jerking his own cock.
Darren eventually pulled back, taking a much needed breath of air.
"Stick your cock in."
Darren glanced up, and once again Mikey was looking back at him from over his shoulder, except there was not a trace of the previous playful mirth anywhere on his features, only the lustful need for fulfillment.
"I don't have any lube," Darren answered.
"It's okay, just spit on it."
Darren's dick throbbed at the stud's words, and he was rendered momentarily speechless by the thought of how hot it would be using just his saliva for lubrication to ram Mikey repeatedly.
"It's fine, bro," Mikey mistook his dazed arousal for reluctant hesitation. "I can take it."
They stared at one another in silence until Mikey spoke again a beat later. "I need your fucking cock in me."
Leveling a heated gaze at the young buck, Darren rose, and while still holding intense eye contact with Mikey, collected a large wad of saliva before deftly dribbling it onto his still hard cock jutting out from his open fly.
"Fuck yeah," Mikey uttered excitedly, and faced forward again, forming a wider stance as he arched his back to prepare for Darren's bare cock.
Darren lubed himself up, spitting on his erection several more times to ensure it was slick enough. All the while he ran a free hand along Mikey's plump ass, squeezing intermittently.
"Come on, man," Mikey huffed impatiently, inducing Darren to smack the underside of one of his cheeks.
Mikey grunted in surprise, then shot a fiendish look at the man readying to penetrate him. "If that's supposed to be a punishment, I'll have to piss you off some more."
Darren slapped his ass again, much harder.
"Watch that mouth of yours," he said through gritted teeth once Mikey's scream had faded.
"Yes, sir," Mikey promised with a faint trace of mischief in his voice, and faced forward again.
Darren's blood nearly boiled in his veins. The kid really knew how to get him going, and he intended to repay him in kind with a good, hard pounding.
Lining the tip of his dick with Mikey's spit soaked hole, Darren carefully pushed it inside, meeting the resistance with slightly more force until his cockhead finally broke though, and he felt the inner warmth of the young stud's tunnel.
"Jesus Christ," Darren swore, slipping further inside.
"Ohhhh shit," Mikey groaned through close eyes. "I can fucking feel you opening me up."
"Yeah, that's what you wanted isn't it?" Darren carefully fed him more cock, although the kid's hole was loose enough to accept him without much difficulty.
"Fucking right, it is!"
Darren slid himself between those fat cheeks, watching as more and more of his shaft disappeared into the hot young stud bent over for him. Mikey's moans increased in both length and volume until Darren's groin bumped against his beefy backside.
"Ohhhhh yeah," Darren sighed.
He shut his eyes and gently rolled his hips, nudging Mikey's insides with his erect cock.
"Uh, oh fuck," the stud croaked. "God damn, that feels incredible."
"Yeah?" Darren turned his gentle rolls into shallow thrusts. "You like having my cock inside of you?"
"Absolutely," Mikey assented. "Fuck me, bro."
Darren increased his pace significantly, and after a minute or two of watching Mikey pant with pleasure from each stroke, the married man began to really fuck him.
"Ugh, ugh, ugh, fuck," Mikey grunted, "Ugh, ugh, f-fuck me!"
Darren did just that, pounding the ass wrapped around his stiff cock, delighting in the way Mikey's ass cheeks bounced and jiggled each time he rammed himself deep inside the younger man, filling the air around them with the harsh recurring smacks of sturdy, corpulent flesh being pummeled incessantly.
Mikey uttered a never ending series of rugged grunts and guttural moans, his muscular frame jostling back and forth from Darren's turbulent thrusts. Occasionally, he'd manage to find the words urging Darren to keep fucking him, doing so with the imploring tone of a cock hungry whore.
They'd only been fucking a few short minutes, and Darren was already on the verge of blowing his load deep inside his new lover. Although there was a certain appeal in power fucking his way to a quick orgasm, the married man did not want their tryst to conclude so soon, and slowed his thrusts until he was pumping Mikey's ass with long, slow strokes.
"Uhhh..." Mikey groaned.
His robust thigh muscles burned from keeping his ass turned up and out during Darren's rough onslaught, but the young stud relished the strain, both at the gym and during sex; it meant he was being worked over well.
Maintaining his slow pace, Darren sighed heavily and ran an appreciative hand up Mikey's broad, muscular back before taking a firm hold of both shoulders.
"Mmmm," he thrust one, twice, three times, touching the deepest parts of the young stud.
Now with a bit more agency, Mikey pushed his ass back, meeting Darren's cock each time it entered him.
They moved together, making their slow coupling more sensual; both men still panted, out of breath from how rabid their fucking had been when they'd started.
"God damn, you're a good fuck," Mikey complimented, reaching down to start jerking his hard cock again.
"So are you," Darren huffed. His heart was racing, and he could scarcely form a steady breath.
Darren released Mikey's shoulders only to take a hold of his hips, gripping him tightly as he sheathed his married cock using the kid's ass. Fully embedded within him, Darren flexed his groin muscles, making his erection throb and flair against Mikey's walls.
"Oh fuck," Mikey whispered.
He was jerking himself more quickly now, clearly aroused from being full of Darren's meat.
"Keep fucking me," he told Darren.
Darren smirked and pulled halfway out, spitting onto his cock several times before he began pumping Mikey again, inducing him to draw a sharp breath of pleasure.
"Oh fuck yes," he moaned.
Darren sawed in and out of him, and seeing how turned on Mikey was, decided to test how far he could push their verbal back and forth.
"You like that, slut?"
"Yeah, fuck my slutty hole," Mikey answered immediately.
Darren felt his dick throb inside of him, and began to buck a bit faster.
"Oh I'm gonna wreck this fat ass, panty boy," Darren grunted.
"Do it, cream me like a whore."
"You know I fucking will," Darren responded excitedly. "Gonna fill you up with so much married cum, you're gonna get knocked up, slut."
He wasn't sure if this was all just dirty talk or if Mikey actually wanted Darren to breed him, but unless the stud said otherwise, he wasn't going to stop. The thought of cumming inside of Mikey was just too thrilling not too.


"Fuck, bro, you're making me leak," Mikey groaned.
"You're gonna be leaking my cum out of that ass soon."
Darren was fucking him swiftly again, not as fast or as hard as when they had started, but rather a brisk, hearty dicking, one that would steadily draw his nut out and allow Mikey to enjoy being a fleshligh for him.
Mikey emitted heavy breaths through an open mouth; his eyes were shut, and he squinted in concentration while jacking himself hastily.
"Keep going, keep going," he muttered hoarsely.
"This is why you really put those panties on today, huh?" Darren spoke over the consistent slap of his hips against Mikey's juicy buns. "To entice someone to hump your brains out."
"Yes," Mikey admitted, quaking from a combination of Darren's words and cock.
"It's why you wear that jock to the gym too. To pick up some unsuspecting guy to rail you after."
"Yes, yes!" Mikey hung his head and choked on a groan.
"Makes it easy to get some dick in you. Don't even need to strip, just pull those shorts down a little and get yourself an ass full of cock."
"Aw God damn," Mikey's eyes nearly rolled to the back of his skull.
"Made it easy for some of your wrestling teammates to pass you around too. Didn't it?"
There was a brief, charged silence before Mikey uttered, "It did," with barely containable enthusiasm.
"They used to take turns on me," he confessed further, thrilled by the admission.
"Fuck!" Darren resisted the urge to pound his way to an orgasm.
He came close to doing so, but ultimately held back, wanting just one more confession from the slutty jock.
"Your coach did a good job making you the team cum dump, huh? After he turned you out."
Mikey was approaching his own orgasm, and driven almost mad by Darren's probing questions, started to push back against his dick in an effort to make himself nut more quickly.
However, Darren tightened his hold of Mikey's hips, suppressing his movements.
"Uh-uh," the married man chastised. "Answer me first!"
Then, Darren slapped Mikey's ass. Hard.
"Yes," he gasped.
"Your coach broke you in and pimped you out, is that right?"
"He did," Mikey huffed, "he took my cherry and made me his bitch."
"He still fucks you then?" There was a hard edge in Darren's voice.
"All the time," the jock admitted.
Their bodies were moving quickly now, in tandem with one another, both men on the precipice of achieving powerful orgasms as they immersed themselves in taboo dirty talk.
"Tell me," Darren demanded.
Mikey groaned, his balls beginning to draw up. "He comes over and fucks me when my girlfriend is gone. Dumps load after load in my ass while I beg for it and call him 'daddy'."
This was it, Mikey could feel the pleasurable churning deep in his groin. He was about to cum.
"Beg me for it," Darren urged, straining to get the words out. His own orgasm was close too.
"Fucking cum in me," Mikey hollered. "Breed my ass, give me that warm seed!"
With a strangled roar, Mikey shot his load. The first shots were so powerful, his body jerked violently, heavy spurts of thick cum landing with audible splats on the dirty, faded linoleum tiles beneath them.
Darren watched him, his gaze sliding lower, passing over Mikey's meaty thighs, those sculpted calves and the crew socks concealing them, all the way down to the feminine white panties loosely stretched around the ankles of his slide-clad feet.
"Fuck," Darren growled, the sight pushing him over the edge.
Like a man possessed, he slammed into Mikey several more times, then held himself completely inside his incredible ass as a flurry of cum poured out of him.
Broken gasps escaped Darren's lips, and he bent forward, overwhelmed by the corrosive arousal bleeding through from his groin.
Mikey trembled and moaned beneath him, still milking the remnants of his load while Darren filled him with his own.
Their uneven pants preceded the dull roar in Darren's ears. He hadn't cum so hard in ages, and knew intuitively that Mikey's insides had been flooded from how much sperm he'd unloaded inside of him.
Darren pressed his sweat dotted forehead into Mikey's back, and slid both arms up and around the stud's torso, encasing him in an affectionate embrace.
He felt the rumble in Mikey's chest as the younger man chuckled.
"Well, fuck," Mikey murmured blithely.
Darren released him and extracted his now soft cock before stepping back.
Mikey stood and braced both hands against the table, slouching slightly as he came down from his high.
Still attempting to catch his breath, Darren stuffed his dick and balls back into his pants while admiring the half-naked jock.
The guilt he thought would appear in the aftermath of their encounter did not materialize. Instead, there was a deep sense of placidity crossed with the subtle hum of continued interest.
"Fuck, bro. That was intense," Mikey moved to pull his underwear and shorts up. "Best hook up I've had in a while."
"Wait."
Mikey paused with his clothes halfway up his legs, and turned a curious gaze on Darren.
"Hold on, don't put them back on yet."
Darren strode over to wear his laundry bags lay slumped by the washers. He dug around in one of them, sifting through the remaining dirty clothes that had not been enough to warrant a third load.
Finally, his fingers closed around the fabric, and he pulled the garment out before heading back over to Mikey.
"Here," Darren presented him with what he'd gone searching for, "Wear these instead."
Clutched in his hand was a pair of his wife's panties.
They were burgundy, trimmed with lace, and seldom worn by Claudia, who Darren knew would not miss them.
Mikey stared down at them for a moment before a razor sharp smile unfolded across his face, and when he raised his eyes to meet Darren's, there was the bright twinkle of boyish mischief lurking there.
While holding eye contact with Darren, Mikey stepped out of his shorts and underwear before taking the offered panties.
There was a slow building buzz in Darren's chest as he watched the stud slip on his wife's dirty underwear and tug them up both muscular legs to hug the ass still full of his cream.
Mikey chuckled while checking himself out. "Not a bad fit."
He pulled up his shorts and looked to Darren, "When do you want 'em back?"
This time it was Darren who offered a smirk. "After you work out in them, and we meet up afterward."
Mikey returned Darren's smile before the older man continued.
"That's when you'll get these back," Darren reached over and took the sheer white panties from him. "And if you're good, I'll even bring another pair to trade."
The two shared a look that conveyed enthusiasm for what they had each discovered in one another, and later that night, after finishing their laundry, exchanging contact info, and making out a little more, Darren sat in his car with Mikey's panties pressed to his nose.
As he inhaled the kid's scent, Darren already found himself anticipating their next encounter.
He heaved a contented sigh, then laughed at how markedly different it sounded from the one he'd uttered after first arriving.
Smiling softly to himself, Darren tucked away the bit of fabric, started the car, and drove home to his wife and kids.
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James tried not to fidget in his seat.
He hadn't planned on coming, or at least told himself he hadn't.
But it'd been at the back of his mind all week, needling him.
After his girlfriend mentioned she would be working Saturday, James had nodded mutely, thinking of the errands he needed to run that morning before meeting his friends later in the afternoon, leaving a gap of free time in between.
So at midday, when James finished the last of his tasks, he'd found himself driving to the small Greek diner while trying not to think too much about the reason why.
He studied the outdated interior to distract himself, his bright blue eyes shifting from the worn linoleum floor to the faded plastic of the countertop he sat in front of.
When a tall, willowy figure began to glide toward him, James abruptly straightened, causing his stool to squeak in protest.
That very same figure had drawn his initial attention the first time he'd eaten there a few months prior, lithely slipping between packed tables of the crowded restaurant.
An uncertain James had discreetly tracked the server's quick movements, unable to discern their ambiguous gender.
His mind had flipped back and forth between seeing both a man and a woman until that same server came to wait on his table, and James finally noticed the dark bristles of a pencil mustache gracing his upper lip.
"Good afternoon," the waiter spoke low, and with a smooth, faintly accented voice. "My name is Rafayel, and I will be serving you today."
James and the three other cops he'd been on shift with replied in a discordant chorus of various greetings.
"What drinks would all of you like?"
As Rafayel took their orders, James got a proper look at the fine angular facial features that gave him an androgynous appearance closer to that of a masculine woman rather than an effeminate man.
He'd clearly embraced the gender fluid look as well, wearing his bleached mullet long so that the blond locks more sharply contrasted his bronze toned skin. The acrylic nails on each finger were bedazzled with small colorful jewels that glittered whenever he adjusted his beige tortoiseshell glasses or septum ring.
Rafayel flitted away after a moment, and with his curiosity satisfied, James turned back toward the group.
But each time the man returned, James felt the bizarre compulsion to gaze at him at length, even scanning the room for brief glimpses when he was elsewhere.
He'd written off his behavior once they'd left by characterizing Rafayel as an enigma that had piqued a natural, benign human interest in curios and oddities.
However, in the days after, his thoughts kept returning to the waiter, and the seamless idiosyncratic blend of masculine and feminine qualities he embodied.
So the next time he worked that same shift with his usual crew, and they were debating where to eat, James casually suggested the diner they'd all enjoyed, feeling a thread of anticipation when everyone agreed.
From then on, they ate there regularly enough for Rafayel to become familiar with them, greeting the group on sight, remembering what drinks they preferred or didn't, and making polite small talk when he had the time.
Privately, James was glad for the days when business was slow, because it meant that Rafayel would linger to chat with them for a bit, allowing him to gaze up at the waiter unencumbered.
He felt inexplicably and increasingly drawn to him with each visit, and it took until their fourth meal for James to understand why.
The diner had been packed with a heavy lunch crowd that day, and the resulting din made it difficult to hear those who were not right next to you.
Rafayel had come up behind James unnoticed, placed a gentle hand on his left shoulder, and leaned over the right to refill his mug.
"Here's some more coffee for you, love."
The warm tone of his silken voice spoken directly into James' ear generated goosebumps along the back of his neck, and he turned his head to find Rafayel smiling tenderly at him, their faces only inches apart.
The intimacy of the gesture as well as how close they were to one another made James finally realize, with sudden raw clarity, how utterly attracted he was to the epicene waiter.
He gazed into the man's buttery brown eyes, dumbfounded to the point of stubborn denial, until Rafayel squeezed his shoulder a moment later, sending a titillating shiver rushing down his spine.
The interaction had lasted no more than a handful of seconds, yet it had been long enough to irrevocably alter James, and the revelation of his singular, deep attraction to another man, albeit an effeminate one, unnerved him.
James was not gay.
He exclusively fucked women, and had fucked a number of them throughout his twenty-six years.
Hell, he'd been dating Kelly on and off for the last eighteen months.
However, the erotic buzz that often accompanied such new and taboo sexual interests was strong enough to prevail over the anxiety surrounding James' outright attraction to Rafayel.
It's what kept him coming back to the restaurant in spite of the knots in his stomach, that illicit carnal thrill of forbidden desire.
But there was an additional underlying facet to those dueling sentiments as Rafayel approached him at the counter: for the first time, James had come alone, and because of that, the possibilities of what could unfold were open-ended and indistinct.
"Officer Wild," Rafayel greeted with a gracious smile. "It's good to see you, and out of uniform, too. A first."
"It's good to see you too, Rafayel." James gripped his knee to stop it from bouncing. "And, uh, you can call me James; you know, since I'm out of uniform and all."
Rafayel's smile slowly broadened.
"Well, James," he began pointedly, "if that is the case, you can call me Raf then."
"Ah, but you're not out of uniform though."
Pleased by the man's rejoinder, Raf placed both arms against the counter and leaned forward. "No, but I enjoy less formal intimacies when bantering with friends."
James looked away. "Oh, is that what we are?" He glanced back. "Friends?"
Raf tilted his head and smiled before shrugging casually. "Mmm, something like that I guess."
The tension was subtle in the brief moment of silence before Jame nervously cleared his throat and changed the subject.
"So, uh, that a new earring?" He nodded toward the small gold feather pendant dangling from the hoop in the other man's right ear.
"It is!" Raf visibly brightened, and lightly fingered the pendant, which differed distinctly from the industrial piercing and series of studs dotting his other ear.
"It looks good on you," James told him, then immediately flushed and tried to correct himself. "I mean, I like it. It fits your style."
He swallowed hard.
It surprised him, the openness with which they could interact when his colleagues weren't around; when it was just the two of them. The words came instinctively despite his nerves.
"Well, thank you," Raf said with sincerity. "That is very kind of you to say so."
His small, assuaging smile helped put James at ease.
One of the characteristics he'd discovered, and liked, about Raf was the gentle graciousness of his unflappably calm demeanor.
There was another moment of silence, although not quite charged like the first, and it was Raf who broke it instead.
"It's been a while since all of you have come in."
James thought he heard just a hint of melancholy in Raf's voice.
"Yeah," James nodded solemnly. "You know how it is." He glanced down at his hands, absentmindedly picking at the skin around the nails. "Shit just... gets in the way."
Truthfully, it had been for a different reason altogether, one which James felt ashamed admitting to.
His colleagues had evidently picked up on how often he'd been proposing they eat at the diner, despite being as nonchalant as possible when doing so.
"Damn, you must really like that place, huh?" A guy named Carlos had asked after James suggested eating there again.
But before he could reply, a different officer, Trent, had smirked and quipped, "Nah, he just likes all the attention from that fag waiter."
Amidst the subsequent laughter, James had played it cool, huffed through his nose, and told Trent to fuck off while smirking back at him.
But the cop's remark all but confirmed what he had suspected: even though Raf was friendly with everyone, he acted a bit more solicitous toward James.
That Raf might be reciprocating his interest tantalized him.
However, Trent's cutting words had opened a pocket of insecurity beneath his surface level stoicism.
Because if Raf could intuit his interest, then the others could too, and that frightened him.
James had always been so sure of who he was: a masculine straight man; tall, handsome, well-built, and well-endowed.
It's what enabled the twenty-six year old to carry himself with such cool confidence in both his social and love life.
But the anomaly of this unfamiliar attraction challenged what James thought he knew about himself, and by extension, his confidence.
So, fearful of being defined by the others, James quietly stopped suggesting they eat at the diner.
He figured he would just move on, put it all past him, and eventually forgot about the entire thing.
Except during his prolonged absence from the restaurant, James had begun fantasizing about Raf while masturbating.
And that had ultimately been the catalyst for why he sat across from the man all by himself.
"Well," Raf smiled, "I am glad to have gotten to see you today." He placed a hand on James' forearm, squeezing lightly.
It was the friendly touch of someone unfailingly cordial.
Yet, the direct skin-to-skin contact stirred something primal deep inside of James, who stared at the man's hand on his arm.
"Yeah, Raf." He raised his eyes to meet the waiter's. "I am too."
There was a beat of silence as they both gazed at one another, and only when the harsh jangle of the entrance bell yanked him back to reality did James realize he'd been leaning toward the other man.
They both straightened; Raf removed his hand while James cleared his throat and looked away.
"How about some coffee?" The waiter asked.
"Sounds good. Actually, just decaf," James clarified, deciding he didn't need any more caffeine while still feeling so jittery.
Raf filled James' mug, took his order, and spent the better part of the proceeding hour talking with him from behind the counter. It was a slow day, and he had few other customers to attend to, allowing both of them to enjoy one another's company for an extended period of time.
They were at the tail-end of a conversation when several succinct buzzes made James glance down at his phone.
"Anything important?" Raf asked.
"Nah," James skimmed the texts, "just some of my friends. We're supposed to meet up at the park to play kickball soon."
"Ah, well, it is certainly a nice day for it."
"I know," James bobbed his head. "Glad it's finally started warming up."
"Yes, I have been looking forward to summer for so long. Next weekend I am hoping the weather will be warm enough to use the pool."
"Yeah? You got a pool at your place?"
"I do," Raf nodded. "It's quite lovely, actually." There was a brief pause as he considered his next words. "Would you perhaps care to join me?"
It was a casual offer, one delivered with an inquisitive tilt of the head, yet James still felt his stomach flutter nonetheless.
"Oh, uhh, I'm not sure what my plans are," James fidgeted with his phone, avoiding eye contact. "I'll have to check and see."
He swallowed loudly, caught between apprehension and enthusiasm.
James had somewhat expected Raf's offer, or at least something similar, when he'd decided to visit the diner that day.
Yet, he remained stuck in the limbo of indecision.
However, a composed Raf merely smiled reassuringly in response to his obvious uncertainty.
"That's okay," he told James placidly. "How about this: once you figure out what your free time looks like, you can let me know, yes?"
James nodded slowly, feeling slightly relieved, "Yeah, that sounds good."
He appreciated that Raf was intuitive and kind enough to leave the door open for him in a way that he felt comfortable with.
"Do you have Snapchat?" the waiter asked.
"I do."
They added each other, and it wasn't lost on James that Raf had chosen a more discreet, unsuspecting method of communicating, one commonly used for casual, low-key hook-ups.
The notion brought with it a flicker of arousal, and James left the diner not too long afterward, his thoughts occupied by the prospect of having sex with Raf.

~

James stood outside the front door, heat from the summer sun already warming the back of his neck. He clenched and released a fist, took one final deep breath, and rang the bell.
The chime echoed loudly inside what he assumed was a vast interior, given the sheer size of the modern looking house looming before him.
He'd practically gawked while driving through the upscale neighborhood, and even double checked the address Raf sent him to make sure he hadn't misread it.
It had been three weeks since they'd last seen one another.
James had waited until the Friday before Raf's proposed pool date before messaging him to say he already had plans and couldn't make it.
That had not been a lie; James had genuinely forgotten that he'd promised to take his girlfriend to the beach that weekend, and had explained this to Raf, worried that the other man would think he was blowing him off with a lame excuse.
But in true fashion, the waiter had been nothing but amiable, and told James that his offer was open-ended.
So after Kelly had been scheduled to work another Saturday, James tentatively reached back out, and together, he and Raf made plans to meet at noon to go swimming.
What had been implied but not said was what would occur after, and when Kelly had asked what his plans were that day, James told her the ostensible truth: that he was hanging out by the pool with a friend he'd met at work.
Even though James had geared himself up throughout the week, he still felt a small quiver of apprehension waiting at the entrance.
However, when the door opened a moment later, his nerves were temporarily forgotten.
"James," Raf greeted him in a bright voice. "Welcome! How are you?"
He stood in the doorway wearing a kimono-style robe loosely belted at the waist, revealing the barest hint of a pierced nipple. The black and green fabric had a floral pattern, and through the gap jutted a long smooth leg that James traced the length of, his gaze pausing on a triple layer gold anklet he found enticing.
James stared at Raf's exposed leg for another second before answering, grateful for the sunglasses concealing his eyes.
"I'm good, Raf. How about you?"
"I am doing wonderfully. Please come inside," he held the door open wider and stepped back. "I'm so happy you were able to join me today."
James stepped over the threshold and into the entryway. "Me too. I've, uh, been looking forward to it."
He scratched the side of his neck, offering a quick, shy smile.
Raf shut the door and faced him. "I am glad." He squeezed James' shoulder and gestured toward the interior. "Come, let us get settled."
He led James to an open-concept living room and kitchen that was as modern and minimalist as the exterior of the house. James glanced around, taking in the gray slate tiles, white walls, and floor to ceiling windows.
"You've got a really nice place," he complimented.
"Thank you, but the house actually belongs to my aunt and uncle. They are kind enough to let me live here with them while I finish school."
"Yeah?" James stole a glance at the man before continuing to look around. "Will I get to meet them or...?"
Raf smiled softly to himself. "No, they are traveling in Armenia for the next two weeks."
James nodded coolly, but felt a distinct buzz from the confirmation that they were alone in the house together.
There was a brief silence before Raf spoke. "Would you care for a drink? I made sangria."
James thought for a moment and decided that it would help take the edge off his nerves, "Yeah, a drink sounds perfect. Thank you."
Raf padded into the kitchen and came back holding a tray laden with a full pitcher and two glasses. "Would you open the door for me please?"
Outside, the patio opened up to a large vertical length pool surrounded by lounge chairs on one side and a covered day bed on the other. Heavy foliage from various plants and trees gave the expansive yard a tropical, secluded feel, and beyond the water's edge, a short stone path led to a nearby pool house.
James could hear soft indie-rock playing over concealed speakers as he followed Raf to the chairs. Quiet bubbling from the pool's waterfall added to the overall tranquil atmosphere.
He tossed the towel he'd brought onto one of the lounge chairs and kicked off his flip flops, only to pause when Raf set the tray down on a side table and disrobed.
All that he wore beneath the thin fabric of his robe was a snug, sky-blue speedo that left little to the imagination and exhibited almost the entirety of his smooth, hairless body.
Raf had an incredibly slim build. It was as if someone had sucked out all the fat, leaving only lean, sinewy muscle to cover his slender frame; and in addition to the barbells that pierced each small brown nipple, Raf's belly button sported a piercing as well.
James only realized he'd been ogling the other man once he began to grow hard.
Clearing his throat, James turned away to pull the tank top over his head, concealing the half-chub tenting his swimsuit in the process.
"So, Armenia, huh?" he asked, grasping for a topic of conversation. "Pretty exotic vacation spot."
Once again, Raf smiled over how easily flustered James was, and indulged him.
"Not quite so exotic when you have grown up there. Besides, they go every year to visit family."
"Are you from Armenia too?"
"I am," Raf affirmed, pouring them each a drink. "Although I have lived in America for a long time."
"When did you move here?"
Raf handed him a glass, "Almost ten years ago."
"Wow," James took a sip. "Do you still miss it?"
"Very much," Raf smiled wistfully.
"What's it like there?"
"Beautiful. There are many mountains, so it is not so flat like here, and an enormous lake that my family would visit every summer."
Raf stared into the distance for a moment, his eyes clouded over with fond memories.
"Do you ever think about moving back?" James asked.
"Sometimes," Raf answered. "But it would be difficult."
He looked at James. "I could not be myself there."
Suddenly somber, the only thing James could think to say in response was, "I'm sorry."
"It's okay," Raf smiled softly, "I am lucky to have a good life here."
They held eye contact for a moment before each looked away, the mood congenial once again; James took a large sip of his drink while Raf dug around in a tote bag and held out a bottle of sunscreen.
"I noticed you did not bring any," he offered by way of explanation, "and you look as if you burn easily."
The small teasing smile he shot James invigorated him.
"Well, not all of us can have golden skin like you."
James matched Raf's smile, roused by how easily they'd segued into a light flirtation, and caught a faint glimmer in the other man's eyes as he took the bottle from him.
He turned away to begin applying the sunscreen to his skin; however, as James slathered the muscles of his arms, his attention was drawn to the lounge chair next to him, where Raf sat coating his long smooth legs in tanning oil.
James' movements slowed; he watched the other man's slick hands glide from thigh to calf, admiring how burnished the oil made his hairless skin look, a perfect complement to the maroon nail polish decorating his toes.


When Raf shifted to his left leg, James noticed a chain of pink and blue flowers tattooed around the ankle, a companion piece to the jewelry he wore on the other.
For a moment, James imagined both adorned ankles locked together against the small of his back while he rutted away at the man they belonged to, who moaned sensually from beneath him.
Despite the heat, a shiver crested over his skin, and once more, James felt himself start to harden.
Raf caught him looking, and offered a reassuring smile.
Feeling encouraged, and a little buzzed, James took a deep breath, held it in, and said in a husky voice, "I like your tattoo. It looks... it's sexy."
A small thrill passed through him from voicing so overtly his attraction to Raf, who beamed at the compliment.
"Thank you, James." He rotated his ankle back and forth, showing off the tattoo. "I had it done a year ago, for my thirtieth birthday."
This surprised James, who thought Raf was closer to his own age rather than five years older.
"I would not have guessed that you were 31," he said, adding a moment later, "You look really good."
"Well, you are full of compliments today." Raf looked at him from beneath his lashes. "Thank you. You're quite handsome yourself. Like a sculpture, I've always thought."
His eyes drifted over James' body, openly admiring his well-defined abs, firm pecs, and solid biceps.
It was the first time Raf had ever shown an outright appreciation for him physically, and James prickled hotly under the other man's gaze.
"Just call me David then," he joked lamely, although James enjoyed the way Raf smirked in response.
"Hmm, how fortunate I am then, to have a masterpiece before me."
They smiled at one another, both relishing the liberation of finally acknowledging and indulging in the now obvious attraction between them.
"Would you like some help with your back?" Raf nodded toward the bottle of sunscreen James still held. "We don't want any of that marble to warp."
James swallowed, then nodded once, "Sure."
He handed off the bottle to Raf, and presented his back to him. James heard a squirt, and sensed the other man's immediate presence just before he pressed the cool lotion into his skin.
Raf started with his traps before making his way across James' shoulder blades and then further down his back. He was careful and diligent in ensuring that no skin was left unprotected, and in spite of Raf's innocuous touch, James remained at half-mast the entire time.
"There is some tension in these muscles of yours." Raf squeezed the tops of his shoulders once he'd finished. "Maybe later I can give you a massage to help release some of that pressure, hm?"
James stirred at the offer. The irony was not lost on him: he had tensed from the arousal shifting within his groin, threatening to bloom fully, and now his cock hardened to its full length just from the thought of Raf's hands exploring him more sensually.
"Sure, Raf," James answered, his cock twitching, "I'd like that."
"Excellent," Raf said, then stood. "But first, we swim."
James watched him breeze past; if Raf noticed the unmistakable bulge in his swimsuit, he didn't say anything about it. Instead, he descended the steps into the pool, and after releasing a slow, steadying breath, James followed.
The cold water helped calm him down, and after his hardon ultimately subsided, he and Raf fell into easy conversation while swimming.
They talked about their families: Raf spoke of his twin sister, who lived in London and whom he hoped to visit soon, while James told him about growing up as the youngest of three rambunctious boys, all close in age.
Raf laid out his plan to become a therapist and treat adolescents after completing his doctoral program the following year; in turn, James shared his childhood dream of one day making detective.
They drifted through the water, words flowing as swiftly as the pool's artificial current, and before James knew it, nearly two hours had passed.
It had been one of the best conversations he could remember having, and with someone who, despite not knowing very long, James could be completely himself around.
They were sitting side by side on the wide steps, half-submerged in the water, when James noticed the goosebumps on Raf's skin and smirked.
"Looks like someone's getting cold," he teased.
Raf answered with a sly smile of his own. "Only a little."
"Uh-huh, sure," James uttered sarcastically.
He made a point of eying the other man's rigid nipples, causing him to chuckle briefly.
But then Raf leaned toward James, lowered both eyelids, and placed a hand along his bare thigh. "How about we lie out on the day bed together and dry off then? I could give you that massage I promised earlier."
He squeezed playfully, and James stiffened as he felt his cock thicken in response.
This was it, what the afternoon had been building toward, and what they both knew was the true reason for his visit.
James let out a quick breath, looked Raf in the face, and answered him with conviction, "Let's do it."
Raf grinned before standing, and when he did, the water logged speedo clung tightly to him, putting his pert little rump on display for James to ogle.
He eyed both perky mounds until Raf readjusted his swimsuit a moment later, allowing James to glimpse the hidden skin beneath, only marginally paler than the rest of his bronze body.
Raf began climbing the steps, and James quickly downed the remainder of the drink he'd been nursing before following.
They grabbed their towels and moved to the large day bed on the opposite side of the pool, where James stole surreptitious glances at Raf while toweling off.
Despite his plain willingness to be intimate with him, he still hesitated, unsure of how to proceed.
Luckily, Raf took the lead by crawling onto the day bed, sitting back on his knees, and patting the space in front of him.
James settled cross legged on the large cushion; unsure of what to do with his hands, he simply propped himself up, if only to avoid fidgeting with them.
Still, traces of awkwardness lingered in his slightly tense posture, and he even jumped slightly when Raf clasped the tops of his shoulders.
"Sorry," he laughed awkwardly.
"Don't be," Raf assured him. "You have nothing to apologize for."
James nodded but didn't say anything as Raf began gently kneading his shoulder blades. His heart raced with nervous excitement, and he had to force himself not to tremble from it.
"All is well, love," Raf soothed. "I promise."
Raf's comforting words helped ease some of the tension within him, and James felt his muscles start to loosen.
"There you go. Just relax and enjoy yourself."
James shut his eyes and released a sigh as he focused on Raf's soft hands moving against him, applying the perfect amount of pressure across his wide upper back.
Over the course of the following fifteen minutes, Raf tenderly worked him over, kneading his coiled muscles with a distinct sensuous touch that differed markedly from when he'd applied sunscreen to him earlier.
What little tension remained slowly drained away, leaving only the fervid arousal that had been taunting him since he'd arrived, and James eventually uncrossed his legs to splay out in front of him, alleviating the constraint against his hardon.
He let out what began as a long satisfied sigh but ended as a soft moan, his erection throbbing continuously within the confines of his swimsuit.
Completely at ease and thoroughly aroused, James eased back, leaning into Raf's touch, and felt the other man's erection brush against him.
He inhaled sharply, but did not tense or move, and Raf took that as his cue to press a soft kiss into the back of his neck.
"I-I've never done this before," he admitted in a slightly shaky voice.
"I know, love." Raf kissed further along his neck. "But I will guide you, hm?"
James could not answer. His breathing had grown ragged from Raf's continued kisses across his warm, sensitive skin; when the other man slid both arms around his torso, James turned his head toward him, and a heartbeat later, when their lips finally met, he uttered an endearingly boyish whimper.
They kissed slowly at first, the confident movement of Raf's lips leading the way until an uncertain James realized that kissing him was no different than kissing a woman; in fact, he found it better, as Raf turned out to be an exceptional kisser.
James moaned into Raf's mouth as he upped their pace. Gone was the last of the trepidation; he moved his lips hungrily against Raf's, lust expanding twofold when the other man reciprocated, and their kissing evolved into a sensual make out session.
They paused briefly so Raf could shimmy left and kneel beside James rather than lean over his shoulder.
Once their kissing resumed, an eager James slipped a small amount of tongue into Raf's mouth, then moaned loudly when he received his in response. Soon their tongues were becoming acquainted with one another, lapping erotically before entwining amidst heated groans and lustful pants.
Raf moved a hand over James' chest, caressing the muscles he found there, and in turn, James clasped Raf's arm only to make his way upward, until he gently cupped the back of the other man's neck.
Their heads rotated back and forth, seeking new and different angles that allowed the passion they felt for one another to be released through erotic tongue kisses.
James wasn't sure how long they made out for; he was too lost in enjoying it all: the hunger that drove their actions, the sultry yet composed way they tongued each other, the ease with which everything had transpired.
For James, the sum of their encounter was underscored by how fulfilling it felt to finally embrace his desire for Raf, the androgynous man he found so bewitching and who had exposed a side of James he hadn't known existed.
A side he was increasingly keen to explore.
The urgency that accompanied his compulsion to engage Raf sexually verged on boiling over, and James began to question how much longer he could withstand the powerful erection aching between his legs.
However, he did not have to wait long to find out.
Raf's curious fingers had been slowly wandering downward, fondling his pecs, tweaking each nipple, and stroking his abs along the way.
Now, with both of them ready to escalate beyond kissing, Raf worked his fingers beneath the waistband of James' swimsuit and deftly freed his hard cock.
James broke their kiss with a gasp when he felt Raf wrap a hand around him, and stared down at the other man loosely gripping his hardon.
He liked the way his big dick looked with Raf's long slender fingers clutching him; the other man's bejeweled acrylics curled softly around his thick towering manhood, and the brown pubic hair he kept lightly trimmed unfurled across the wet fabric of his swimsuit.
James watched his cock twitch in Raf's hand and released a long, unsteady breath.
"Is this okay?" Raf carefully studied him.
"Yes," James answered quickly. "It feels good. Keep going."
Urged on, Raf began to gently stroke him, pumping his big dick.
"Oh fuck," James murmured with barely contained excitement.
The two of them watched Raf jack him, steadily moving his hand up and down, forcing stringy precum to spew from the tip of James' cock.
Holy shit, James thought, he's jerking me off. Another man is jerking me off.
But instead of freaking out, like he feared he might, James found the realization arousing, and leaned toward Raf again, once more seeking his lips.
They resumed kissing in earnest, but with less haste now that Raf was playing with his cock.
After all, James could only focus so much on feeding the other man his tongue while getting frisked by him, and he felt himself leak a steady stream of precum into Raf's hand, who used it to lube his stiff pole and make the handjob he was receiving that much more pleasurable.
With a light grip and the perfect tempo, Raf made James squirm in place while he moaned lustily into the other man's mouth; at a certain point, James broke their kiss, unable to concentrate any longer.
Again, he stared at the brown hand gliding up and down his glistening hog, mouth agape in disbelief over how good it truly felt.
Through quick heavy pants, James became faintly aware that Raf was closely watching him, and he reluctantly tore his gaze away to meet the other man's.
There was a sweltering lust in Raf's lidded eyes that mirrored his own, and for a moment, they merely gazed at one another, communicating their mutual and intense sexual attraction with a shared look of raw desire.
Then, Raf glanced at his cock, and after looking back toward James, brushed his upper lip with a slow sensual swipe of the tongue.
James' eyes went wide with comprehension, and he nodded quickly, his body tensing as he watched Raf lean over and unceremoniously engulf his manhood.
"Holy fuck," James blurted.
He uttered some noise that was a cross between a whimper and a moan as Raf's wet warm mouth effortlessly descended down the length of his shaft, glossy lips clamping around the base once he ran out of meat to swallow.
"Jesus," James muttered. "Jesus, Raf."
He fidgeted, fighting the sudden overwhelming urge to fuck Raf's mouth, and gripped the soft cushion beneath him with both hands instead.
A low garbled groan echoed from the throat of the other man, but with closed eyes and a serene look, he began expertly blowing his straight crush.
Raf bobbed up and down, sliding James' girthy pole between his tightly sealed lips, tonguing the underside of the cop's shaft with each hearty swallow.
He was unrelenting, swift but steady; a perfect hole to milk the cum out of James, who gasped and groaned while watching the beautiful man pleasure him deeply.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck," he kept murmuring through uneven breaths.
James squeezed his eyes shut, leaned back on both hands, and let his head lull while moaning softly. The wet sounds of avid sucking filled their immediate surroundings, and when James felt Raf's free hand start to caress his abdomen a few minutes later, he opened his eyes and resumed watching him devour his meat.
Raf had not wavered in the slightest, and continued gobbling him up, smoothly inhaling his erection over and over, head screwing around all eight inches with every satisfying plunge.
James could feel his cockhead touch the back of Raf's throat each time the other man's nose ended up buried in his pubes.
Raf would always tighten his throat muscles before releasing him, making James pulse and groan with rampant pleasure.
This was easily the most pleasurable, skilled blowjob he'd received in a very long time, and James knew it wouldn't be long before Raf sucked the cum straight from his balls.
"You're getting me really close," he warned politely.
A lot of girls did not enjoy having men cum in their mouths, and as a habit, James always alerted them to his impending nut so they could pull away if that's what they preferred.
Raf, evidently, did not.
Because when his eyelids fluttered open, and he gazed up at James, his intentions were crystal clear.
James felt his chest swell with anticipation; the thought of Raf swallowing his well-earned load excited him, and he inched even closer to what was sure to be a large and intensive orgasm.
Raf seemed to stare straight into his soul as he continued blowing him unabated, and James' eyes widened when he realized the other man would drink his cum while looking directly at him.
James breathing quickened, "Oh fuck, Raf. You're gonna make me bust."
And as if to tantalize him further, Raf started fondling his balls, drawing forth an additional groan.
"Aw fuck yeah! God damn, Raf!" James gasped in erotic disbelief.
With the first stirrings in his loins, James began to tense, and as Raf steadily drew the seed from his very depths, James' muscles and limbs tightened incrementally until they constricted.
Then, completely rigid, he thrust upward, seeking more of the warm wet mouth about to drain him dry.
"Fuck, fuck," he uttered in a strangled voice.
James shallowly fucked Raf's lips once, twice, three times; then his toes curled, a dull roar escaped him, and he came hard.
"Ugh," he groaned forcefully as the first creamy spurts of cum splattered against Raf's tongue.
James convulsed on the bed while filling the other man's mouth up, his seed spewing so strenuously it left him breathless.
Raf devoured every drop, swallowing his cum as quickly as it was fed to him, until only droplets trickled out, and even then, he gently kneaded James' shaft, nursing him for every last bead of thick baby batter.
All at once, James finished cumming, tension fled his body, and he collapsed against the bed, depleted of both semen and energy. He could only manage to lie there while trying to catch his breath.
Eventually Raf released his deflating cock, lovingly kissed the tip, and carefully tucked it away. Then, after flashing James a smile, he began placing kisses along the cop's brawny torso.
James sighed, enjoying how Raf's lips felt against his skin, and draped a loose hand over the other man's shoulder; a calming post-orgasmic bliss began to settle over him, mingling with the tranquil effects of the alcohol, and James felt his eyelids begin to grow heavy.
Raf gently rested his head against James' chest, and the two simply basked in the pleasant afterglow of their first sexual encounter together.
They had done it, they'd finally crossed the line and been intimate with one another, something James could only marvel at: not only had it been incredible, but none of the previous apprehension materialized like he imagined it would.
Instead, James felt nothing but comfort and satisfaction while lying with the man who had just pleasured him, and he toyed with Raf's skin, lightly tracing random patterns with the tips of his fingers until he slowly nodded off.
When James jerked awake at point, Raf lifted his head and leveled an amused smile at him.
"Looks like someone is getting sleepy," he proclaimed, mimicking the way James had teased him earlier.
James returned a lazy grin. "That's because someone drained all my energy."
This made Raf laugh, and he caressed James' abdomen, eyes alight with high spirits. "Let's head inside then. We can rinse off the chlorine and rest a little, yes?"
"That sounds perfect," James told him truthfully.
They disentangled themselves, languidly stretching while easing off the day bed. After gathering their belongings, Raf led James to the pool house rather than back to the living room.
"This is where I stay," Raf explained as they entered.
A spacious kitchenette occupied the right side of the rectangular room, and on the left, a bed, two nightstands, and a dresser took up the space that would ordinarily hold couches.
James stood in the doorway, taking it all in while Raf set the tray of sangria and empty glasses on the counter.
"Not bad. Perfect little place for one person."
"I think so," Raf answered, moving toward the center of the room. "My aunt and uncle offered me a bedroom in the main house, but I much prefer the privacy I get from staying out here."
"I can understand that," James nodded.
They were quiet for a moment, each studying their surroundings before Raf nodded toward a small table in the corner.
"You can leave your belongings there. The bathroom is this way."
With that, he disappeared through an open doorway by the bed, and a moment later, James heard the shower start up.
He set his sunglasses, shirt, and flip flops where Raf had indicated, then trailed after him, making it to the doorway just in time to catch his naked backside entering the walk-in shower.
James remained in place and watched through the glass as the other man stood beneath the water, a soft smile on his beautiful face as he turned toward the shower head.


Despite having cum not long prior, James felt some life return to his cock, and after stepping out of the swimsuit he still wore, made to join Raf.
The other man turned to face him as he entered, and for the first time, James got a look at him completely naked.
Evidently, Raf's body was not as smooth as James had initially thought. A small patch of dark pubic hair had been neatly trimmed into an inverted triangle, the tip of which ended at the base of his modest uncut cock, straining upward with eager arousal.
He had never seen another man's penis outside of a locker room, nor another's erection outside of porn, and while it felt a bit surreal, seeing how aroused Raf was by him enticed James to move closer.
He tentatively touched Raf's sides, which encouraged him to return the gesture by placing both hands on James' chest, long fingers splayed over such a large area of muscle.
James loved how slender Raf was, which his own big hands helped emphasize, nearly touching as he held the attractively slim man.
He raised his eyes to meet Raf's, and received a warm look unobscured by the glasses he'd left on the counter. This near to one another, there was not much of a height difference between them, and James closed the gap separating their lips.
Unlike earlier, their kisses were soft and affectionate, buoying the tender feelings beginning to emerge.
They held each other and kissed under the water, Raf's hardon occasionally brushing against James' abdomen. Faintly intrigued, and astutely aware that the other man had not yet cum, James loosened his grip, and let a single hand slip down and over Raf's waist to graze his erection.
Raf gasped in surprise, his eyes popping open as he leaned back slightly to peer at James. The two watched one another for a moment, then both looked down just before James closed his hand around Raf, whose breath hitched.
"You... do not have to..." he croaked.
"I know," James told him. Then, suddenly shy, "But I want to."
For the next several minutes, James explored Raf's cock and balls, cupping both tiny plums with his large hand in between carefully stroking him. Raf taught James the correct way to pull back the foreskin of his cock, which James found oddly fascinating.
He struggled a little, acclimating to the unfamiliar movements of pleasuring another man; but Raf was patient, not to mention incredibly turned on, and despite James' inexperience, he was soon approaching his own climax.
"I... I am going to cum," Raf uttered breathlessly.
James continued gliding his hand like Raf showed him, intent on finishing what he'd started.
"Oh... oh my..." Raf gasped.
His grip on James' chest tightened while he gazed at him with an almost bewildered look.
Then Raf let out a feminine cry and came on the shower floor.
James watched himself stroke a load out of another man. He'd actually found the entire experience quite erotic, and had grown half hard as a result.
Raf slumped against him once his orgasm subsided, and James chuckled into his hair while the remnants of Raf's load slowly washed down the drain.
"You are full of surprises, James," Raf murmured.
"Good ones I hope."
"Yes, nothing but good surprises."
Raf stepped back and out of James' arms. "Now I am as ready for that nap as you are."
James laughed, "I'm glad you had such an equally draining experience."
The other man returned a playful wink, then shut off the water. Both men stepped out to towel off before heading into the main room.
Raf pulled back the covers of the queen sized bed and gestured for James to lie down before he took their swimsuits to dry out on the lounge chairs along with the towels.
James watched from the bed as Raf lithely made his way there and back, admiring how sexy the other man looked casually strolling outside, naked and confident.
When Raf joined him, James opened his arms, inviting the other man to cuddle, which he happily did, resting his head on James' chest. The two of them embraced once James pulled Raf close and held him.
And so curled naked together, they both drifted off, dozing lightly in their own cocoon of comfort that each knew only existed because of the other.
When James' eyes fluttered open, the light outside had changed, and he glanced at the clock on the nightstand. It was just before five in the evening; they had been napping for roughly two hours, and he knew his girlfriend would be getting off work soon.
James sighed and ran a hand down his face; he really didn't want to get up, and Raf was either already awake or had stirred from his movements, because he lifted his head to offer James a drowsy smile.
"Hello, love. Did you sleep well?"
"Better than I would have thought."
Raf's smile widened. "I am glad."
"You sleep okay?"
"I slept very well, thank you. You are an exceptional pillow," the other man teased, caressing James' solid chest.
James chuckled and tightened his hold of Raf, "Mmm you can use me as a pillow anytime."
He caught the pleased look in Raf's eyes just before the other man lowered his head once more, and a contented silence fell between them as Raf continued lightly stroking his torso.
When he stopped, James nudged his shoulder. "Keep going, that feels nice."
Raf resumed touching him, and James ran his own rough hand down the other man's back.
For several minutes, they simply enjoyed the intimacy of embracing while caressing one another. However, at some point, their hands began to wander: Raf's slid to James' thigh, and James lowered his to cup Raf's ass.
Both felt their breathing deepen, and soon their tender cuddling had evolved into light foreplay as each man steadily became aroused while groping the other.
James sighed his lover's name when Raf lightly gripped his hardon, and he repeatedly squeezed Raf's asscheeks while being softly stroked.
When a dot of precum formed on the tip of James' cock, Raf slid down and took him into his mouth, drawing a groan from the cop.
Raf blew him for a little while, until James ran a hand through his long blonde tresses to gently pull the other man off.
"I want to try fucking you," he told him in a voice thick with lust.
Raf's eyes flared as he leaned forward, "Are you sure, love?"
"Absolutely," James breathed, then kissed him.
Their tongues danced erotically before Raf broke away to pull a bottle of lube from a drawer in the nightstand.
Then he hesitated, "Do you wish to wear a condom?"
James spent a moment considering his question; he knew he probably should, but the idea of being inside Raf bare was too tempting to resist.
"No," James answered, then added emphatically, "I want to feel you."
Raf smiled, leaned forward for another kiss, and began applying a liberal amount of lube to James' hardon, which throbbed in anticipation.
"I will start on top," Raf told him. "It will be easier."
James nodded. He'd had anal sex before, but only with women, and his size had been an issue then. So he ceded control to Raf, wanting to ensure the other man did not experience any pain.
Raf slipped back to give James room to spread both legs, which he did, proudly presenting his large erection for Raf to sit on.
The other man wore a hungry look as stared down at James' glistening cock, and quickly lubed his own hole before tossing the bottle aside.
Throwing a leg over James' waist, Raf kneeled above him, and reached back to take a firm hold of the stiff cock he'd been lusting over; then, with deft precision, he reoriented both it and himself until the fat mushroom tip was pressed against his smooth puckered hole.
James hissed through clenched teeth as his cockhead was teased. He gripped each of Raf's thighs and rubbed the soft bronze skin while observing him.
Raf's eyes were squeezed shut in concentration, and his free hand suddenly shot out to anchor himself to James' firm chest.
There was a brief tension filled moment where the world seemed to still, the two of them on the brink of finally joining.
Then, Raf's head lulled back, and his mouth fell open in a sultry moan that James echoed as his tip finally broached the other man's hole.
"Shiiiiit," James groaned as Raf slid down the first several inches of meat.
"You are big," Raf breathed.
In a voice etched with concern, James asked, "Am I hurting you?"
"No," Raf answered quickly. "It feels good. I love how you stretch me."
And with that confession, he took even more of James inside him, sinking further along the shaft of his unyielding pole in a way that forced James to swear with pleasure. Raf proceeded mounting him in this manner until he was fully impaled, his ass tightly nestled into James' groin.
"God damn," James muttered.
Awestruck, he stared up at Raf, whose eyes remained shut, although now in euphoria, and James slid both hands upward to cup his sides.
Raf's penis stood completely rigid, the tip pointing toward his belly button piercing.
When James gave him a delicate squeeze, he opened both eyes to reveal a look of pure, unfiltered passion, then squeezed James in return.
"Jesus," James spat as Raf's anal walls constricted around his member.
The other man shot him a playful smile, then continued clenching and unclenching his monster until he was loose enough to start riding James.
"Hold on tight, cowboy," Raf joked.
Then he began to undulate, lifting himself up only to slide back down James' thick hog.
"Oh fuck, Raf."
James let both hands fall away and slowly relaxed into the pillows as he swelled with the intense pleasure of Raf bouncing on his cock.
It took little time for Raf to find a good rhythm, and soon he was riding the stronger man with a fluid dexterity that he knew James had not quite experienced before, as evident by the incredulity written on his face and the guttural groans uttered from the back of his throat.
As they settled into their first fuck, each man's heavy breathing became the exuberant pants of two lovers deep in the throes of passionate, all-conusming sex.
"Fuck yeah," James muttered, gripping Raf's thighs once more. "You ride me so good."
Raf stared down at him with a lustful gaze, "You like it?"
"I fucking love it."
James squeezed each thigh roughly, then took a hold of his waist, again admiring how thin he was.
Leaning in, Raf braced both hands against James' chest and began bucking hard onto his cock.
"Yeah, fucking ride me. Ride my big dick," James told him.
The ferocity of their eye contact could have sparked a fire; each man burned with a zealous lust for the other, and they felt themselves losing control in the best possible way.
"I'll ride you until you can't see straight," was Raf's response.
"Yeah?" James buzzed hearing such a blatantly sexual remark coming from the typically formal and composed man. "Then I'm gonna fuck the cum out of you."
"Promise?"
A mischievous glimmer flashed in Raf's eye, and James grabbed the back of his neck and pulled their mouths together as an answer.
Their lips met in a fiery, forceful tongue kiss, and both men immediately began lapping at one another, tasting, licking, and sucking.
James was overcome with such sudden possessiveness that he dug his fingers into Raf's skin hard enough for the other man to bite him.
Their movements slowed, and again, there was that same glimmer as before when Raf leaned away; James ran his tongue over the spot where he'd nipped his bottom lip.
He flashed Raf a wicked smile, newly invigorated but in an entirely different way.
"So that's how you wanna play it then, huh?"
Then, James abruptly clutched Raf's sides, and with quick precise effort, rolled both of them over.
Raf uttered a surprised gasp as he was flipped onto his back, and stared wide-eyed at the man settling between his spread legs.
James slipped the crook of each elbow beneath Raf's knees and hoisted them up, tilting the other man's ass higher so that he could more easily pound into him.
Raf instinctively latched on to James, both arms encircling his neck as the stronger man leaned down to kiss him.
"I'm about to make good on that promise."
James bore a devilish grin watching Raf quiver in response, and felt his sheathed cock being tightly squeezed by the effeminate man he was buried deep inside of.
Then, James withdrew half his cock and pushed back inside, forcing a shuddering moan from Raf.
The power dynamic had shifted, and an exhilarated James reveled in the more dominant position he'd taken; knowing the man beneath him was at his utter mercy, he proceeded to ravish him.
James flexed his hips, driving into the other man over and over, giving Raf the proper dicking he deserved. His pelvis smacked loudly against the underside of Raf's ass, which rippled delectably against him.
Raf's continual moans echoed resoundingly off the walls, and in his periphery, James saw the other man's painted toes curl and uncurl while his desperately hard penis flopped around, leaking precum all over his flat stomach.
James grunted and huffed with the exertion of using his physical and sexual prowess to thoroughly fuck Raf, smoothly guiding his engorged manhood deep inside the other man's hole with rapid strokes.
"Ohhh, James!" Raf cried at one point.
"Yeah, feels good, doesn't it, baby?" James inquired with tender authority.
"Yes," came the emphatic response, spoken in a breathy whisper. "I love it."
"I know, baby, I know. I'm gonna keep giving you this dick until you nut for me, okay?"
Raf could only moan in response, eyelids twitching.
James inclined his head until their foreheads touched, so that he could stare into the other man's eyes, round with rapture, and better hear him gasp and groan from the inherent pleasure of being fucked by his horse cock.
"God, you're so beautiful," James told him.
During the long, sensual tongue kiss that followed, Raf threaded his fingers through his lover's short brown hair and pulled him closer.
When James broke their kiss, he glanced down at Raf's hard cock, still slapping against his abdomen with each strenuous thrust.
He desperately wanted to know what it would feel like to have Raf blow a load while impaled on his cock, if the other man would squeeze him the way women did when he eventually sprayed everywhere.
But James had grown impatient waiting to find out.
So he looked back at Raf, and while pummeling his guts, ordered him to touch himself.
Raf didn't hesitate, just reached between them to tug on his unassuming erection.
"Ugh," he squeezed both eyes shut and let his head fall back.
James watched Raf intently; completely absorbed in pleasure, the other man nibbled on his own bottom lip through heaving breaths, his hand almost a blur as he vehemently stroked himself.
James could tell it wouldn't take long for Raf to rub one out, and decided to provoke him a bit, wanting to push him closer to cumming in any way that he could.
"You gonna cum, baby?"
"Yes," Raf whispered.
"Good boy, cum on this big dick," James breathed, "and then I'll cum in you."
Raf's subsequent groans were airy, then broken as James nuzzled his neck.
"You want it?" James asked between sensual nips, "You want my load?"
"Yes, yes," Raf gasped. "Give it to me, James! Cum inside me!"
His face scrunched up at the same moment he went slack jawed, and James knew it wouldn't be long before either of them finally came.
"Oh James, James!"
James felt his balls churn hearing Raf cry out his name while on the brink of cumming, and he began to fuck the other man harder.
"Cum for me," James demanded in a strained voice, and Raf did.
With a broken moan, Raf shot his load all over himself.
Cum blasted across his stomach and chest, and with each eruption, he clamped onto the rigid, scorching flesh caressing his insides.
The combination of having his meat stimulated while watching Raf nut on himself brought James to his own climax; he slowed his thrusts, pushed deep inside the other man, and unleashed a torrent of semen that swamped his lover's intestines.
James let out a series of rough, strangled grunts as he unloaded in Raf. There were stars behind his eyelids, and James grit his teeth when he felt both thighs cramp.
He hadn't even been aware of the breath trapped in his lungs until he finally released it with a startled gasp.
Slowly, his senses came back to him, and James finally noticed both he and Raf were panting now that their individual orgasms had subsided.
He lifted his head to kiss the other man, their lips gently pressing together. Then, the two carefully disengaged, limb by limb.
Raf let out a small whimper when James dislodged his half-hard cock, and the bigger man sighed after rolling over.
Raf quickly followed, practically purring as he nestled into James, who pulled him close with one arm.
He murmured something unintelligible, and when James asked what he'd said; the other man paused before chuckling to himself.
"Sorry." Raf lifted his head and smiled. "The sex was so good, I reverted to Armenian without realizing."
Now it was James who laughed, right before kissing him, "That's one of the better compliments I've received after fucking someone."
"Well, you earned such a compliment." Raf stroked James' chest, and gazed at him affectionately. "This has been such a wonderful day for me."
James leaned in so their foreheads touched. "Me too, Raf."
Neither of them needed to say anything else; both knew it wasn't the just sex that they were referring to.
After a little more cuddling, James checked his phone while Raf cleaned up in the bathroom.
Kelly had texted him asking if he was back home so she could head over after work. James replied that he was on his way, and reluctantly stood from the bed.
He needed enough time to be able to make it to his apartment and shower off the smell of sex before Kelly got there.
After James was dressed, Raf walked him to the door in just his robe, where he leaned back against the frame while the two of them enjoyed a long, leisurely kiss goodbye.
"Thank you," James told him earnestly, "for today."
This brought a fond smile to Raf's lips. "Of course. It was a special one, hm?"
"Yes, it was." James shut his eyes and took a breath, allowing himself to linger in his feelings for a moment before opening them. "Can I see you again?"
Raf nodded, and they shared another kiss before finally parting.

~

"Oh! James! James!"
Raf called out his name repeatedly as James fucked him hard and fast up against a wall of the pool house.
He held the slim man by the underside of each thigh, the thick fingers of his big hands digging harshly into him.
All the while Raf clung tightly to the large arms holding him aloft, jostling back and forth from the force of every one of James' harsh thrusts inside him. Yet his smooth calves remained locked around the cop's lower back.
The room had developed a humid warmth from such exertive mating, and the underlying scent of sweat mixed with cum tickled both their nostrils, but they were still insulated from the cold winter night outside.
It was actually that very same biting cold that had driven James to seek out his lover's warm embrace after a grueling shift, in spite of the risk of doing so.
Kelly was waiting for him back at home, and even though she'd been asleep for a few hours, James knew she always expected to be briefly woken once he finally crawled into bed beside her.
But it was precisely because Kelly had already fallen asleep that James found himself entangled with Raf at three in the morning, his uniform and gear piled on a chair in the corner while they rutted away at one another.
Raf tightened his grip on James' biceps before moaning with lustful affection, "Oh my big strong man."
A powerful yearning for the truth of those words enveloped James, and not for the first time.


He bucked harder into the other man, whose cum he could feel seeping around his forearms.
Raf had cum already, forcefully and hands free, while James fucked his brains out, something that always brough him a sense of satisfaction.
The first time it'd happened, James had stared down at Raf trapped beneath him, his groin prickling with arousal; they'd been fucking missionary, and James had pinned Raf's arms above his head while steadily humping into him.
Right before he'd shot all over himself, Raf suddenly grew feral, bucking wildly against James cock as his eyes rolled back.
When he finally came moments later, his hard cock spraying everywhere, James had followed immediately after, which would go on to become a reoccurring sequence for them.
That's why James felt so surprised to have lasted beyond Raf's orgasm, especially considering it'd been a while since the two of them had gotten together.
But when Raf started begging him for his load, James knew that it wouldn't be long before he was breeding his lover.
"Cum for me, my love," Raf cooed in his ear. "I want to feel you impregnate me."
That was all it took.
"Argh," James grunted as he seeded Raf.
It was a particularly big load; their time apart was partly to blame, as was his enduring attraction to Raf, stronger now than when they'd first hooked up over the summer.
James panted heavily while Raf licked the salt from his neck, and after the numbing feeling began to recede, he turned and walked them over to the bed, where he gently placed Raf before kissing him.
The other man moaned lightly, and sought to prolong their kiss, transforming it from an affectionate conclusion to an extended moment of passion.
Raf uncoiled his body and wrapped each languid limb more loosely around James, further enticing him.
It worked, but then again, it always did.
James crawled on top of Raf, and lowered himself onto the other man as he deepened the kiss, their tongues sliding together.
The longing he'd felt in the last several weeks had finally dissipated, and once more in Raf's arms, James surrendered to the familiar bliss of being with him.
To say he'd been caught unaware by such feelings would be a lie; James had certainly felt a flutter of affection during the car ride home after their first encounter, months ago.
But mixed in with the newness of the sex, and how good it had been, an emotionally muddled James hadn't been able to identify it as the start of something more.
Even during the subsequent weeks, when he and Raf could only manage a couple quick one-offs, James didn't recognize what had already begun unfolding between them, or that it would continue to deepen.
Then he and Kelly broke up again.
It wasn't malicious, nor caused by any one incident in particular; it was just their pattern, and had been for pretty much the entirety of their relationship.
But with a sudden abundance of free time, James began seeing Raf frequently.
It started with that first weekend, which they spent at the pool house.
After a night of sex, James had awoken late the following morning to Raf making breakfast at the small cooktop in the kitchenette.
Still naked, he'd snuck up behind his lover, and wrapped both arms around the other man's slim waist while nuzzling his neck.
"Mmm, this is exactly what I like to wake up to," James murmured.
Smiling to himself, Raf replied, "I thought you would have quite the appetite after how strenuous last night's activities were."
James smirked as he spoke into Raf's ear, "I wasn't talking about the food."
Then he pressed his morning wood against the other man's backside, drawing a chuckle from him.
"So insatiable," Raf admonished, but didn't move.
"Oh don't act like some chaste nun." James reached down and felt Raf's rapidly hardening cock through the fabric of his robe. "Mhm, thought so."
Raf clucked his tongue through the smirk he couldn't manage to hide; but when James continued fondling him, the other man let out an involuntary sigh.
"I have to finish cooking," Raf tried to nudge him away but it was a halfhearted effort. "Beastly man."
James snarled mockingly as he began to forcefully tug him back, prompting Raf to laugh while struggling.
"Wait, wait!" Raf cried.
He managed to turn the burner off and push the pan aside before James pulled him to the floor, where they made love in a tangled heap.
Afterward, they ate a cold breakfast together in bed, but neither of them really minded.
"God, I missed you," James whispered once they'd finished kissing.
A smiling Raf softly stroked the back of his neck, "Me as well."
James returned his smile, pecked him on the lips, and glanced at the clock before sighing.
"I should--"
"No, not yet," Raf protested, already intuiting what he was about to say, and looked at James, suddenly melancholic. "We haven't seen each other in so long."
James sighed again, but much heavier.
Then Raf quietly added, "Will you stay a little longer?" He paused, searching James' eyes. "Please?"
James gave in.
He couldn't bring himself to say no to Raf, especially when he was just as keen on staying.
They cuddled under the sheets, James holding Raf in his big arms.
"You always know how to wrangle what you want from me, huh?" James caressed Raf's thigh, draped over his waist. "My sly little lynx."
The first time he'd called Raf that, the other man had just smiled politely in response, and James grew disappointed thinking he hadn't cared for the nickname.
But after he caught Raf googling what a lynx was, and saw the genuine elation on his face as he scrolled through the images, James began using it frequently, which both of them greatly enjoyed.
Raf burrowed further into James in response, but a moment later, he peered up at him, slightly uncertain.
"You do not have to stay if you truly can't. You know that, yes?"
James felt his chest constrict. "I know, Rafy. But I want to." He stroked the other man's cheek. "I always want to."
Raf smiled softly and snuggled him again. He didn't need anymore affirmation. He knew James was telling the truth.
Because during that month when James and Kelly had broken up, what they'd had was more than just sex.
It was holding hands in the dim glow of the aquarium.
It was late night conversations that lasted until dawn.
It was the comfort of cradling someone who seemed to understand you better than anyone else.
It was a walking daydream, one where James felt happier than he could ever remember being.
And it's why he continued seeing Raf even after getting back together with Kelly.
There wasn't any reason for their reunion, and James didn't particularly desire its occurrence.
It was just their pattern, one of many James had spent his adulthood as a straight man establishing, and that he didn't know how to break now that he no longer considered himself quite so straight anymore.
On top of that, the whole situation became even more complicated by how understanding Raf had been.
If he had given James some type of ultimatum or maybe ended their relationship, then the decision would have been clear and easy.
But that wasn't Raf's nature.
"I know what you are going through, love," he'd told James, his voice a web of sympathy and sadness. "It can be so difficult trying to figure yourself out, but I will be here for you, in whatever capacity you need me to be."
So they continued seeing one another, far less often than during those blissful and effortless four weeks.
James hated it; however, he felt stuck, encased in the anxiety of bearing down an unfamiliar path.
But Raf was there to hold his hand and guide him.
Between stolen moments and quiet trysts, James inched slowly down that road, and then during Labor Day weekend, drastically accelerated.
Kelly was attending a bachelorette party that had morphed to become a cross country girl's trip, and James took advantage of the opportunity to take Raf on their own little getaway.
It wasn't anything glamorous, several nights in an ocean front suite at the beach.
But Raf was elated to be going away with him, and the look on his face when James spoke of their plans made the cop melt.
They'd arrived Friday evening, and had a perfect view of the sunset when they opened the door to their room at the hotel.
Raf gawked on the way in.
"James, this is..." he trailed off while looking around.
"Too much?" The cop winced, worried that the suite had been too extravagant, too desperate of an effort.
"No, it's wonderful," Raf beamed at him. "I was not expecting this, and I would have been happy sharing any room with you. This just makes our weekend together more special."
James sighed with relief. "I'm glad."
He approached Raf and pulled him close. "You deserve something special. And I'm sorry I haven't been able to... to give you that lately."
Raf cupped his face. "Shhh, it's okay, love. I am overjoyed to be here with you. Let's just enjoy that, hm?"
And they did.
The next day, they laid out on the beach together, walked hand in hand down the shore, and kissed while wading into the ocean's depth.
And that night, after showering off the sand and salt, they strolled along the boardwalk, fingers interlaced, sharing street food while people watching.
James had kept gazing over at Raf beside him.
He looked so sexy in his little crop top, cutoffs riding low enough to expose the thin straps of the red, micro jock James loved so much.
At one point, James pulled Raf aside and kissed him while toying with those same enticing straps.
It took no time at all for him to grow hard, and when Raf palmed the outside of his bulge, James broke their kiss with a soft exhale.
"Naughty boy," Raf whispered, then slid his tongue along James' bottom lip.
The cop crushed their mouths together, and they resumed making out while Raf undid his shorts.
James opened his eyes and glanced around.
They were half hidden in the shadows behind a stall, but still only several feet away from the crowd meandering up and down the boardwalk.
Yet that did not stop Raf from extracting his hardon to begin stroking.
James had discovered early on that Raf had a kink involving public sex, something he himself found exhilarating.
In fact, they'd fucked out on the balcony the night prior; Raf had bellowed with immense pleasure while James pounded him from behind, cumming deep inside the slim man, who'd shot his own load between the railing and over the ledge.
However, James had trouble concentrating on kissing Raf while receiving a handjob from him. He was incredibly aroused by how daring and frisky the other man was, so much so that it took only a couple minutes for him cum.
The sole warning James was able to give was a soft groan uttered in Raf's mouth; but he'd understood, and managed to aim James' cock away from the two of them right at the last second.
The cop grunted as ropes of thick cum splattered across the wooden planks beneath their feet.
Raf chuckled when he'd sighed, then pecked him on the lips while tucking his softening cock away.
"I'll pay you back for that later," James promised him once they'd re-emerged.
Raf just winked in response.
And James kept his word, making vivid love to him later that night, once they'd returned to the suite, Raf clutching the small stuffed cat James had won for him at a game booth.
Then, in the throes of intense passion that untethered raw feelings, James professed his profound love for Raf, who returned the exact same sentiments without hesitation.
That exchange between them had freed something inside of James; he resolved to wait out however long it took for him and Kelly to inevitably break up again.
For the final time.
But looking at the little stuffed cat he'd won for Raf that night, which now lived on the dresser in the pool house, James was reminded of how long it'd been since he'd made that vow.
And how much of a coward he felt like.
It's what he was ruminating on as his eyes grew heavy enough to finally flutter closed.
The next thing James became aware of was the faintest glimmer of light filtering through the wooden blinds.
For several long seconds, a disoriented James just stared out the window at the patch of barely visible sky.
Then, it clicked together all at once.
"Shit!" He yelled, startling Raf awake.
"What? What is it?" Raf sat up from James' chest, alarmed.
"We fell asleep!"
James threw back the covers and stood. Still naked, he trudged over to the chair in the corner and dug his phone out from the pocket of his crumbled uniform.
He sighed in relief seeing no missed calls or texts, but knew that even if Kelly hadn't woken up to find him missing, she definitely would once James eventually made it home.
"Fucking hell," he muttered quietly, backtracking to sit on the edge of the bed.
James ran a hand down his face and felt a comforting hand on his shoulder as Raf hovered behind him.
"How bad is it?" Raf asked hesitantly.
"It isn't. Not yet anyway," James muttered, adding a beat later, "But it will be when I get home and she wakes up."
Raf folded both arms around James' torso and pressed into him.
"Take deep breaths, my love. We will figure this out together, I promise."
James wasn't sure if it was Raf's reassuring words or soothing embrace, perhaps both, but in that moment a calm certainty settled over him, solidifying his intentions almost instantaneously.
"Actually," he began, lifting his head, "I think I already know what I'm going to do."
James glanced over his shoulder at Raf, who stared back, stricken.
"Are... are you sure?"
"Yes," James answered plainly. "It's honestly what I should have done a long time ago, but have been too chickenshit to."
Raf was atypically quiet, and looked at James with such genuine concern for him that the cop instinctively reached over.
"Come here." James pulled Raf into his arm and gave him a long, affectionate kiss.
Using his thumb, he smoothed the area where Raf's eyebrows had knit together in worry, smiling softly at the irony. It felt good to be the one soothing him for once.
"Don't feel so anxious," James told him. "It'll be okay, and as long as I've got you by my side after, I'll make it through just fine."
"You already have me," was Raf's response.
James grew momentarily serious, "You know what I mean."
Raf stared at him with big eyes, then nodded once, promptly receiving another kiss from James.
"I love you, Rafy."
"I love you too, James."

~

"Rafayel Grigoryan," the announcer called over the speaker.
James clapped vigorously watching Raf walk across the stage in his black gown, beaming as the hood was draped over him.
Beside James sat Raf's aunt, uncle, and sister, who'd flown in from London to see her brother graduate. Lusine had been slow to warm to him since arriving, apparently skeptical of his sincerity from hearing about everything that occurred between James and Raf as it unfolded.
But she seemed to have thawed somewhat after spending time around them as a couple.
Once all the graduates had dispersed off stage, James went searching for Raf in the crowd.
When he finally found him, James swept his boyfriend up in a crushing hug and whispered how proud he was before kissing the radiant looking man.
After the ceremony, the five of them went out for a celebratory dinner, parting ways at the conclusion.
Raf and James were headed back to the latter's apartment, which was cluttered with boxes as they prepared to move into their new place together.
James had his arm around Raf while they strolled through the parking lot when someone called to them.
"James?"
The two of them paused before turning toward the familiar voice.
It was Trent, the officer James used to work with and who he hadn't seen since the former had transferred units at the end of the previous year.
"Sup, man?" James nodded at him.
"I thought that was you, but..."
Trent's eyes darted between James and Raf, a polite smile on his perplexed face.
James let the silence hang between them, raising both eyebrows in a way that forced Trent to continue.
"I, uh, wasn't completely sure. You know, without Kelly around."
James felt Raf tense ever so slightly, however, he just tightened his hold of the other man.
"We broke up a while ago," James answered, unfazed. "I've been dating Raf since."
"Oh." Trent looked and sounded surprised to have his suspicions confirmed. "Well, uh, good for you, man."
"Thanks."
Silence ensued as Trent glanced around awkwardly. But James remained unperturbed, looking directly at the man who refused to make eye contact.
"So, I guess I'll see you around then," Trent finally stated, unable to endure his discomfort any longer.
"You will," James replied simply.
"That was very brave of you," Raf told him once Trent had gone.
"Nah." James dismissed as he led them away. "Brave would be if we went out and got hitched or something."
Raf swatted him playfully. "Stop."
James smirked. "Oh, you think I'm screwing around? Fuck around and find out, you might just end up with my last name."
He winked at the other man, who then stopped to slide both arms around James' neck.
"You would make a good husband," Raf told him sincerely.
"Only 'cause I'd be married to you." James smiled before kissing his boyfriend.
"You think that's in our future then?"
"Mmm..." James pressed their foreheads together while pretending to contemplate. "I'd say there's a very good possibility. Unless I find out you're a serial killer or something. Then all bets are off."
Raf tsked. "I must get better at hiding the bodies if that is the case."
James chuckled and brought their mouths together once more before they got into his car.
Pulling out of the lot, James slid his hand into Raf's, and that's exactly where it remained for their ride home together.
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The guy standing by himself across the crowded living room looked familiar.
Granted, I was at a party full of kids I went to high school with, so everyone looked familiar--but him, I couldn't quite place.
I'd first spotted his lone figure between clusters of people drinking, talking, dancing; taking advantage of the hectic atmosphere, I studied him more closely from over the rim of my cup.
He was tall and skinny, but lean rather than lanky; whatever manual labor job he'd most likely acquired after graduation--like half the men in our small town--had already begun to show in his arms.
An unruly mop of dark pin-straight hair was smushed beneath the camo cap that completed his outfit of faded blue jeans, brown boots, and a plain white t-shirt.
My gaze settled on the long fingers of his big tan hands gripping a beer bottle, and I intuitively knew he was packing some serious heat between those legs.
His face wasn't anything special; he had too big a nose and chapped, parted lips--a mouth breather, evidently--to be considered attractive.
The peach fuzz dotting his upper lip and chin told me how young he was, and I suddenly recalled his name was Hunter after finally realizing where we knew each other from.
We shared the same speech and debate class my senior year. That would make him about nineteen now, since he was two grades below me then.
Curiosity finally satisfied, I turned back toward my friends. But for some reason, I found myself stealing glances at him throughout the night.
Hunter didn't seem to know many people at the party; not well enough to integrate himself into a group, anyway.
The types of middle-class, college-minded students in attendance--myself included--were never the kids he used to hang with, making his solo presence here that much more baffling.
He kept trying to hit on girls, some of whom politely indulged him for a bit while others flatly rejected his attempts.
I felt a twinge of sympathy for him; Hunter was always pretty taciturn in class, and it couldn't be easy getting turned down constantly.
This was seemingly confirmed by the look on his face, slowly morphing from mild embarrassment to overt frustration the longer the night wore on--and the more alcohol he drank.
Eventually, I lost track of Hunter, pulled away by friends who wanted me to dance with them, and I didn't see him again until the party had died down, when a good amount of people were already gone.
I stood alone in an archway connecting the kitchen to a darkened hall, watching with some amusement as my friend Lacy flirted with a guy she'd been making eyes at for the past few hours.
The sound of a door banging open behind me caught my attention, and I turned to see someone stumble out of a nearby bathroom.
In the faint reaching light from the kitchen, it took me a second to place the dark shadow moving closer, and my eyebrows rose when I could finally see who it was.
Hunter was clearly drunk; his glassy, bloodshot eyes seemed to size me up as he drew close, and as if finally settling something, he posted up against the wall.
"Sup," he slurred in a thick Southern twang.
"Hey," I tossed back. "What's going on?"
"Nothing, just this lame ass party."
"Not having fun?"
"Psh, no," he mumbled bitterly.
A brief silence ensued, and I eyed him out of my periphery.
Up close, I could see a couple faint dark smudges across his t-shirt, and there was a bit of grime around the nails of his calloused fingers.
A strong, musky odor clung to him, sweat and something else--motor oil, perhaps?
I wondered if he'd come here straight from work.
It was Friday, after all, and like me, most of the other college kids here probably didn't have a summer job.
Curious as to why he was still standing here, I cleared my throat and began to speak.
"It's Hunter, right? I think we had a class together my--"
"Yeah, I remember," he cut me off abruptly.
"O...kay," I murmured.
"There a reason you been staring at me all night?"
I felt my hackles rise; clearly I hadn't been as discreet as I'd thought, and immediately attempted to defuse the situation.
"Oh, I just noticed you is all." I was careful to keep my tone casual. "You seemed to have some bad luck, you know, striking out with those girls."
That seemed to mollify him somewhat, and Hunter turned his surly face away.
"Stuck up bitches," he sniffed.
I winced slightly, once again feeling sympathetic, and was trying to formulate an appropriate response when Hunter turned back to me.
"You a queer?"
His tone wasn't hostile, just bluntly curious, but I still tensed nonetheless.
In the few seconds of silence that followed, I eyed him warily, debating how to respond.
Eventually, I crossed both arms, lifted my chin a fraction, and looked him dead in the eyes.
"Yeah, I'm gay," I answered casually.
For a long moment, I stared at him, waiting, wondering what his reaction would be, anticipating it to be negative.
But there was nothing that could have prepared me for what came out of Hunter's mouth next.
"You wanna suck my dick?"
I blinked several times, trying to process what he'd just so blatantly asked, while he continued on.
"These bitches keep blue-balling me, and I need to nut."
There was a touch of venom in his voice as he mentioned the girls who kept turning him down.
But the aggressive conviction when he spat out the need to empty his balls aroused me.
Despite his mediocre looks, I was actually attracted to Hunter, and bounced back and forth on whether or not to take him up on his offer, unsure if it was genuine or a far-fetched attempt to screw with me.
Hunter, however, was impatient.
"Come on, man. I ain't got all night, you want some of this or not?" he sneered, squeezing his junk.
My gaze instantly dropped to what was clearly a large cock bulging from within his jeans.
I grew fully hard at the idea of getting on my knees and submitting to this drunken, domineering, trashy, big-dicked redneck teenager.
"Yeah, okay," I told him with the same casual tone from earlier.
"Great," he answered flatly.
I looked around. "Where do you--"
"Out back," he interrupted, already heading down the dark hallway.
I quickly followed, stopping only briefly to glance back at Lacy, who hadn't acknowledged me since she began talking to that guy.
Hunter disappeared out a door that led to the barely lit side yard, and I hustled after him until the two of us were huddled close together behind the house.
He glanced around, checking that we were alone and not so easily spotted; no one was outside, and some large nearby shrubs provided the perfect barrier.
Satisfied, he began to unbuckle his belt, leveling me with an indignantly lustful look.
Hunter opened his fly, and I could see the shitty Hanes boxer briefs he wore tenting obscenely.
My eyes widened when he extracted a large cock--hard, throbbing, and red with anger.
His pubes were surprisingly well-trimmed, and I glimpsed an equally large pair of balls hanging low from weightiness.
"You gonna keep staring, or get on this?" he pumped his cock, practically baring his teeth at me.
I quickly sank to my knees, completely erect and shaking with anticipation.
Hunter stepped forward and pressed the thick knob of his hardon to my lips.
I opened up, and he pushed inside, sighing heavily as my warm, wet mouth enveloped him.
Hunter's manhood tasted salty from the sweat of his humid crotch, the pungent stench overwhelming my nostrils.
He hadn't showered in a while, and getting to clean him off made me groan with pleasure, so I sucked greedily on his impressive tool.
Swallowing him repeatedly, I moved up and down the length of his long, meaty shaft, moaning like the hungry slut I was.
I secretly lusted after guys like Hunter: skeezy rednecks, young and hung, with an unearned attitude demanding their sexual needs be served, despite how unattractive they were.
I would lay down naked in the dirt just to let him ride my ass as long and hard as he wanted, all while begging to be bred like a filthy sow.
But instead, I settled for eagerly devouring all eight inches of him, milking his arrogant prick for the overdue load he was sure to blow down my thirsty throat.
Hunter grunted as he rushed to pull his pants and underwear down further, until they rested just below his bare ass.
Then, after widening his stance, he braced a hand again the wall, took a fistful of hair to keep my head in place, and began to skull-fuck the life out of me.
Hunter was angry--angry and frustrated at being denied something he felt was owed to him.
So he took it out on my mouth, stuffing his cock down my throat with the type of rough energy that told me he didn't care who I was or how I felt.
He just needed a hole to cum inside.
And I was more than willing to be that hole.
I opened my lips wider, relaxed my throat muscles, and felt Hunter push as far inside as he could go.
"Ugh, fuck yeah," he muttered.
I could hear the callous smirk in his voice.
When he began to pump faster, I groaned in response. His fat nuts slapped repeatedly against my chin, and soon they were soaked from the saliva leaking from my mouth.
The air around us filled with the varied noises of a sloppy, vengeful face-fuck: Hunter's exasperated grunts, the clanking of his dangling belt, the wet sloshing from him pummeling my mouth, and my subsequent muffled moans that steadily became involuntary gags.
Hunter chuckled humorlessly, and there was a gruff, almost sinister quality to his voice when he rumbled, "Yeah, choke on my dick, you fucking faggot."
I could barely manage to groan in between gagging, and grasped Hunter's tight little ass with both hands, squeezing and fondling his fuzzy cheeks.
He shivered, then began to buck harder, unmistakably turned on; whether from having his ass groped or from how much I was enjoying his rough treatment, it wasn't clear.
Although I had a good idea once he began degrading me further.
"Stupid, limp-wrist fairy," Hunter grunted, "on your knees in the dirt, sucking cock like a whore."
I thought my eyes would roll to the back of my skull.
"You wanna stare at me all night?" he huffed. "Huh? Then this is what you get, you dirty bitch--a throat full of my big dick."
His breathing was heavy now, on the verge of gasping from so much exertion.
That did nothing to slow his intractable thrusts, or his vile words; firing on all cylinders as he was, I knew it wouldn't be long before his babies were defiling my stomach.
"This is all you faggots are good for, taking cock from a real man like me."
My dick threatened to burst from my shorts; that's how hard I was.
I wanted his load. I was desperate for it.
And I was gonna swallow every last drop, if only to savor the taste and texture of his potent seed.
Hunter kept his pace, mercilessly pounding my mouth and throat, which I knew would be sore come morning.
His hateful slurs steadily devolved into choked groans and terse grunts; I could tell he was on the verge of cumming, and recklessly decided to push him over the edge.
Reaching down, I began to play with Hunter's heavy sack, tugging gently between firm clasps.
He let out an unsteady breath, and I seized the moment.
Using the hand still holding his ass, I slid a single finger down the center of his furry crack, tracing a smooth line before gently teasing the puckered hole exposed from each cheek clenching and unclenching with every thrust.
Hunter gasped, shuddered violently, then pushed all the way into my mouth and held completely still, unloading his overly full balls.
"Ohhhhhh fuuuuuuuck," he moaned.
His cock throbbed vigorously against my lips and tongue; I could even feel his nuts contracting over and over against my chin as they pumped seed out.
I groaned, swallowing hungrily.
Hunter's cum was thick, plentiful, and saltier than his cock had been. Creamy spurts splattered across my tongue, and I pulled back slightly to catch more of it, moaning involuntarily.
He gave several shallow thrusts, and I started nursing him, gently suckling the rest of the teenage baby batter still spewing out.
What a fat fucking load it was too.
Not only could I tell it'd been a while since Hunter had busted, but he sorely needed to as well.
Hunter uttered a long, husky groan as he finished cumming down my throat, which felt lined with residual sperm.
His half-hard cock popped when he pulled it from between my puckered lips, and I resisted the urge to take him back into my mouth to continue sucking, like a bratty toddler demanding his binky.
Instead, I eased back, out of breath, while Hunter quickly stuffed his dick away.
He didn't acknowledge me, didn't speak or even so much as look in my direction.
I'd done what he'd needed me to--offered myself as an object for him to use--and now I didn't exist.
So, he pulled up his zipper, belted his jeans, and promptly disappeared, breezing back the way we'd come.
And then I was alone with the fresh memory of having blown him.
Well that and my raging hardon.
I rose, fished my cock out, and furiously jerked off, cumming all over the spot in the dirt I'd just been kneeling in less than two minutes prior.
I couldn't remember the last time I'd cum so hard.
Back inside, I slipped into the kitchen, curious if I'd spot Hunter still lurking around somewhere, but he'd simply vanished, and I honestly wasn't surprised, just a bit disappointed.
"There you are, Adam!"
Lacy rushed up, looking relieved. "Where the hell did you go?"
I shrugged. "Bathroom."
She narrowed her eyes at the stains on my jeans. "Uh-huh."
I gave her a sheepish grin, and she just rolled her eyes, albeit with a smile on her face.
I didn't see Hunter again that summer, or the summer after, and the abrupt ending to our unexpected encounter left me wondering about him.
Was he gay or bi? Had he messed around with guys before or was I his first? Would he have fucked me if I offered?
Would he let me fuck him if I tried?
I kept thinking about the way he shuddered when I teased his hole, how hard he subsequently came.
The notion of breeding his tight little country ass was almost as appealing as him breeding my suburban one.
Almost.
Still, despite time passing, Hunter and my unanswered questions about him occasionally popped into my mind, and I eventually grew content that they would never be answered.
Until I ran into him at a bar almost two years later, that is.


        