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Submitting to my Son's Friend

"This is you, isn't it?"

I stood in the hallway of my nice little house, in my nice little town, looking in horror at my son's friend. Or rather, I was looking in horror at what he was holding in his hand.

It was a DVD, an actual goddamned DVD from twenty years ago and there I was, just turned eighteen with that fresh, innocent look that producers love. I was in a skimpy bathing suit, which did very little to hide my large, natural breasts and the round firm ass I had tried so hard to get back after the birth of my son.

"I don't know what you're talking about," I lied.

Yes, I had done porn. For a while, in my early twenties, I had been addicted to the thrill and the high I got from sex. After a while, it didn’t matter if I got paid or not. All I cared about was the next cock.

“Sure you do!” Trevor grinned. “I found this in an old stash of my uncle’s. I’m surprised no one ever made the connection, but I sure did.”

Then, after a wild night, I woke up in a dirty hotel filled with sleeping naked people. There had been drugs involved, possibly a roofie, because I remembered nothing that had happened the night before. I felt used and bruised in that way you feel after a night of rough sex.

Then I saw her. Betty Booty. She had been a big deal in the 90’s, but I barely recognized the strung out and skinny woman with fake boobs hanging grotesquely from an emaciated rib cage as she smoked a cigarette. She caught me staring and grinned. That’s when I noticed a gap where one of her teeth had fallen out.

“Doesn’t get any better than Betty,” she cackled in a voice decayed by years of smoke.

That’s when I knew. In twenty years, I would be just like that. I could be the same, wasted has-been, strung out on coke and sex. The thrills, the excitement of having a new cock for the first time, called to me. But this time, with the image of Betty in my mind, I didn’t listen.

I had saved some money. Like I said, fucking in front of other people was the thrill. That was my high. The money was just icing on the cake.

I withdrew all of my savings and left California. I got a nursing degree and could even afford a modest house in the quiet little town of Rookville, Iowa. A place where no one knew me. A place I could hide.

That is until Trevor Conway found that fucking movie.

I was never what you would call a star, but I had done enough movies that they were still out there. Still, no one would connect that lewd, fit young slut with Mrs. Debbie Jones of Rookville, loving wife and mother. I had colored my hair a dark auburn, and even though I looked good after having Josh eighteen years ago, I was far from the trim, sexy blonde in that goddamned video.

Trevor stepped closer, as if to give me a better view of the cover, but he just wanted to get close to me. Josh and Trevor had been friends since they were ten years old. I’d watched them both grow up together.

It was hard not to notice that Trevor had grown bigger and taller than Josh. He had been captain of the basketball team and got a scholarship to state college. He was an athlete and I could see his lean muscles moving underneath his white t-shirt.

"So," I said, trying to ignore Trevor's body. "Even if that was me, what does it matter?"

He moved a step closer. He was a full head taller, and it forced me to look up at him. The summer scent of green grass and sweat drifted off his body. I felt my heart skip a beat as the woman I used to be stared at me seductively from the cover of the DVD.

Trevor looked at the video, then at me.

"Does Josh know his mom's a pornstar?" he asked and took another step forward. "Does Mr. Jones?"

"What do you want, Trevor?" I hissed.

"I want this woman right here, Mrs. Jones." He pointed at the cover.

"That woman doesn't live here," I said, my voice trembling. "She's been gone for a long time."

"Oh, I don't think so." Trevor grinned and slid a finger under my chin and I jerked away. "I can still see her. I think she's still in there somewhere."

"So, that's it then?" I asked. "You get what you want or you tell my family?"

"Well, maybe just Josh. " Trevor shrugged. "Or, some other kids. I mean, they'd be interested, right?"

I could only imagine the embarrassment Josh would face if that video got out to his friends. Rookville was a small town and even though my son was eighteen and headed to college, word would get to him. What would he do if he found out his mother was a porn star slut?

He'd tell Brett, that's what, and then I would have to explain why I had lied to both of them over the past twenty years. It could end our marriage. That's how things happened in a small town like Rookville. Everyone knew everybody else's business even before they did.

"You don't have to do that." I said, and I looked up at him. I knew for a fact that my flashing green eyes still had an effect. I may not be as pretty as the girl on the cover, but I could still be seductive.

I stepped forward and slid my hands over the front of Trevor's t-shirt. Fuck, his body was hard. Brett worked his days on the farm and his muscles were vast blocks of granite, complete with rough edges and a thick band of muscle around his waist. Trevor was whipcord lean, with well-defined chest muscles and, from what I could feel, a washboard stomach.

"That easy, huh?" Trevor said. For a college kid, he sure was confident. I had expected to scare him by coming on strong, but it only made matters worse. "I knew you were still the girl in this video."

"Shut up," I said.

Trevor set down the DVD on a table and slid his arms around me. The heat of his body made my thighs sweat, a feeling that I hadn't felt for a long time. This young man was my son's age, but he was every inch a man as he slid his hands down my back and cupped my generous ass cheeks in his hands. I gasped, but he was already leaning in closer, his lips on my neck.

"This is wrong," I murmured as he licked and bit my neck. Damn me if the little bastard didn't know what he was doing. "You're my son's age."

"I'm also the age of the guys on that video," he whispered in my ear. "Tell me you don't remember how it felt to fuck a thick, young cock."

I moaned as a shiver went through my body. I remembered, all too well, being pounded into submission by young men, sometimes three at a time. It was a feeling that I had put behind me to have a life, a real life, but this young bastard was bringing back all the old feelings.

"If I... if I make you cum, will you get rid of that video?" I asked.

Trevor looked down at me, a wicked grin on his face.

"When you make me cum, I'll give up the video and no one will ever know."

A grin spread across my face. I figured I could get him off with a quick blowjob. I'd given hundreds, even though I was a bit out of practice. Brett, the good Christian boy that he was, thought it was dirty when his wife gave him a blowjob. I think he enjoyed them too much, and he would always get off quickly, then feel ashamed that he had let his wife go down on him.

Brett was a full grown man and could barely withstand my mouth. I figured a young man like Trevor would fold in seconds.

Boy, was I wrong!

First, he obviously wasn't a boy. His long, fat cock was bigger than some men I had fucked on screen and he was definitely bigger than Brett. I stared when he unveiled his heavy flesh, shocked this boy was the same age as my son.

"So, how do I measure up?" he grinned, waving the bulging head in front of my face. "Bigger than the guys on that video, huh?"

To be honest, I didn't even remember the video or who had been in it, but Trevor certainly did.

"I've seen bigger," I said, which was true, but not by much. Before I had time to rethink my options, I opened my mouth and slid the throbbing flesh between my lips.

It had been twenty years since someone besides my husband had been in my mouth, and the taste and smell of this younger man surprised me. I got wet as the old sensations took over, and I sucked on his cock, pushing his flesh to the back of my throat. My hands and mouth worked in unison, stroking and cupping his balls while I slurped on his flesh.

I sucked him hard and fast, my eyes never leaving his face. Gurgling sounds bubbled up from my throat as I gagged on his flesh, making it as messy and hot as possible. A real blowjob, not some half-assed attempt by some cheerleader.

Soon, my jaw started to ache and I had to let his cock fall from my mouth, letting the throbbing length of it roll wetly over my cheek as I gasped for air. When I looked up at Trevor, he just gave me a smug smile.

"Is that all you got, Mrs. Jones?" he asked. "Thought you'd get me off with just a blowjob, huh?"

I stroked his thick, beautiful flesh. Goddamn, he was cute, and the feel of his hard flesh in my hand was making my cunt drip. I tried to force down the feelings as I jerked him hard and fast, willing him to cum.

"Please, just cum for me," I moaned. "I'll let you cum on my face. Not even my husband does that."

"Oh, I'll cum wherever I want," Trevor chuckled and lifted me up roughly by my shoulders. "But, it's going to take a lot more than a hand job, Mrs. Jones."

Trevor continued to use my married name, which only deepened my shame. I tried to look away from him, but he lifted my chin and gave me a deep kiss.

I tried to stop him, but he knew what he was doing. He slid his fingers up to my breasts and found a nipple through my blouse. I gasped as he pinched the sensitive flesh and his tongue speared deep between my lips. It had been a long time since I'd received a proper kiss and I have to admit; I kissed him back. While he kissed me, he deftly unlocked my bra, and I felt my breasts fall free under my blouse.

Fuck, this bastard was good!

"Stop," I murmured and pushed back against him. "I can't do this."

Trevor stopped kissing me and nodded at the DVD he had put on the table next to the front door.

"What about that?" he said. "Do you really want your husband and son to know about that?"

"I don't care," I moaned. "This will only make it worse."

"It doesn't have to," Trevor said. "I can make you feel a lot better."

A young man's boast, but given the evidence so far, he probably could. But that would mean cheating on Brett and sleeping with Josh's classmate. I couldn't do that, no matter how it might feel.

"Tell me you want me to leave and I'll go," Trevor said, but continued to hold me. "Tell me you don't want to find out how I feel inside you and I'll leave and you'll never see me. No video, no strings."

"Fine!" I was hot, frustrated, and flustered by the feelings raging through my body, but I needed to end this before it went any further. "I—"

Trevor never let me finish. Instead, one hand slipped up under my blouse and tweaked my nipple while he kissed me again. He pushed me back into the house, still kissing me, and I stumbled into the dining room. That was as far as we could go as my ass smacked up against the dining room table, the same table we ate dinner on every night.

"I said... " I tried to speak, but Trevor kept torturing my body with his tongue and hands as he pushed me down onto the table. My body was responding to his youthful lust even though I could see the photos of Josh and Brett on the walls of the dining room as Trevor skinned my jeans down over my hips.

"I can't hear you," he murmured, and his hand slid into my panties. I gasped as he found my clit. I was soaked, my juices providing all the lubrication necessary for him to tease and swirl around my red hot bud.

"Oh, fuck!" I moaned.

Trevor chuckled and pushed my blouse up to expose my breasts. He sucked on my hard nipples. My body’s reaction was all the evidence he needed. He was turning me on. Instead of pushing him away, I dug my hands into his hair and held his mouth to my throbbing tit.

"I knew you wanted it," Trevor said when he finished sucking my nipple. "I knew you were going to be hot. Hiding all this time behind the sweet, church loving wife, but I knew."

"It's not like that," I moaned. "I'm doing this for my family."

"Sure you are." Trevor grinned and kissed the bottom of my breasts, my belly, and then lowered his face to my sopping cunt.

It had been a long time since I'd been this wet and ready. I wanted him, despite the shame of my family watching us from the pictures. He lingered on my lips, teasing the swollen crevice then diving into the warm, fiery center. His fingers, which slid easily into my dripping cunt, followed his lips. Only then did he tease my clit, licking up under the hood as his fingers plunged deep into my pussy.

"Fuck!" I moaned. "How? How are you so good?"

Trevor looked up from between my legs, smiling through my juices.

"I've watched all of your videos." He grinned. "And I've tried it out on all of my girlfriends. I guess it works, huh?"

"Yuh... yes!" I moaned. "Yes, it works! God, help me!"

Trevor continued to lick and finger my pussy, and it didn't take long for him to get me right to the edge. My body jerked in anticipation of the coming bliss when Trevor suddenly stopped.

"Wuh... what are you doing?"

Trevor just grinned. He had me right where he wanted me.

"I just want to make sure this is what you want, Mrs. Jones," Trevor said and pulled off his shirt, revealing that beautiful whipcord body. He was young and thin, but every goddamn muscle was in perfect proportion. I knew what a body like that could do to me, and I whimpered in frustration. "Tell me you want me."

He dragged me into a sitting position and pulled off my blouse and bra. Now I was completely nude and dripping my lust onto my dining room table.

"It's easy," he whispered in my ear, then nuzzled my breast. "All you have to say is I want it, Trevor."

I couldn't think. I had given up on feeling this level of lust a long time ago. But now I was feeling it again, and I missed it.

"I want it, Trevor," I whimpered. "I want it."

"That's right," Trevor said and turned my head to the smiling pictures on the wall. "I want you to look at them while you kiss me."

How could this little bastard be so fucking evil? Still, I kissed him as I looked at the images of my family watching me. It reminded me of the old days, of people watching as I fucked for the camera. Despite the shame, my pussy was throbbing. I looked at the smiling pictures of my husband and son and kissed Trevor with all the hunger I had been hiding the last twenty years.

As I reached the depths of my shame, Trevor suddenly stabbed forward and upward into my waiting cunt. His lewd words and fabulous foreplay had kept me on the edge, and as soon as I felt his cock stretch me open and hit me deep in my pussy, I came. I'd never cum from being penetrated before, and it both excited and terrified me. I clung to Trevor's perfect body and thrashed like a fish on a hook.

"Did you cum from me putting my cock in you?" he chuckled. "Wow! Mr. Jones must not fuck you very well."

"Please, don't say that," I groaned, but Trevor wasn't listening. He pushed me to the surface of the table and pulled my legs up to his chest. Then he began fucking me with hard, powerful thrusts.

"That's it, Mrs. Jones!" Trevor cried. "Take that fucking cock!"

"Yes!" I screamed. "Yes, Trevor! Give it to me!"

He grabbed my ankles and spread my legs wide open, pumping his cock deep into me the entire time. I watched in awe as his young, tight muscles moved under his smooth skin. So beautiful, not at all like the men in those videos, certainly not like Brett. He was pure, glistening sex in the body of a twenty-year-old man.

"You like getting fucked by a young cock, Mrs. Jones?" Trevor grunted. "You like fucking one of your son's friends?"

"Yes, you bastard! I love it!"

"What about your son?" he asked. "And Mr. Jones? What would they do if they could see what a slut you are?"

"Please," I moaned. "Stop talking about my son!"

Trevor bent over me and forced me to look into his eyes.

"What would Josh think, Mrs. Jones?," he said. "What would he think of his Mommy right now?"

I couldn't take it anymore. Somehow, this young bastard had broken through my carefully guarded walls and was now waiting to destroy my soft, vulnerable center.

"I don't care, all right!" I cried. "Is that what you want? I don't care about them."

"Who?" Trevor said.

"My son!" I screamed, and there were tears in my eyes. "I don't care about my husband. All I want is your goddamn cock!"

"Then tell him!" Trevor said and forced me to look to the side. There, in the doorway, was my son Josh, his mouth open and tears in his eyes as he watched his friend fucked me.

"Oh, God! Josh!" I cried. "I didn't mean... I didn't mean..."

Trevor didn't let me finish. He pounded hard into my swollen cunt, and the tremendous wave of my orgasm overtook me. Trevor forced me to look at my son as I came, screaming in lust.

"That's it!" Trevor growled. "Tell him you're cumming, Mrs. Jones! Tell him you're cumming on his friend's cock!"

"I'm sorry, baby!" I cried out to my son as he fell to his knees. "I'm cumming on your friend's cock. I'm cumming and it feels so GOOD!"

Trevor laughed triumphantly and even though my son was watching, I came again, my body jerking and thrashing on our dining room table. Trevor pulled out of me and came up to my head, jerking his wet, swollen cock. Then, in front of my son, he sprayed thick ropes of hot cum all over my face. I lost sight of Josh as I closed my eyes and his friend continued to paint his mother's face with his seed.

Finally, his victory complete, Trevor slid his thick cock between my lips and I cleaned him, just like I had done a hundred times on camera.

"I guess we don't need to worry about the video, Mrs. Jones," Trevor said as he dressed. "It looks like poor Josh found out what a slut you are anyway."

With that, he left me covered in cum on the dining room table and my son quietly sobbing on the floor. He left the DVD where it was by the front door.

I had tried so hard to be a good woman and in one instant it was all gone. I had reverted to the days when all I lived for was the rush of the next orgasm and the high I got from fantastic sex.

I guess it's true what they say.

A leopard, or in this case a cougar, can't change her spots.

The End


Hi Reader!

I hope you enjoyed this book! If you'd like even more of my cuckold Erotica check out my 10 Story Mega Bundle!
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Want to keep up to date on new books and freebies? Join my newsletter and get a free book today!
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Want even more Darotica? Sign up for my Patreon for exclusive stories, bonus scenes, and more.
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You can find all of my other books here.

Thank you for reading!
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Have you ever wanted to read a story where the bad guy gets the girl and the hero is forced to watch?

Whether it's a bully seducing a loving wife, or a fairy tale villain ravishing a Disney princess, Manus Dare creates dark and twisted tales of cheating and cuckolding you can't help but love!
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