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“What the hell are you doing?” Scott protested and resisted the forceful tug on the short sleeve of his shirt.

“You are not going to believe this,” Henry replied in a laughing voice as he kept pulling. “It’s so fucking epic.”

Scott grimaced as he tried to shrug off the grasping fingers dragging him away from the counter of the busy bar. He’d drank enough that evening to be happy, but was in no mood to play stupid games.

“You’ve lost it,” he complained and yanked his arm hard to free himself of the grip. “What are you talking about?”

“That,” Henry said and pointed across the crowded bar.

“What?” Scott let out sarcastically. “People enjoying themselves on a night out like we’re supposed to be doing.”

He shook his head as he turned back towards the counter, but his shirt sleeve was seized again before he could pick up his drink.

“I will bloody…,” he started to say, but his words came to an abrupt end when he actually caught a glimpse of what his friend was trying to bring to his attention.

The noisy world around him melted away from his consciousness and he narrowed his eyes as he gazed across the bar. The movement of people kept blocking his view, but it wasn’t long before he was sure of what he was seeing.

“No fucking way,” he let out in a disbelieving voice.

“Yes way,” Henry retorted. “It is, isn’t it?”

The crowd parted in a way that give Scott the perfect view for a few seconds and he was suddenly in no doubt.

“Yes,” he replied to his friend as he stared at his step-mom.

At least, she had been his step-mom when he was younger. Her relationship with his father only lasted a few years before the marriage broke up and she’d moved away.

“When was the last time you saw her?” Henry asked.

Scott shrugged his shoulders as he mulled over the question.

“I guess I’d just turned sixteen when things went sour between Jennifer and my father,” he eventually said. “I haven’t seen her since, so it must be over five years now.”

“She hasn’t changed,” Henry said and mused his comment for a second before changing it. “Well, actually she has. She looks even more fuckable than I remember.”

“Jesus, you’re such a dirty horndog,” Scott let out in a laughing voice. “She’s twice your bloody age.”

“So?” Henry retorted and smirked. “Like you never jerked off to her.”

“Fuck off,” Scott muttered sharply.

“And she was your step-mom…, how screwed up is that. Were you trying to sneak looks at her in the shower?”

“Look, fuck off with your bullshit,” Scott cursed and turned back to pick up his drink.

The truth was Jennifer had been in his life when his growing interest in the opposite sex went into overdrive. He’d had a huge crush on her, which brought with it massive guilt that he fantasized about his step-mom. There had been no stopping it though. He’d never admitted those sins to anyone and was in no mood to confess that his friend’s last comment hit closer to home that he cared to admit.

Not that he’d ever tried to be a peeping Tom with Jennifer. He didn’t have the nerve. The idea of getting caught and ending up in deep shit was enough to dissuade him from doing something stupid like that. He couldn’t claim to be totally innocent, however, although she’d never been around when he did what he did. The mere memory of it was enough to send a shiver of dread trickling down his spine. He knocked back his drink and put down the empty glass.

“We should get out of here,” he said.

“Oh, no, no, no,” Henry replied. “I’m not going anywhere. I plan to be standing right here when that cute blonde gets back from the restroom and, if you had any sense, you’d be hitting on her friend.”

“For fuck’s sake, I told you already she’s not interested in me.”

“Yeah, well go talk to your sex-bomb step-mom then,” Henry joked.

“That’s not funny,” Scott muttered sullenly.

He hadn’t talked to Jennifer since she split up with his father. As far as he understood it, she’d left town for a new job right afterwards and that had been the end of things. He hadn’t thought about her for a long time. She was on his mind now though and it made him glance over his shoulder, but he couldn’t see her through the crowd.

“Here she comes,” Henry hissed.

A brief moment of jarring panic ended for Scott when he realized it was the blonde girl Henry was talking about and not Jennifer.

“Dickhead,” he berated himself under his breath then raised his voice. “What do you want to drink?”

“Beer,” Henry replied.

Scott could see his friend’s mind was firmly fixed on pussy and it brought the prospect of him spending the rest of the evening as a third wheel. The blonde girl’s friend certainly wasn’t interested in him. He’d established that much and turned away to lean across the bar in an attempt to attract the attention of one of the serving staff. It took a short while, but one of them eventually came to him. He ordered a couple of beers and paid for them when they were set on the counter in front of him.

Picking up one of the bottles, he took a couple of gulping drinks. He then grabbed the other beer and turned. Henry was already engrossed in an animated conversation with the blonde girl and her friend was talking to someone else.

“Fucking excellent,” Scott muttered sarcastically.

The night wasn’t exactly going as he hoped, but he got on with it by taking a step forward to thrust the beer into his friend’s hand.

“Cheers,” Henry said, but immediately returned his attention to the blonde girl.

Scott shook his head as he lifted his beer to take another drink. A girl coming in between him and his friend wasn’t exactly uncommon on a night out and it wasn’t always Henry who struck lucky. It was on this occasion though.

“I’m going for a piss,” he said and saw the brief nod of Henry’s head in acknowledgment.

He lifted the beer again to take another drink before putting the bottle down on the counter. He then started to push his way through the throng of people in the direction of the restrooms.  The narrow passageway in which they were located was less crowded to make it easier to walk the last of the distance to them.

He shoved the door open to walk inside and saw that there were a couple of urinals free. Walking over to one of them, he unzipped his trousers to take a piss then moved across to a sink when he finished. His gaze went to his reflection in the mirror while he washed his hands and he shook his head as he contemplated what to do.

By the time he switched off the water, he’d decided to finish his beer and get out of the bar. It was the only thought on his mind when he walked out of the restroom, but it was blown away when he heard his name being spoken in a surprised voice. He knew who it was before even lifting his gaze from the floor and the jittery panic hit hard when he saw he was right.

“God, it really is you,” Jennifer said and brought her hands up to her face. “I can’t believe it.”

Scott didn’t need to feign the shocked look on his face. He was unnerved by the encounter and it kept him quiet. His friend’s comment about Jennifer looking more fuckable than ever flitted through his mind and he felt a swell of shameful guilt as they stared at each other.

“Excuse me.”

The comment by the girl trying to get past them in the narrow hallway broke the slightly awkward silence. Scott grimaced when Jennifer grabbed his arm to pull him aside to move them right next to the wall.

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

“I’m here with some colleagues for a work conference. I’ve been in town for the last three days.”

“Oh,” Scott let out then wasn’t sure how to go on.

“I can’t believe it,” Jennifer repeated and shook her head as she let out a hushed laugh. “You look so grown up.”

“Well, it has been a few years,” he replied.

“Yeah, how’s your dad?”

“Fine,” Scott replied and shrugged his shoulders.

There was silence for a second when someone else moved past and it was Jennifer who broke it.

“Look, wait for me and we can have a proper chat.”

“Oh, I…,” Scott said, but Jennifer was already heading for the restrooms and he let out a hissed curse as he turned to watch.

His gaze slid down to the way the little black dress she wore clung to her curvy hips and ass and the shame hit again. Another curse spilled from his lips when he glanced towards the other end of the narrow passageway. His gut reaction was to run and get the hell out of the bar, but he knew it would be a shitty thing to do.

“This is a fucking nightmare,” he muttered as he debated his options.

He eventually decided not to be a bastard and run, but made up his mind to have a quick chat then make his excuses to get out of it. The wait went on longer than he wanted and he grew all the more agitated about the impending conversation. His eyes flitted to the restrooms each time he became aware of the door opening, but there was no sign of Jennifer.

“Come on, come on,” he muttered under his breath.

His palms started to feel clammy, so he wiped them on the side of his trousers as the wait continued. It stretched his nerves towards breaking point and he let out a curse under his breath when he finally saw Jennifer emerge from the restrooms. Henry’s crude comment about how fuckable she looked flashed through his mind again as his gaze slid down pretty curves.

“Get a bloody grip,” he told himself and put a smile on his face when she came to a stop beside him.

“Come on,” she said. “You can meet my colleagues.”

She was on the move again before Scott got the chance to say anything. All he could do was follow and he forced himself to keep his gaze on the back of her head. The temptation to look lower played on his mind and memories of his youthful crush came back to him as they weaved their way through the crowd to a table.

“Hey,” Jennifer said in a loud voice when she came to a stop. “You’re not going to believe who I met.”

Scott hated the way he became the center of attention to a bunch of complete strangers when every gaze fixed on him. The noise in the place made it difficult for him to hear every word, but he caught on that Jennifer was explaining who he was as she leaned closer to the table. When she straightened up, he lifted a hand to acknowledge the waved greetings of the people, but felt the relief that they quickly returned to their own conversations. The comment then aimed at him went unheard and he lifted a hand to his ear when he spoke.

“What?”

He realized his mistake when Jennifer leaned closer to make herself heard. Her hand settled on his hip and he caught the scent of her perfume. It transported him back to his teens when he’d gone into the bedroom his father and step-mom used. The scent of the perfume had permeated it. He froze when lips came close to his ear.

“It’s too noisy to talk here,” Jennifer said loudly.

Scott frowned when she backed off. She reached to the table to pick up a bottle of pink champagne and spoke to her colleagues for a second before straightening up and motioning her head towards the door of the bar.

“For fuck’s sake,” Scott let out under his breath when she moved off.

The situation was spiraling out of control and there was little choice but to follow again. The cool of the evening air brought goosebumps up on the bare skin of his arms when he stepped outside into the quiet of the dark street.

“Come on,” Jennifer said.

“Wait…, what?” Scott stammered and didn’t move. “I thought you wanted to have a chat.”

Jennifer turned back and took a step towards him.

“You don’t want to stand on the street, do you?” she said in a laughing voice.

It was the first time Scott really noticed that she was as tipsy as him and it showed she’d obviously been having an enjoyable night. She took his wrist to tug on it, but he didn’t give in.

“Where exactly are we going?” he blurted out.

“I got lucky,” Jennifer said and laughed again when she held up the bottle in her hand. “The conference ended today and the organizers held a raffle right at the end. First prize was one of the better rooms in the hotel my colleagues and I are staying in along with this booze.”

“Oh, whoa, whoa,” Scott let out and tried to free his wrist from the grip. “I can’t…”

“Come on,” Jennifer said. “We haven’t seen each other for what…, five years? I’ve occasionally wondered how you and you’re dad were getting on. You’re not going to run out on me when we have a chance to chat, are you?”

A harder tug got Scott moving, but his nerves leapt off the scale to make his pulse race. The chance for a quick chat before he made his excuses to leave was disappearing fast and his mind worked overtime. He couldn’t come up with a plausible reason to say no, however, and suddenly wished he’d fled when he had the chance. Now it was too late as they walked along the street to the Sunset Hotel. It was only when they stepped inside the lobby that the grip on his wrist was released.

“Hold that,” Jennifer said.

Scott took the bottle of pink champagne and stayed standing where he was when she walked away. His gaze did slide down her back this time and stayed on her pert ass for a second or two before slipping down her nylon-clad legs to the black heels she wore.

“This is a fucking bad, bad idea,” he told himself quietly, but he continued to watch when Jennifer came to a stop at the reception counter and spoke to the pretty girl behind it.

He saw a key card being handed over and glanced towards the hotel entrance. The urge to run was there again.

“Last fucking chance,” he muttered, but shrugged off the idea of fleeing almost right away.

It really was too late to get out of the awkward situation he’d landed himself in when he saw Jennifer returning to him. She lifted the key card when she came to a stop.

“Let’s go have a look,” she said.

Scott fell in step beside her as they made their way across to the elevators. The doors of one opened right away. Jennifer moved inside first and pressed the button for the top floor.

“Can’t believe I ran into you,” she said when the doors closed. “What are you up to these days?”

“Final year of college.”

“Computers?” Jennifer asked and laughed.

“Uh-huh,” Scott answered. “Doing a software development course.”

“What did your dad say about that? He used to complain incessantly about the amount of time you spent on that damn computer of yours.”

“He’s glad I finally put my IT skills to some use instead of playing games all day,” Scott said.

“Has he met anyone else?”

The sudden change of topic made Scott grimace and he realized his reaction hadn’t gone unnoticed when he didn’t have to answer the question.

“Yeah, look, forget I asked that,” Jennifer said. “It’s none of my business.”

The loud ping of the elevator arriving at the top floor brought the awkward moment to an end and the doors opening allowed them to step out to the hallway.

“Room 1105,” Jennifer said.

Scott looked at the sign on the wall and pointed in the direction they needed to go. It was him who led the way. He couldn’t shake off the thought that he’d rather be anywhere else, but he’d well and truly dropped himself in it and there was no getting out of the situation now. He came to a stop at the room then watched as the card was swiped through the reader. The click of the lock showed it had worked and Jennifer opened the door, so she could walk inside.

“Not quite what I expected,” she said and laughed.

“Yeah,” Scott murmured in agreement when he followed inside and looked around.

The décor didn’t exactly look modern, with the parquet floor, antique-looking cushioned stools and chunky, wooden furniture pieces giving the room a dated appearance.

“Are the other rooms like this?” he asked and moved across to a circular table, so he could put down the bottle of champagne.

“No,” Jennifer said and laughed. “They haven’t gone for the twee, antique look in the cheaper rooms. See if you can find some glasses and we can have a drink.

“Umm…, yeah, OK,” Scott agreed.

He watched as she moved across to a door and caught a glimpse that it was the bathroom when she let herself inside.

“How the fuck did I get myself into this?” he muttered when the door closed to leave him standing alone.

He looked around and his gaze settled on the small fridge when he saw the glasses sitting on top of it. Moving across to them, he picked up a couple and went to put them on the table beside the champagne. He then walked over to the sofa against the wall, but there was no sitting still when he dropped down on it. His fidgeting worsened as the seconds ticked by to leave him waiting yet again, but his gaze flitted to the bathroom door when he heard it opening.

The sight that came into view was by far the most unexpected of his life. It made his jaw drop, but there was no taking his eyes from what was definitely a vision of perfection. The little black dress Jennifer had been wearing was now gone to reveal the lingerie below and he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. The black chemise had white straps and a white trim, with the hem just reaching the top of smooth thighs. The thin, lacy material showed a hint of the black panties and suspender belt below, with black straps stretching down shapely legs to the tops of sheer, dark stockings.

The outfit put Jennifer’s gorgeous figure on show and she seemed completely at ease strutting across the room to the circular table. She leaned her hip against it and lifted one of her feet onto a cushioned stool before picking up the bottle of champagne. She shook her head to make a show of the way her long, dark tresses tumbled down her back. It was too much for Scott.

“I need to go,” he blurted out when he scrambled to his feet.

“Really,” Jennifer said. “We just got here and you haven’t had your drink yet.”

The untroubled, carefree manner in which the words were spoken froze Scott to the spot and he couldn’t get the thoughts spinning through his mind to make sense. His jaw flapped open again as he watched Jennifer pop the cork of the champagne and she let out a laugh when she grabbed a glass to fill it. She then did the same with the other one and held it out.

Scott remained rooted in place as he stared at her. His mouth hung limply open, but no words came out at first. They finally did in almost a squeak.

“You’re my step-mom.”

“Technically, I was your step-mom,” Jennifer tossed back casually. “That was five years ago though.”

“But…”

“I thought now that you’re twenty one, you were old enough to see how the lingerie looked on me,” she interrupted. “You seemed to like looking at it when I lived with your father.”

Mention of his father made Scott cringe, but he was all the more shocked that Jennifer might have actually known what he got up to when they lived in the same house.

“I never…”

“Really,” Jennifer cut in. “Did you think I wouldn’t notice. I always keep my underwear drawer tidy, so it’s not difficult to spot when grubby little fingers have been playing.”

A cold sweat erupted on Scott’s forehead and his gaze dropped to the floor as he shuffled his feet nervously.

“You never told…”

He was interrupted for a third time by a laugh and his face screwed up as his heartbeat hammered like crazy.

“Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t,” Jennifer said.

His eyes were open wide when his gaze shot up and his panicked expression was met with another amused chuckle.

“No, of course I didn’t tell,” she went on. “You were young, your hormones were jumping…, it’s hardly uncommon for a teenagers to do stupid things and boys more so than girls. From what I believe, it’s impossible to control the beast. Is that true?”

The final question was asked in the sweetest, teasing voice and brought a hot blush of red to Scott’s cheeks. He knew it revealed his guilt and there was no point in denying it, so he didn’t even bother trying.

“Sorry,” he mumbled.

“So, does it look better on me than in the drawer?” Jennifer asked.

“Fucking hell,” Scott exclaimed and tilted his head from side to side. “Look, I really am sorry. I should go.”

He’d taken no more than one step when he was stopped by another question.

“Did you like my pink panties the best?” Jennifer asked.

There was no need for him to ask what she meant. Those panties were indelibly etched into his brain. It never occurred to him at the time to question why they always seemed to be on the top when he opened the drawer. The arousal scrambled his brain and all he wanted in the moment was to touch them, play with them. Jennifer’s remark made it clear that finding them so often on the top had been no accident.

“Shit,” he muttered.

“Yeah, shit indeed,” Jennifer went on in a laughing voice. “Knew you would like the girly color. If I’d known I’d bump into you tonight, I might have worn a pink pair.”

Scott’s gaze flitted to the way her foot remained raised on the cushioned stool, while she kept her hip pressed against the edge of the round table to steady herself. It was a provocative pose, but not all that held his attention. There was no missing the way the transparent material of the chemise showed a hint of the black panties below and he felt the unwelcome flutter of his cock twitching in his pants.

“Take it,” Jennifer said and held out the glass of champagne.

“I can’t,” Scott almost whined. “This isn’t right.”

“No, it’s not,” Jennifer said, but the mischievous smile on her face belied her words. “Tell me what you did with them.”

“What?” Scott let out in a confused voice.

“You know what,” Jennifer went on. “The pink panties. Tell me what you did with them between taking them out of the drawer and putting them back again.”

“I…, I…,” Scott stammered.

His cheeks burned brightly and he couldn’t get himself to say the words. He suspected Jennifer knew perfectly well what he’d done with them though and that was confirmed when she spoke again.

“Did the soft, cotton material feel good when you stroked it along your hardon.”

Scott rocked his head back. The words made him feel such a dirty little deviant, but hearing them come from Jennifer’s mouth ignited a stronger swell of hot blood that he struggled to fight against. It felt like the world was crashing down on him and he stumbled towards the door.

“One night,” Jennifer said.

It brought him to a stop to glance back in her direction, but his throat constricted and he couldn’t get any words out. He watched as she lifted the glass to take a drink then held it out to him again.

“I’ve probably had a little too much to drink already,” she went on. “Gets me in the mood and, well, here we are. I’m staying for one more night and leave in the morning. I really didn’t expect to bump into you, but doing so brought back memories. Is it doing that for you?”

Scott tightened his lips together, but there was no point pretending. He nodded his head.

“One night,” Jennifer said again. “And those fantasies could turn to something more. Don’t you think I look pretty.”

Thoughts tumbled through Scott’s mind. Meeting up with Henry that evening had been about chasing women, but the one in front of him was the last person he expected to hook up with. There was only one answer to the question though and it came out in a hoarse croak.

“Yes.”

“Then help me celebrate winning this bottle of champagne and the room for the night,” Jennifer said.

Scott lifted a hand to rub the back of it across his mouth. He was staring at his tipsy step-mom in nothing but sexy lingerie and she was hitting on him. It was the sort of wet dream he’d regularly had during his impressionable teenage years. The situation was no dream though. If anything, it was a head-fuck that he could barely get himself to believe although the chance to live a fantasy for real was being offered.

“I had a massive crush on you,” he blurted out.

“Yeah, I know,” Jennifer said and stretched out the hand in which she held the champagne. “Take it.”

Scott rubbed the back of his hand across his mouth again and felt how dry his lips felt. He flexed his fingers when he dropped his hand back by his side and his gaze met Jennifer’s.

“Take it,” she urged him.

It spurred him to action and he tilted his head from side-to-side as he crossed the room. It did little to remove the stiff tension from his neck and his angst heightened when he came to a stop. The scent of Jennifer’s perfume came to him once more and there was no fighting the rush of arousal.

His gaze flitted down to stocking-clad thighs when he took the glass, but he looked away immediately when he brought the glass to his lips and rocked his head back. He downed the glass of champagne almost in one and heard the hushed laugh. There was no controlling his erection when their gazes came together again.

“Bringing back good memories?” she asked and picked up the bottle from the table to hold it out.

Scott brought his glass to it, but he wasn’t watching the alcohol being poured. His gaze flitted to Jennifer’s other hand. She teasingly eased the hem of the chemise up to give a flash of the black panties underneath for a second before letting the material slip down again when she pulled the bottle away. It made him shift awkwardly as his swelling erection strained against the tightness of his underwear.

“What happens in this hotel room stays in here,” Jennifer said and picked up her glass to take a drink before going on. “It’s our secret and no one else finds out.”

“So, it’s wrong then,” Scott said.

“Of course it’s fucking wrong,” Jennifer said and winked. “A lot of the best things are.”

She lifted her glass to her lips to take another sip of champagne.

“I don’t remember you drinking,” Scott said.

A wicked smile spread across Jennifer’s face when she spoke.

“Yeah, I usually don’t because, well, look at the crazy things I get up to when I do have a drop too much.”

She lifted the glass to take another drink of champagne, but her eyes never left Scott while she did. Drinking didn’t always get her horny, but on the occasions it did she usually gave in to temptation and let herself get carried away. She was about to do it again, with the boy that used to be her step-son. It really was wrong, but there was no pretending it wasn’t turning her on.

Reaching out, she grabbed Scott’s wrist and felt his instinctive reluctance when she pulled. It was easily overcome, however, and she heard the sound of his muted gasp when she dragged his hand to her raised leg.

“Doesn’t that feel silky smooth,” she teased him as she rubbed his palm on the nylon of her stockings.

A glance to the front of his trousers showed the effect it was having and she went after more. Knocking back the champagne in her glass, she put it down to free up both of her hands.

“You liked looking at my underwear,” she said and released her grip on Scott’s wrist, so she could get her hands to his shoulders.

It was telling that the touch on her nylon-clad leg didn’t end and the soft, brushing caress of fingertips made her thigh muscles flutter. Her breathing grew heavier as she dropped her gaze to Scott’s hand. She was about to let things get out of hand with him and she could see the effect it was having.

“Drink your champagne,” she ordered.

It brought his gaze to hers and she watched as he did as he was told. She snatched the empty glass from his hand to put it on the table then slapped her palms on his shoulders again. This time she applied pressure and that there was no resistance excited her. Scott readily dropped to his knees before her and the way she so easily held his rapt attention was a thrill.

His eyes followed every move of her fingertips trailing slowly along the smooth inner thigh of her raised leg until they brushed on the darker stocking top. The quiver of her muscles made her push the heel of her shoe down harder on the cushioned top of the stool and she eased her knee to the side to spread her legs wider apart.

“Is it pretty?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Kiss it then,” Jennifer urged.

Scott’s head darted forward instantly and the fluttering spasms of her muscles grew more intense as he pressed his lips on the silky material. She trailed her fingers higher and saw his gaze following again as he continued to kiss the stocking top. Taking hold of the hem of the chemise, she eased it up to put her panties on show to him.

“You can kiss higher if you want,” she said.

The feel of his lips sliding onto her naked skin made her legs tremble and she put her free hand on the tabletop to keep herself steady. Her pulse quickened as soft kisses neared her panties. Scott stopped at the edge of the black material and his wide-eyed gaze came up to hers. She wanted to giggle at how sweet he was being, but held it in and nodded her head to give him the permission he sought.

The pulse of pleasure hit hard when his lips slid onto her underwear and she bit her bottom lip to hold in the groan. Her muscles tensed as the brushing touch of his mouth played on material that was already wet and she knew he could taste her. His tongue came out, without her needing to say anything more and she guessed he was living out a long-held fantasy when a lick trailed along the puffy outline of her pussy lips.

“Yeah, that’s good,” she gasped and pulled her hand from the table to get it to the back of his head.

There was no need to hold him in place though. He eagerly went after what he craved by rasping his tongue along her pussy lips through the black material. It sent shivers racing down her spine and she started to struggle to balance herself on the one foot she still had on the floor.

“Wait,” she said and grabbed his hair to pull his head back.

It allowed her to get the foot on the stool down to the floor. A smile played on her face when she saw his tongue slide around his lips. It made her caress his face and he looked up when she brushed her thumb across his mouth. He willingly sucked it between his lips to take the taste from it, but that gave Jennifer a hunger for more and she pulled her hand away.

Sitting on the table, she shuffled her butt right to the very edge then spread her legs. There was no need for her to give permission now. Scott’s hands settled on her thighs as he threw his head forward and she tangled her fingers in his hair while he gave the pleasure she wanted. Her muscles contracted as she pushed towards the kisses on her panties and the rush of exhilaration was potent when he began rasping licks along the swollen outline of her pussy lips again.

A thought eventually popped into her head and she couldn’t resist it. Tightening the grip on his hair, she yanked his head back and slid her free hand between her thighs to rub fingertips on her underwear.

“Do you like my black panties?” she asked.

“Yes, fuck yes,” Scott gasped.

A wicked smile played on Jennifer’s lips when she slid her touch to the edge of her panties.

“But you want to see something pink, don’t you?”

Scott’s eyes never strayed from between her spread legs when he answered.

“Yes.”

There was a thrill to acting so brazenly and holding the attention of a much younger man. Her tongue played on the corner of her mouth and she kept her gaze on his face to watch his reaction when she eased the black material aside to expose herself to him. The movement of his head made her tighten her grip on his hair to hold him at bay and all he could do was watch as she used her fingers to spread slick folds, so she could open herself up to him.

The way he struggled to lean forward excited her, but she held him back until she finally let go of his hair. His mouth was on her immediately and the rasping lick sent a hot shudder of delight through her body. His tongue slithered inside and she forced her fingers harder into her flesh to keep herself spread open for him.

Her head rocked back to stretch out her neck as she pushed towards the rough licking inside. The feel of Scott’s tongue lapping against her velvety, inner skin sent her temperature soaring, but the hot bliss of the oral sex only made her crave more. She slid her fingers up to the top of her pubic mound and sank them into soft flesh to pull on it.

There was no need for any instructions. Scott’s tongue came up to her swollen clitoris right away and her body was jolted by the roughness of the licking. She pulled harder on her panties to keep them out of the way and arched her back to push towards the tongue pleasuring her.

The twitching judders of her hips were impossible to contain and she made no effort to hold in her groans now. They echoed around the room as she pushed harder towards the licking before finally shoving Scott back to see him slide his tongue around his wet lips again.

“Someone’s turned into a bad boy,” she teased him.

“What does that get me?” he asked.

A smile played on Jennifer’s lips when she tugged on his hair to make him rise to his feet. She pulled him to a kiss that she could taste herself in, but eventually shoved him back to drop down from the table. Wrapping her arms around his waist, she dragged him forward to bring their lips back together. It allowed her to press her belly against his groin and there was no missing the throbbing hardness of his arousal.

The smile returned to her lips when she ended the kiss. Their eyes met and there was silence as they stared at each other until she reached out to press her palm against his crotch.

“Definitely a bad boy,” she teased him. “Did you always get it up so bad for your step-mom.”

Scott felt the flush of heat on his cheeks, but he wasn’t about to answer the question. Jennifer knew, anyway. Her other hand came to his chest to push him back and they edged around to the side of the bed.

“Well, I showed you mine,” she joked when she pushed hard to make him fall down to the covers.

He scrambled all the way onto them as she followed to straddle his thighs and his movement was ended by her weight coming down on his legs. There was no missing where she was looking and a glance showed the way the hard bulge of his erection showed through his trousers.

His buttocks clenched to make his muscles strain when she trailed a fingertip along the stiff outline. He was the one who unbuckled his belt then loosened the fastenings of his trousers and he saw the amusement in the eyes that met his.

“So keen,” Jennifer teased him. “Ever been with a naughty cougar before?”

Scott answered by shaking his head. He’d never even given any thought to it, but he now wanted it more than anything. Tension gripped hold of his body when the weight lifted from his legs. Jennifer shuffled back a little on her knees then leaned forward to grab the waistband of his trousers. It made him lift his butt to let the material be dragged down.

His underwear quickly followed to reveal his erection and he was pinned down when Jennifer settled in place on his thighs again. This time, the caress of her fingertip trailed along his naked shaft and the juddering spasms of his hips were impossible to control when he felt the touch play on the sensitive head.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

Jennifer gripped hold around the base to make his hard cock stand up straight from his groin and held his gaze when she leaned down to press her lips on the tip. Scott watched in amazement as she let spit dribble out to roll across the glistening head. Her fingers came up and he let out a groan when she started stroking to work the lubrication along his throbbing length.

“Does that feel good or would you rather play the way you used to?” she asked.

“Huh?” Scott let out in an uncertain voice.

He only realized what she meant when she let go and shuffled back to get to the side of the bed. When she dropped to the floor, she reached under the short chemise to take hold of her panties, so she could ease them down her legs. She got them to her knees then let go to let them slide all the way to her feet. It allowed her to step out of them and lean down to pick them up. She got on the bed to straddle his legs again and Scott couldn’t pull his gaze from the way she wrapped the wet panties around her hand.

“Sorry they’re black,” she teased him when she clasped her underwear-clad hand around his shaft.

The soft caress of the silky material against his erection made his hips buck harder and he writhed around as the pleasure of the stroking left him gasping for breath.

“Did you ever, you know?” she asked in a teasing voice.

Scott was sure he knew what she meant, but asked the question anyway in a harsh rasp.

“Did I ever do what?”

“You know…, finish in my panties?” Jennifer said.

Scott shook his head.

“I wouldn’t have dared,” he said. “I was terrified I’d get caught. All I did was stroke them on my cock to make myself shoot in the shower then put them back in the drawer.”

“Then I fucking wore them you little pervert,” Jennifer said and laughed.

“You said you knew,” he shot back.

“Did you ever think about doing it?” Jennifer asked.

Scott shifted uncomfortably, but admitted the truth.

“Yeah, every time.”

“Show me now,” Jennifer said and unfurled the panties from her hand to leave them draped across his erection. “I want to see.”

He simply stared at her. She was asking him to act out his dirty teenage fantasies and it seemed surreal. It was a chance he wasn’t about to miss though. He grabbed hold of the panties and shuddered as he wrapped the silky material around his erection.

“Oh, wait,” Jennifer said and shuffled back on her knees again.

When she got off the bed, she hurried to the table to get the bottle of champagne. In a matter of seconds, she was back in position straddling Scott’s thighs and let out a wicked laugh before lifting the bottle to take a swig. She wiped her free hand across her mouth when she finished.

“Make it stand up straight for me,” she said.

Scott tensed when he saw what was about to happen, but willingly played along. He wrapped the panties around the base of his erection and took a tight grip to make it point up at the ceiling.

“You’re wasting it,” he said as the bottle was brought to the tip of his hard cock.

“No I’m not,” Jennifer said as she poured some of the alcohol.

“Fuck,” Scott cursed when her head ducked down.

The touch of her tongue licking at the champagne running down his erection sent a hot rush of pleasure through his body. The strain in his muscles made him force his ass up from the bed and he took in gasping breaths as licks swept up his shaft to the very tip. More champagne was poured and this time he got more.

He tried to lift his head to watch as the soft, silky caress of Jennifer’s lips slid over the head of his erection, but the burst of pleasure sapped the strength from his body. The juddering spasms of his hips grew stronger as he held his erection in place to get the kinky blowjob.

“See, not wasting it,” Jennifer said laughingly when she came up for air.

Scott didn’t say a word. He simply watched more of the champagne being dribbled on his erect manhood. A curse spilled from his lips when Jennifer took it in her mouth again. Her long, dark hair tumbled down onto his belly to block his view and he hurriedly grabbed hold to move it out of the way.

Their eyes met as Jennifer slowly bobbed her head to take more of his erection between her lips and he could feel the way she licked at the champagne. The pace of the blowjob eventually quickened and his body stretched out as he fought the rising pressure in his balls. He really wanted the delicious moment to go on forever, but his excitement threatened to come to the boil.

“Show me,” Jennifer gasped when her head came up again.

“But…”

“I’ll get you hard again,” she interrupted. “Just fucking show me.”

“Shit, shit,” Scott groaned, but he started to stroke the wet panties along his erection.

Closing his eyes for a second took him back to the days of his youth and memories of using Jennifer’s panties filled his mind. This time was even better. She was now watching and he could see the excitement on her face matched his own as the pace of his hand quickened.

It wasn’t long before he was edging and he quickened and slowed the pace to keep himself there until Jennifer forced the matter to get what she wanted. She shoved a hand between his thighs to grip hold of his balls, but Scott felt one of her fingers slipping to the sensitive spot just behind them.

The strong touch pressing roughly against his perineum was too much, with the tension coming to a peak to make his body arch up. He got the panties to the tip of his erection just as his body convulsed and his loud cry was followed by a thick spurt of pearly white cum splashing the black material.

“Dirty bastard,” Jennifer let out, but her eyes never left the sight in front of her.

She slid her finger further back towards his clenched asshole, while gripping tighter around his testicles to massage them. It was enough to send him into paroxysms and hot spasms made his hips buck hard as he shot a thick load into the wet panties. His body arched up from the bed again as his excitement soared to a high and the sound of his groans filled the room.

He stretched out in the last throes of pleasure, but the strength suddenly drained from his quivering muscles to send him crashing down to the covers in a gasping heap. The hand came from between his thighs to grasp the panties and he saw the smirk on Jennifer’s face.

“You dirty fucker,” she said. “Look what you did to my panties.”

“You bloody made me,” Scott gasped.

“How the fuck am I supposed to wear them now,” she shot back and sniggered. “Did it feel good to live out your fantasy?”

Scott didn’t respond. There was no need to. They both knew the answer to the question and he brought a hand to his chest to feel how hard his heartbeat hammered.

“Undo the buttons,” Jennifer said.

It brought a frown to his face until she spoke again.

“Maybe if you show…, I will too.”

It showed the evening was only getting started and Scott was suddenly in a hurry to undo the buttons of his shirt, so he could take it off. Jennifer moved to the side of him and he knew what she wanted. He wasted no time in getting completely naked and watched as she straddled his waist to sit down on his fading erection.

“What happened,” she joked as she squirmed around on him. “All your power is going.”

She lifted the bottle she still held to take a drink of champagne before spilling some on his chest. It appeared her comment about getting him hard again was true. He tangled his fingers in her dark hair when she leaned down to trail her tongue across the champagne on his skin.

The touch of licks playing on his nipples made him shudder, but things got better still when Jennifer straightened up. She took a drink then let some of the champagne run over her bottom lip to spill from her chin onto the lacy chemise.

“Oops,” she said, but then did the same thing again and held out the bottle. “Take it.”

He was happy to do so and tensed his muscles to force his groin up against the weight pinning him down as he watched the chemise being removed. His gaze fixed on stiffly erect nipples jutting out from dark areola and he knew what was about to happen when the bottle was snatched from his hand. Jennifer took another drink. This time the champagne she released from her mouth spilled down onto her upper chest and trickled onto her naked breasts.

“Can you clean it for me,” she said and leaned forward to drop her free hand to the covers.

It put her breasts right over Scott’s face and his head darted up, she he could get his tongue chasing the rivulets of champagne on smooth skin. He got his mouth to a nipple and felt just how thick it was. The sound of a groan spurred him on and he forced his lips against smooth skin while he rolled his tongue around the stiff bud.

He clamped his mouth tighter in place when Jennifer tried to pull up and her groans turned to a squeal as her nipple stretched out. It eventually popped free of his grasping lips to let her straighten up.

“Bad boy,” she said and clapped a hand on his cheek, but he knew she wanted more when she took another drink.

She let the champagne spill down onto her chest and leaned back down immediately to let him go after her other nipple. He hungrily licked at the alcohol dripping from it before wrapping his lips in place to suck hard. It sent shivers racing down her spine, which grew stronger when she pulled up to drag the stiffly swollen bud from his mouth.

“You getting hard again, stud?” she joked when she straightened up.

Scott got hands to her hips to hold on as she swiveled them to grind down on his groin.

“I think I have some work left to do,” she said before shuffling back to stand up.

The way she grabbed hold of his cock got him scrambling up to his feet. The grip tightened when she took a drink from the bottle and she held on to lead him across the room. Scott’s gaze flitted down to her naked ass and stocking-clad legs before sliding all the way to the heels. It was the sexiest sight of his life and he drank it in as he was taken into the bathroom.

“Turn the shower on,” she told him when she let go of his cock.

He was quick to move inside the cubicle, so he could switch the water on and he turned to watch her settle her butt against the sink counter. It was a performance he knew was being put on for his benefit and his gaze never wavered. The way she snapped the straps of the suspender belt free of the stocking tops was perfect and he watched her every move as she rolled the nylon seductively down her legs after kicking off her heels.

When she was completely naked, she moved to the cubicle and rolled the door shut when she stepped inside. It was a moment to savor for Scott as he stepped back to let her move under the cascade of water.

“Fucking hell,” he murmured as he watched her slide her hands back from her forehead to slick her wet hair down to her scalp.

“See something you like?” she teased him and kept her hands on her head.

The water streaming down her naked curves was a perfect sight for Scott. He feasted his eyes on it until she lunged forward to crash her body against his. It trapped him against the tiles and he gave in to his head being pulled down. It brought their lips together in a fierce kiss, with his muscles straining as he pushed against her body.

Her hands came to the back of his head to hold him in the embrace and he shuddered when her tongue slithered into his mouth to tangle with his. He grabbed at her hips, but was quick to slide his hands around to her buttocks. Sinking his fingers into soft flesh made her body press harder against his and he chanced his arm to see how far he could take things.

His finger slipping between her cheeks to press against her asshole made her gasp as she jerked her head back to end the kiss. Their eyes met, but there was no protest from her and a wicked smile played on her lips.

“Is that what you young studs like?” she asked and her smile widened. “To make a girl do dirty things.”

“Are you going to let me?” he shot back.

The disappointment he felt when his hand was grabbed to pull it away from her ass didn’t last long. She turned to face away from him and leaned forward to slap her hands against the wet tiles.

“Is this what you need to get you hard again?” Jennifer asked in a teasing voice. “If it is and you make me cum, you can have whatever you want after.”

“Fuck,” Scott let out.

His teenage wet dreams about his step-mom paled into comparison with what she was actually giving him. He watched water trickling down her spine to run into the crease of her ass. It made him reach out and the sound of her gasp excited him when he trailed his fingers across wet, silky skin.

She looked over her shoulder and their eyes met as he wiggled a finger between her cheeks to touch it on her asshole. Her mouth opened, but it was only to let out another gasp. There was no protest and he knew she was going to let him play any way he wanted. He tangled the fingers of his free hand in her hair to pull her head back as he leaned forward.

“Does it feel good,” he asked when he got his lips close to her ear.

It was a question she’d asked him a couple of times during the encounter. He couldn’t even remember if he answered, but she did.

“Yes, are you going to kiss it, bad boy?”

“Fuck,” he let out in a hushed groan as he nuzzled his lips against her ear.

She squirmed around as he pressed his fingertip more forcefully against her tiny, puckered hole. He could feel the give as he made it stretch and Jennifer’s breathless groans echoed around the small, tiled space. The sound of them grew louder when he brushed his lips across the sensitive skin of her neck.

“Kiss it,” she encouraged him and pressed her forehead against the wall to balance herself, so she could get her hands to her rounded cheeks.

Scott dropped to his knees as she spread her buttocks to expose herself to him. He immediately leaned closer to kiss on her asshole and the sound of her groans erupted again when he swept a lick across her puckered skin. His animal lust came out as the woman who’d been his step-mom let him get kinky with her gorgeous body.

There was no need for him to tell her to spread her legs. She willingly did and he took the opportunity to slide fingertips up the inside of her smooth thigh. It was his fingers sinking into slick folds of skin to spread her pussy open now. At the same time, he shoved his head forward and pressed the tip of his tongue against her asshole.

“God, yes, yes,” Jennifer wailed as she pulled harder on her ass cheeks.

The teasing touch of Scott’s tongue brought a moment of forbidden, knee-trembling euphoria that weakened her legs. She wanted the touches though…, wanted them so badly and pushed back to them. A finger slipped into her pussy, but she wanted more.

“Your finger is slippery enough to do it now,” she said after a second or two.

Scott understood. He had the same thought in his mind and was being given permission to go after it. Jerking his head back, he pulled his finger out of pussy. Jennifer pulled harder still on her cheeks when she felt the brushing touch on her asshole. It settled in place and the lubrication helped it slip past the pulsing clench of her sphincter.

The feel of the stiff penetration made her hips jolt forward. She was suddenly an even hotter mess as illicit sensations gripped hold of her body. The fluttering pulse of her thigh muscles threatened to send her crashing to the floor, so she let go of her buttocks to slap a palm against the wall.

Her other hand went straight between her thighs to touch the finger she was impaled on. Hissed curses burst from her lips when it began to stroke into her asshole. Scott leaned forward to lick on puckered skin while he finger-fucked tight asshole.

“Don’t stop…, don’t stop,” Jennifer urged.

He had no intention of doing so. He sank the grip of his free hand harder into soft flesh and pulled to spread buttocks. The rush of arousal started to stiffen his cock again and he could feel the pulse of hot-blooded lust growing stronger by the second. Henry’s comment of earlier in the evening flashed through his mind and it excited him that he was playing the naughtiest of games with his sex-bomb step-mom.

Her squeals of delight as he fucked his finger knuckle-deep in her asshole spurred him on and he kept licking her puckered skin while he played. She got her hand right between her thighs, so she could plunge her fingers hard inside her pussy and left them buried deep as the gut-wrenching pleasure of her asshole being roughly used took her closer to orgasm.

She knew how to take herself all the way, but kept her fingers buried deep in her pussy to enjoy the delicious sensation of her asshole being so ruggedly plundered by a young man lost to the excitement. There was no doubt it would be getting him hard again and building his lust to the point where he couldn’t control it. That’s what she wanted.

His finger drove harder into her asshole and the pulsing contractions of her anal muscles gripped around the stiff penetration. The need for a release from the mounting tension was finally irresistible and she gave in to the urge to finger-fuck herself. Her hand pumped hard between her thighs, so she could take herself to the edge.

The tense knot in the pit of her belly was almost unbearable when she pulled her fingers out of her pussy to get them to her clit and the punishing circular motion rubbing against the swollen bud was the moment she lost it. Her body stiffened in an exquisite split-second of ecstasy before the tension burst to shuddering convulsions that left her shaken.

Scott’s finger fucked all the way inside her asshole and unrelenting spasms made her muscles ripple around the deep penetration. The strength drained from her shaking legs and it was all she could do to keep herself upright as a burning rush of ecstasy ripped through her. It made her mouth open wide, but no sound came out now.

Her mind went blank as the rhythmic contractions of her muscles became her world. The physical release grew stronger by the second to take her to a high, with the tension returning to her body to bring a heady elation that stretched out for a few seconds before melting away to leave her a ball of mush. She didn’t want it to be the end, however.

“Get up, fuck me,” she let out in a breathless rasp.

The sound of her hoarse groans excited Scott all the more when he slowly eased his finger out of her asshole. He scrambled up to his feet and grabbed her hips to pull her back, so he could trap his erection in the smooth crease of her ass. She pressed her hands against the wall to push back. The relaxation of the afterglow made her shudder, but she could feel just how hard he was and wanted him inside her.

“Do it, fucking do it,” she urged and bumped back against him.

He pulled her under the cascade of water and she bent forward to let him shove his erection between her thighs from behind. She wasted no time getting her hand to it, so she could guide the head to her slick opening and a long, mewling groan spilled from her lips when she felt the thick penetration spreading her pussy open.

It was her who pushed back to slap her ass against his groin and the feel of taking every hard inch left her gasping for a breath. She was giving him a dirty fantasy and the way he went after it brought her excitement back. His hands latched onto her hips, so he could start thrusting and she reached out to the wall to press her palm against the wet tiles as his naked body crashed against hers.

Water rained down on them as he took her roughly and it was thrilling that all that seemed to matter to him in the moment was using her like a fuck toy. The frantic action pounded his cock into her cunt in a frenzy and his grip tightened on her hips to pull her back as he drove forward relentlessly. It slapped their wet skin together as the pace of the sex quickened until Scott took himself to the edge again.

It was only a matter of minutes since he shot a load in black panties, but the exhilaration of a wildly passionate encounter was too much for him again. He let out a desperate cry as he fucked his full length in pussy and clenched his buttocks tightly. Jennifer started to rock her body to keep his erection sliding into her and knew when the moment came.

His fingers sank almost painfully into her hips to pull her back. It locked them together as one under the rain of streaming jets and a split-second of quivering tension exploded to hot spurts of cum. Scott turned his face up to the cascade as his body bucked against Jennifer’s naked ass, with his balls pumping out a second load deep inside her.

He forced himself forward in the last seconds of the climax and it felt like his guts were being ripped out. Harsh curses spilled from his lips while he tried to hold onto the feeling for as long as he could, but his strength melted away and he slumped forward onto Jennifer.

She could feel the jerking throbs of his erection slowly growing weaker inside her. When the sensation faded, she bumped her ass against him to make him back off. She turned when she straightened up and grabbed hold to pull him to a kiss. It squashed her breasts against his torso while she held him in the embrace, but she eventually broke their lips apart.

“No one ever finds out about this,” she said as she stared at him.

“What, that I lived out my teenage fantasies and fucked my sexy, gorgeous step-mom?” he shot back.

“Yeah, that would be the secret you have to keep,” Jennifer said and ran her hands back over her head to slick her hair down. “Now fuck off out of here and let me have a proper shower.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Scott said with a smirk.

Jennifer shook her head as he stepped past her. She reached out to grope his ass when he slid the door open, but he walked out of the cubicle to bring the moment to an end.

“Do I have to leave?” he asked when he grabbed a towel.

“No, we still haven’t had that chat,” Jennifer replied and slid the door shut.

She knew he’d be waiting for her when she came out of the bathroom and there was no knowing if the chat might turn to more while they drank the rest of the champagne.

“You’re a bad, bad girl,” she muttered, but a smile played on her lips when she reached out to the wall shelf to pick up the small bar of soap to have her shower.
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