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Chapter 1











D
 riving home from school to start summer break, I couldn’t help reflecting on how spectacularly I’d failed to thrive in my first year away from home.

Going to a small technical school and studying software engineering hadn’t exactly helped my prospects with women. The only cute girl in any of my classes was dating the T.A. two months into the year.

I’d made a couple of good friends, but we sat in our dorm room playing video games most Friday and Saturday nights.

The one spring break kegger I found myself at was broken up by the cops before I could close the deal on a sorority sister. And when I approached her the next week outside of a class, the girl clearly didn’t want to be seen with a nerdy engineering student and had pretended not to know me. The frown of derision and look of disgust in the girl’s face had sent me fleeing back to my dorm room, never to emerge again except for classes, labs or to use my meal card to buy stale cafeteria pizza.

Yeah, it had been a rough year.

Freeway 75 led straight home to the Palisade Estates in the wealthy suburbs of Miami, and every mile that took me closer I grew more and more apprehensive. The estate and the grounds would be there, but our house would be deserted, as far as I knew. It was going to be weird to have the place all to myself. Ever since the ‘fight’ just after my graduation, my dad had been traveling throughout Europe and Asia on business for his investment firm.

My stepmom Erika spent the first three months after the blowout buried in her room, alternating between binging on ice cream and junk food, or crying. Nothing could console her, except her girlfriends. In fact, just the sight of me would often incur her wrath, and I would be on the receiving end of angry outbursts over the smallest things.

Long story short, I spent the first part of last summer avoiding her, hiding in my room or going out with friends. In mid-August her girlfriends arranged a cruise for her and that was the last I saw of her before heading off to school.

Dad never did come home, though he would call every couple of months to make sure I hadn’t failed or dropped out. I never heard from Erika, and figured she might even have moved out, so it was a shock when I pulled down the long, curving driveway to find her familiar Escalade parked outside the three-car garage. My dad’s BMW sat inside with the cover on, and it was sporting a new ornament.

Slamming the door shut on my Camry, I couldn’t help but laugh when I saw Dad’s prized possession, a seventeenth-century long sword, stabbed through the rear window. Then my stomach grew queasy as I climbed the steps to the front doors and remembered the last few encounters with Erika.

We’d said some terrible things to one another, both hurt over my father’s betrayal and desertion and without anyone else to take it out on. I’d thought a lot about what to say to her if I ever saw her again, but had never come up with anything good. I reached the top of the landing and the door flew inwards just as I was reaching out to turn the knob. Erika stood there, bottom lip trembling.

No words were said as we stared into one another’s eyes. I stood there, shocked at having forgotten just how gorgeous my stepmother is and with my eyes unable to leave the breathtaking curves of her body. Her own expression registered a mix of love and shame as she threw her arms around my shoulders, drawing me into a big hug.

“I’m so glad you came home for the summer. I’ve missed you, Evan.”

“I missed you too,” I said, all too aware of the woman’s thick bra and massive breasts pressed against my chest.

“I’ll let you go unpack,” Erika said, releasing me and wiping a tear from her eye, careful not to ruin her exquisite makeup. “Stella and the girls will be here in an hour or so for drinks. The pool’s been cleaned, if you want to go for a swim.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I said, heading down the hall only to stagger when Erika threw her arms around my chest and hugged me tight again.

“I’m so glad you’re back,” she said again. Her perfume filled my head, and then she released me with a wink as she headed to the kitchen. “The asshole left his wine collection, so you’re going to have to help me finish it this summer!”

I laughed as I headed up to my room. Tossing down my bags, I flopped down on my bed and contemplated taking a nap. The image of Erika in her tight top and yoga pants rose up in my mind’s eye, and I found myself rolling onto my back and pulling out my phone.

Three years before, we’d gone to on a Caribbean cruise. My dad and stepmom had planned to renew their vows, but it had ended in a terrible fight. I’d spent the entire trip sneaking pictures of Erika in her red string bikini. The woman had been a car model in her youth, and the combination of Latina and British heritage combined to create a spectacular unicorn.

Erika is only an inch or two shorter than my six feet, with legs that go on for days and a thick round ass that has caused me to drive into parked cars when she’s out walking the dog. With all that, the woman shouldn’t have been blessed with anything else, but God had smiled on her. Her breasts are her greatest feature, besides her stunning face, and I’d spent years in high school obsessing over them.

The phone’s screen wasn’t big enough for me, so I grabbed my tablet and called up my favorite picture of my stepmom, bent over and grabbing a drink from the sand. She happened to be looking up at me when I snapped the photo, grinning, while her massive breasts hung down, their inner slopes touching.

I was all lotioned up and deep into my fantasy of watching my cock slide between Erika's full lips when the door flew open.

“I put a towel out by the—oh god, I’m so sorry!”

Erika stood there with one hand on the doorknob, her eyes locked upon my hard-on as it rose from my crotch, while I lay frozen like a deer trapped in headlights, hand mid-stroke. The second stretched out, and I saw her swallow hard, and thought I heard a sound come from the back of her throat, but then she turned and fled down the hall, slamming the door behind her as she called back to me again.

“I’m so sorry!”

More embarrassed than I could ever remember being in my life, I stuffed my cock away and slinked into the shower. All I could think about as I washed off was the look of shock and awe on Erika’s face when she stared at me in all my glory. The one time I’d fooled around with a girl last summer, she’d flinched when her hand fell onto my impressive hard-on, and her hand never strayed beneath my waistband again.

I couldn’t get the image of Erika's massive breasts out of my mind as I stroked off in the shower. The thing that really set me off was picturing my stepmom’s gorgeous face gazing up at me as I coated it in my cum.

Drying off, I pulled on a pair of swim trunks and pushed down my shame. Trying to ignore what had happened earlier, I walked downstairs and through the kitchen. Erika never looked up from her iPad, but I noticed her face flush a deep shade of red when she noticed I was shirtless.

The Florida summer was in full swing, as was the humidity, making the day unbearable outside, unless you had a cool pool to hop into. Finding the towel laid out for me, I set down my phone and dove in, relishing in the feel of the water on my skin. Putting the unpleasantness from earlier out of my head, I swam around and thought about what I’d do for the rest of the weekend.

I needed to find a part-time job, one that paid enough for me to be able to get the ingredients I wanted to cook. There was a Master Class course I was going through and I wanted to make each of the dishes the chef demonstrated, but the meat alone would cost me hundreds of dollars. I also had to save up for next year, because it was impossible to find a part-time job in the small college town.

“Welcome back, Evan!” My stepmom’s friend Julia called as she opened the sliding glass door.

The woman’s fingers glittered with diamonds, and more of them studded the chunky tennis bracelet on her wrist. I gave her a wave and thanked god she couldn’t see how my eyes never left the swell of her over-inflated bosom.

“Thanks,” I said, “are you still working at the doctor’s office?”

“Ha! No, Dr. Nguyen said I’d spent enough on surgeries I didn’t need to be his secretary in order to get the discount anymore. Got my lips done last month, what do you think?”

“They look great,” I said, though I couldn’t quite make them out from where I clung to the edge of the pool.

Julia threw me a wink, then turned to head back in. She made sure her loose skirt swung wide, giving me a chance to see her tanned thighs

Julia, like many wealthy women in my neighborhood, frequented Dr. Nguyen and the other world-class plastic surgeons that earned a fortune practicing in Florida. In a town filled with superstar athletes, porn stars and billionaires, no price was too steep for perfection. Long gone were the days of bad 80s and 90s boob jobs with nipples that stick out in different directions, or lips that looked like they’d been stuck in a vacuum pipe for an hour. It was impossible to tell most of the time what work a woman had done, unless her body looked disproportional. I had to admit, a few of my mom’s friends fell into that category.

My stepmom had never had any work done herself, but then again, she was a rare specimen. Her beauty was second to none, and unlike most of her friends who were nothing more than trophy wives, Erika had a brain as well. She had built a successful business marketing high-end sports cars and shipping them all over the world. She made more than most of the men in our neighborhood, although not my father. He had always made sure to remind her of that.












Chapter 2











T
 he sound of laughter and clinking glasses alerted me that more of Erika’s friends had arrived. This sort of get-together was a normal occurrence in the house. Erika loved to host small gatherings of her friends or coworkers, serving fine wines and assorted cheese and charcuterie, and gossiping about anything and everything. When I was in high school, I’d often sit nearby and listen in as I studied, letting their banter wash over me.

Climbing out of the pool, I grabbed my towel and threw it on a lounger. I put on my sunglasses and lay down, letting the baking sun dry me off and put a bit of color back on my skin. The heat was easing muscles still sore from my last water polo game, and I had almost drifted off to sleep when the kitchen window was pulled open and I heard Julia’s voice again.

“Were you reading all his emails when he was in Tokyo, too?”

“Yes,” huffed Stella. “I knew he wasn’t going there for work like he said. The idiot didn’t even take his work laptop with him! But it wasn’t the emails that got him in trouble,” Stella sniffled, the sounds clear as they drifted out through the open window. The clinking of glasses and quiet sounds of commiseration told me the gals were well into their conversation and probably the wine too.

“What was it?” Renata asked.

The powerful CEO and attorney spoke in her usual brusque, no-nonsense tone. I could almost see the frown on her small yet sensual mouth.

“He left his iPad behind and was still logged in to the messenger app. Notifications started popping up not ten minutes after he left.” Stella broke down in tears. I felt guilty listening in like this, but the only other option was to walk back through the group and head up to my room, so I chose to stay, flipping over to sun my back as the woman’s tears subsided. Then she gulped. “Have any of you heard of Compensated Dating?”

“No,” my stepmom said, at the same time another voice said, “Yes.”

After a pause the fourth voice, Zoe, my stepmom’s best friend from college, spoke with a hint of reluctance.

“When I was a girl…you understand this is not to leave this circle, yes?” The others must have nodded because after a pause, Zoe went on. “I went to Japan for a three-month exchange program…Jesus, I don’t know how you get me to admit this stuff to you.”

“Stop stalling,” Renata barked a laugh. “You wouldn’t have brought it up if you didn’t want to tell us. Spill it, girl.”

“It was the 90s, you know. Things were different back then. I made a group of friends that were the popular girls in school. They weren’t as wild as we were back in the day, in most ways…but in others, they were a lot crazier. One of those was…they had this thing where an older guy would take them on a date. Not even sexual. Sometimes just a coffee date, to have someone to talk to. They’d get paid in meals, clothing, jewelry…and for the girls who did…more…cash.”

“Wait,” Julia said. “You’re saying this still goes on there? Your husband was doing this, Stella? With high school girls in Japan?”

“Yes,” Stella sobbed, “the idiot spent tens of thousands on them in a week. The cheating asshole!”

“Total asshole,” Renata agreed.

“So what are you going to do to get back at him?” Julia asked. “Or are you finally divorcing the bastard?”

“I need hard proof or else I get nothing. Fucking pre-nup,” Stella said.

“Then you should get back at him. Hook up with one of his friends, or better yet get your own young stud to enjoy.”

“Don’t think I haven’t thought about it,” Stella said, glass hitting the table after a large sip, “but I wouldn’t know where to look. The internet?”

“Ooh, don’t do that,” my stepmom said. “Who knows what kind of scammers or dangerous criminals you’d find on there.”

“Let me think,” Julia said. “Hmm…yes…I have someone in mind that might work out perfectly for you.”

“Do tell!” Zoe laughed. “Hell, if you really do know someone, sign me up too. It’s been years since I’ve been on a date.”

“Now things are getting interesting,” Renata said, “what about you, Erika? Are you interested, too?”

“Me? Oh, no I couldn’t,” my stepmom said, and I sighed in relief.

“Don’t lie, Erika,” Zoe teased. “Just last week you were saying how horny you’ve been. That new vibrator you ordered show up yet?”

The ladies cackled at that, laughing all the harder at something else that I missed.

“It depends on the young man,” I heard my stepmom say, and felt a thrill shoot down to the center of my belly. “But…perhaps.”

“And I know Renata is in,” Julia said. “It’s settled then. What should we call our little group of wicked ladies?”

“Do we need a name?” Zoe asked. “Isn’t it weird enough that we might all be dating the same guy?”

“Of course we need a name,” Stella said. “How about…the Wicked Women’s Knitting Circle?”

“Too much of a mouthful,” Renata said, and I missed the next comment that brought another round of roaring laughter. “How about: The Dating Club?”

“I like that,” Erika said. “Simple.”

“Done,” Julia said. “Now Zoe can tell us all about where she got her micro-blading done. I’ve been trying to schedule a touch up for months and can’t get an appointment anywhere!”

“There’s this amazing Vietnamese lady I found on Instagram. Do you want me to see if she’s got an opening?”

I only half-listened in on the rest of their conversation in between rounds of flipping over and dips in the pool to cool off. Two hours later the ladies were winding up their afternoon, and I’d had more than enough sun. Grabbing my towel, I headed in while everyone was busy cleaning up and tried to slip upstairs before anyone noticed me.

No such luck. Julia stepped out of the downstairs bathroom just as I was about to ascend the stairs and when her bright blue eyes landed on me an oddly predatory smile stretched across her lips.

“Is that your copy of The French Laundry Cookbook
 I saw sitting on the counter?” She asked, catching me off guard with the question about cooking.

“Used to be. I left it with Mom because I got the revised edition.”

“Brilliant,” she said. “You know, I’ve been trying to make his salmon tartare for weeks now, but it just never comes out right. Have you ever made it?”

“Once,” I said. “You have to be careful with the sesame oil, a little goes a long way.”

“That’s exactly my problem!” Hooking her arm through mine, she steered me up the stairs towards my room after throwing a glance over her shoulder. “I’m throwing a dinner party in a week for a few friends from school and I wanted to do it as an appetizer, along with a few other things that frankly I have no idea how to make. You’ve always been the best cook of anyone I know, better than Stella, even. I was wondering if you might come by tomorrow evening and help me make a few things. I’d pay you for your trouble, of course! Think of it as a catering gig.”

“That would be amazing,” I enthused. “Should I bring my knives over, or anything special?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Julia said with a wink. As we stopped outside my room, the blonde peeked around my head, eyes darting around the large room and I saw a secretive little smile work its way onto her lips. “You just bring that cookbook and yourself…I’ll have everything planned.”

Her eyes grew heated. But I was already turning into my room and grabbing another cookbook.

“Do you want me to bring, this one too? There are a few dishes in here I think would be great for dinner parties. Family style things.”

“Sure,” Julia said, eyes registering amusement as she moved away. “Bring whatever you like. 6pm sharp, and wear something nice. That blue suit that’s hanging up, perhaps.”

Frowning, I glanced at the three-piece suit my dad had bought for my college entrance interviews, but the woman was already gone, flitting down the stairs. I hopped in the shower and spent the rest of the afternoon reading through cookbooks, then logging in to my favorite game for an hour. When I finally wandered downstairs to make dinner, I found Erika sitting in the kitchen, having just come in from the pool.

She wore her red string bikini with a sheer, white robe over it that did little to hide the hour-glass curves of her body. She was about to open a bag of chips, but I snatched them out of her hands.

“You don’t want to spoil dinner, I’m cooking.”

“Oooo, exciting! What are you going to make?” she asked.

“I don’t know yet, let me see what’s in the fridge.”

“There’s nothing,” My stepmom said with a disgusted snort. “The last thing I cooked was mac and cheese two months ago.”

“Looks like I’ll be going to the store then, you coming?” I asked.

“I’d love to.” I eyed her up and down pointedly and she glanced down, blushing when she realized what she was wearing. “Give me a minute to change, wouldn’t want to give the bag boy an eyeful.”

“I’m sure he wouldn’t mind,” I quipped, but Erika shook her head and frowned as she went to her room.

“Maybe ten years ago,” I heard her mutter before she shut herself away.

It only took a few minutes, and she was ready to go in a pair of blue jeans and a tight white shirt. When she stepped out of her room and I saw the outline of her large areolas through the thin shirt, I felt my crotch stirring, but Erika pulled a woolen wrap about her shoulders before joining me at my car.

“Let’s take mine,” she said, tossing me the keys, “and you can drive, since I’m buying.”

“Deal,” I said, happy to get the chance to drive the Escalade.

“How is school?” she asked when we were rolling down the road. “I know you’re getting good grades or else the asshole wouldn’t still be paying for your classes. Any girls or sports?”

“No girls,” I said with a sigh. “It’s a great school for engineering, but not one of the first choices for a lot of girls. I did make the school’s water polo team, though. We’re in a tiny division, so the games don’t really matter, but it’s still fun to get back in the pool.”

“You were always so good at water polo,” Erika said, “and I used to love coming to watch your matches. Will you be on the team next year?”

“Yea, unless classes get really hard, but I don’t expect that to be the case.”

“Email me your schedule, then. I’d love to drive up and see you play.”

“I will,” I said, feeling butterflies take off within my belly. “I’d like that.”

“I hear you’re going to be heading over to Julia’s tomorrow?” Her tone grew tight and she stared out the window, unable to look at me.

“Yea, she wants help to prep and cook for a dinner party. She offered to pay me. Is that wrong?”

“No, not at all,” Erika said, turning and offering me a warm smile. “I just want you to understand that you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to…cooking wise, I mean.”

“Don’t worry, I don’t plan on baking anything.”

“I think this could be good for you,” Erika said, an odd thoughtfulness creeping into her tone as she looked at me. “Good for both of you.”

“The tuna tartare will be, but I’m thinking of doing these chili-lime drumsticks that should be delicious but will have enough calories to feed an elephant.”

“Sounds fantastic,” Erika said, her laughter far too loud for my silly joke. I found myself trying to puzzle out what I’d missed in our conversation.












Chapter 3











A
 t the local organic market we picked out meat, vegetables and fruit for the week, and I replenished the spice collection while Erika was perusing the cheese section.

“Do you need wine?” I asked as we walked through the bakery, but Erika shook her head.

“Remember? There’s a whole cellar of the asshole’s good stuff waiting for us back at the house.”

“Ha! I just remember dad yelling at you not to drink any of his ‘special vintages’.”

“Your dad doesn’t know how to enjoy life. What’s the purpose of owning fine wines if you never drink them?”

“Excuse me.” An older woman, with platinum blonde hair and too-pretty features that hinted at expensive plastic surgery, interrupted us with a wave of her hand. “I apologize for barging in but I just have to ask, where did you get this? It’s gorgeous!”

“Thank you,” Erika smiled, running a hand down the wrap over her top. “We sell them at my boutique.”

“You own a store?” The woman asked, looking impressed. “Which one is it?”

“Amò, it’s in the shopping center down on Geary.”

“I know that place! Oh, well, now I’ll have to go in.” The older woman’s eyes fell upon me and ran approvingly up and down my form.

“Come by the store tomorrow and I’ll have the girls set a wrap aside for you, half off. Tell them you met me yesterday. The name’s Erika.”

“Why, thank you,” the woman beamed, “I certainly will recommend your place in the future.” When the woman’s smile moved back to me, her eyes flashed again with a predatory gleam.

“Are you always stopped like that?” I asked.

“In this neighborhood, yes,” Erika said with a laugh. “My days of being recognized by gearheads and magazine fans are long gone. And you, you’re going to have to get used to things like that.” She elbowed me and cast her eyes to the woman pushing her cart around a corner back the way we’d come.

I couldn’t drag my eyes away from the woman’s wide behind as it swung from side to side and felt my cheeks warm when she caught me staring. Erika laughed too, causing me to cringe, but her eyes held a flirty amusement I’d never seen directed at me before as she took the cart from me, her hips brushing up against mine.

“This area has the highest number of wealthy divorcees in the world, not just the country. You’re going to have to get used to being checked out like a piece of meat in places like this.” I blinked and stumbled, but Erika didn’t seem to notice as she glanced in the cart. “Oh shoot, I forgot to grab bread. Could you run to the bakery and grab a baguette?”

“Sure,” I said, slipping away and heading back towards the bakery.

Taking a detour, I slipped down the short hallway to the bathroom to relieve myself and bumped into the platinum blonde from earlier coming out. The woman blinked in surprise and a delighted smile spread across her plump lips as she held the door open for me.

“What a coincidence running into you again! I almost think you tried following me into the bathroom,” she teased. Her eyes danced as she fluttered her lashes at me and I nearly tripped when she pressed her over-inflated breasts against me as I passed her.

“Are you sleeping with Erika?”

The question shocked me and the woman’s dark brown eyes sharpened with a delighted grin as I stuttered and stumbled over my answer. She pressed me back into the single person restroom with one firm hand on my chest and locked the door behind us.

“What are you—?”

“I won’t force you,” she purred, her plump lips savoring the words as her fingers trailed down the length of my stiffening cock, “but if you see anything you like…anything at all…then take it.”

My surprise and shock faded, and the fear of getting caught only intensified the sensations I was feeling as the woman’s fingers ran down my shaft. Glancing to the locked bathroom door, I looked back at her beautiful face and those full, plump lips. The woman flashed a grin and leaned forward, her lips meeting mine in a shockingly passionate kiss. Butterflies awoke in my guts as I felt her firm breasts press into my chest and her wide hips grind against me.

“This is crazy!” She hissed into the kiss, “I’m Nancy by the way, pleased to meet you, gorgeous.”

She darted another kiss at my lips, her hands running up and down my sides, feeling the muscles of my stomach, chest and back as she moaned heavily.

“Oh…god,” I groaned as she dropped to her haunches, fingers flickering over my waistband and lowering it. “I’m…Evan…nice to meet…mmm.”

“Holy shit!” Nancy swore, glancing guiltily towards the door at how loud she was, then turning back to my thick cock, her eyes round and her grin wide as she ran gentle fingers down its length. “Oh Evan…honey…I don’t know who’s going to enjoy this more, you or me.”

Her long lashed batted as she looked up at me and reached out a long tongue, my breath escaping me as the warm, pebbled flesh ran over the crown of my cock. The woman was beautiful; her looks were enhanced by exquisite make-up and clothing, but beneath all that she was a work of art and I allowed my eyes to run up and down her body as she took my hard dick into her fiery mouth.

The sweep of her waist and the plump hills of her ass tempted me. I felt my balls tightening, the feeling of her fingers and lips on my cock almost too much, her words from earlier flashing through my head.

Grunting, I pulled my dick out of her mouth, watching with amusement as she reached out a thick tongue and tried to lick the tip as it moved beyond her reach. Nancy’s eyes flashed up to me with a touch of exasperation until she saw where I was looking, then she leaped to her feet with the spryness of a woman twenty-five years younger.

“Fuck honey, I love a man who knows what he wants. Take me! Take me however you want!”

She whispered the words into my ear as her lips and tongue snaked around the sensitive flesh, one hand stroking my cock and the other gripping my ass. I pulled up her expensive dress and with rougher hands than I intended, spun her around and bent her over.

“Oh, yes!”

Her cries echoed off the bathroom walls. I hooked her tiny panties aside and buried myself deep inside the softest pussy I’ve ever felt, moaning into her perfumed hair.

“Haaaa nnnghnnn! Slooooowwww down honey, you’re a biiigggg boy— oooohhh!”


KNOCK! KNOCK!


“Busy!”

I growled at the door, and as I pulled out of Nancy with agonizing slowness, I heard a man huff in annoyance and pull open the door to the bathroom next to ours. Nancy’s hands pressed against the dark concrete wall and her dress was pushed up over her wide, white ass, her thighs trembling as I slowly slid my dick in and out of her pussy.

She was far from tight, but there was something incredibly arousing about how wet she was. Her juices were draining down her thighs, a single slick line dripping down to below her knee as she huffed in delirious pleasure. The moment the man stepped into the bathroom beside ours, I felt Nancy’s pussy spasm around my dick, its walls tightening as she hissed in pleasure. Then her pussy squeezed again as the man dropped the seat and grunted with the effort of his business.

She turned her head back, dark brown eyes meeting mine as she pulled my hand to one round breast. The flesh was too firm to be real, but perfectly sculped, and her eyes flashed in pleasure when she felt my dick throb within her. I lost myself in the moment, one hand gripping her hip, the other clutching one perfect tit as my orgasm came rushing up in me.

“I’m…gonna…”

“Not inside me!” Nancy hissed, her eyes widening. “Hold…on…ohhh god please…”

My fingers sank into her flesh and I grunted as I felt her pussy cinch down around my cock even tighter than it had been thus far. The effort needed was almost too much, but the look of bliss on the beautiful woman’s face was worth it. Then she shocked me by whipping her hips forward, my cock slipping from her pussy.

The cold air hit my cum-slicked cock for only a second before Nancy spun around and took me deep into her mouth. Hands gripping my thigh and ass, she hauled me forward as my balls throbbed. I swore softly, one hand steadying me on the wall and the other resting lightly on her head as the orgasm rushed through me, my dick flooding her mouth with cum that she swallowed eagerly.

Drawing a deep breath, I staggered back as she released my dick from her mouth and stood, pressing one elegant finger to her lips to wipe away the last of my cum daintily. When she saw I was about to speak she shook her head, pressed a finger to her lips and, stepping forward, gave me a quick kiss, as she began twisting her clothing back into place.

I started to do the same, but just as I was about to zip up the pressure in my bladder came rushing back. I glanced over to see a sly grin on Nancy’s face as she looked at the bowl and back at me. I swore softly again and tried to keep my back to her. Impossible in the tiny space. I finished as quickly as possible.

My zipper was barely up, and the man was exiting the bathroom beside ours, when Nancy opened the door with a big flourish and waltzed out as if she owned the entire grocery store. Feeling my cheeks heat, I rushed away, grabbed the first baguette I saw, and hurried back to the other side of the store. No one called out, though I expected it any moment. I found my mom a few seconds later.

We got all the groceries we needed and were outside before I spotted Nancy again. She was driving her Mercedes out of the lot and waved a farewell to Erika and gave me a wink before putting on her sunglasses and driving off.

“That woman is strange,” Erika said. “Should probably find herself a man.”

“I agree,” I said, and changed the subject to school as we drove home.

We got back to the house and began preparing dinner, and I asked her about her work.

“You opened a boutique? News to me,” I remarked, popping the cork on a bottle of wine.

“Oh, that, yea, I needed something new to keep me occupied. I’ve been making the purchases myself and it’s going really well. Might even open another location in Palm Beach.”

“That’s great,” I said, patting the steaks dry. “Everything you touch seems to turn to gold.”

“Not everything,” she said with a sour frown, then slipped off the bar stool and headed out back. “Call me when dinner’s ready. I’m going to enjoy the last of the sun.”

I frowned, wondering what she meant by that, then shook it off and turned my attention back to dinner. The rest of the cooking went smoothly except for the fact I kept getting distracted whenever I happened to glance up to see Erika lounging on a deck chair sipping her wine. The way she lay, with one knee up, toes pointed, and chest thrust forward, reminded for the thousandth time of her days as a car model.

“Dinner’s ready!” I called after I pulled the carrots out of the oven.

“It smells divine,” Erika said, coming in and pouring herself another glass of wine.

“It’s all thanks to this kitchen,” I said, banging one of the pans hanging over the oven. “You don’t know how much I missed it in my tiny dorm room with just a single hot plate to cook on.”

“Is that all you missed?” Erika purred, leaning forward on the bar, before hiccupping and laughing. “Wow! This wine went straight to my head! Let’s get some food in me quick before I do something naughty.”

Despite her words, Erika tossed back the rest of her newly-refilled glass and poured us both two fresh ones, flashing me a wink as she tottered over to the table. The meal turned out really well except for the carrots, which were a touch dried out. I made a mental note to baste them more the next time I tried butter roasting them.

“This is the type of evening I’ve been missing,” Erika said as she pushed her plate away. “Good food, good company…I wish we could have done something like this sooner.”

“That’s my fault,” I said, feeling a wave of guilt. “I was pretty immature last summer…I’m sorry for everything I said.”

“Forget about it,” Erika said, smiling blearily if a touch sadly and almost stumbling as she tried to stand up. “Whoopsie-daisy!”

I moved quickly and caught her before she tipped over, grabbing her around the waist with one arm and holding her under the shoulder with the other.

“Mhmm, my big strong hero,” my stepmom purred, gazing up at me with her hazel eyes.

I could never quite tell if her eyes were green or brown, but right at that moment they were the palest shade of green as she leaned against me.

“Let’s get you to bed,” I said, tottering over to the stairs.

“Spoil sport,” Erika slurred, twisting in my arms. “I do feel…hic…a bit spinny, though. Ohhhhh, you’re going to have so much fun with Julia…mhmm, that was always…hic…my fantasy, you know.”

“What was?” I asked, but Erika wasn’t paying attention to me and her words had become no more than mumbles as I walked her down to her room.

Laying her gently in her bed, I pulled the blankets over her and let her nod off into a woozy slumber. She wasn’t drunk enough to be sick, but I left her a big glass of water and a bottle of painkillers. I went downstairs and cleaned up, then pulled out two large heavy pots and got to work with the bones and vegetable trimmings to start a couple of stocks.

The work soothed me and took my thoughts away from the troubles of life. I’d done fine in school, despite what Erika had said. Dad didn’t care what my grades were, only that I graduated with a degree in a respectable field.

When I finally turned off the lights there were two stocks going on the stove, nothing but the barest hint of bubbles breaking their surface, ensuring they would come out clean and clear. There were also two balls of freshly-made pie crust in the freezer. I normally suck at baking, but once I’d seen all the butter in the freezer I couldn’t help myself. There would be a hundred uses for the crust and I was already thinking of a dozen of them as I rolled over in the blankets, eager to show off my skills and ideas to Julia the next day.












Chapter 4











T
 he line at the bank was blessedly short, but the dry cleaners were backed up when I tried to drop off my suit to get it freshened up for my visit to Julia’s. Fortunately I wasn’t in a rush and took the chance to read through a bunch of recipes on my phone as I waited in line.

“Evan, what’s up man, you back from school too?”

Turning, I saw one of the guys from my old high school water polo team.

“What’s up, Ty? Yea, just got back yesterday, you?”

“Last week, early finals. Didn’t you go to that tech school?”

“Yea,” I said, nodding. “You find a summer job? Know of anywhere in town hiring?”

My gig with Julia was great, but I couldn’t count on it being anything more than a one-time thing.

“I’m shagging balls at the club, it’s pretty sweet. They’re not hiring though.”

“Oh, well. See you later, man.” I’d never really liked Ty, anyway.

“Aren’t you going to ask me about school?”

“What about it?” I asked, at a loss for why he seemed to be getting upset.

“I’m at Northwestern, in Alpha-Gamma frat. It’s legendary, man.”

“Northwestern…is that in Seattle or something?”

“45?” A woman called from inside the store, and I double checked my number. Bingo.

“Sorry man,” I said, wincing at the outrage on his face and taking my chance to escape. “They’re calling my number.”

I left Ty standing there, staring after me with an offended expression. He seemed to care a great deal about his school, but the last thing in the world I wanted was to stand around and listen to a blow-hard brag about his school experience. Ty is one of those guys obsessed with status to the exclusion of all else. Not my jam.

I finished up my errands in town and then picked up my clean suit and went home to get ready. After showering, I pulled on the slacks and was combing my hair when Erika stopped by the bathroom and handed me one of her hair products.

“Use this and comb your hair back, you always look so handsome when it’s slicked back.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I don’t know why I’m getting so nervous.”

“Just relax, you’ll be perfect tonight, I know it.”

She threw me a wink before turning and walking back down to her room. I caught a brief look of envy – or was it annoyance? – on her face before she disappeared into her room for the night, and she didn’t respond ten minutes later when I knocked to say I was leaving. I figured she must be tired and was sleeping as the door was locked, with all the lights off. Still, I was a little disappointed. I’d wanted her to see me all dressed up.

Climbing into my Camry, I realized it was probably silly to drive just two blocks, but Julia lived at the top of a hill and I wasn’t looking forward to climbing the steep half mile slope in leather shoes. So instead, I stopped outside the high steel gates of her curving driveway and waited to be buzzed in.

There was a fleet of expensive cars sitting outside the garage and I took a couple of moments to retrieve a bouquet of flowers from the back seat. Approaching the front door I felt nervous for some inexplicable reason, my stomach in knots, and for a long second contemplated the idea of just turning around and heading home.

Pushing down the anxiety, I knocked and waited.

“One second!” I heard Julia call from inside, then the clip-clop of heels as she hurried through the house. When the door swung inwards, the woman beamed at me, her smile stretching even wider when I held out the bouquet of white tulips. “You didn’t have to get me flowers, but mhmm, they smell so sweet and lovely, thank you.”

“You look…” my voice trailed off for a second as I struggled to find the words. She wore a short black dress that showed off her long, tanned legs and sky-high black heels. The front of the dress was low cut, barely containing her massive, firm breasts. Large nipples pressed against the fabric, and I swallowed hard when I noticed how little her breasts moved even though she was clearly braless.

Her blonde hair had been teased and combed until it glistened, sweeping up and down her shoulders in a big blowout that highlighted her perfectly painted features. Her thick, plump lips were red as rubies and her eyes the palest blue. She stood there, twisting her hips slightly with one eyebrow raised expectantly as I looked her up and down.

“You look absolutely gorgeous, Julia.”

“Thank you, Evan,” she purred, hooking her arm in mine and drawing me inside. “It’s always nice to hear a handsome man say that he finds you attractive.”

The house was massive and richly appointed and looked like a cleaning crew had just come through because everything was immaculate. I noticed her long painted nails and wondered how she was going to cook with them.

It was as if she read my mind. “I figured I’ll just cater the dinner party,” she winked. “It’s easier that way. But since I have you all night, I thought, why not have Evan cook me dinner? I’ve always liked having a man wait on me hand and foot.”

“You don’t have to pay me to do that,” I said, picking through some interesting pantry items on the counter. “This is one of my favorite things to do.”

“You will be paid for your…companionship,” Julia said, stepping over to the bar and making herself a cocktail, “and I always get everything I pay for. Now, what are you going to cook for me?”

She sat down on one of the stools at the large island in the center of the kitchen and took a sip of her martini with one eyebrow raised. Throwing her a wink, I popped off my coat and hung it from the back of a chair and rolled up my sleeves.

“You just sit there and look pretty while I decide,” I said, opening up her fridge. Ordinarily I mightn’t have spoken with such boldness but we were in the kitchen and this was my wheelhouse.

“I like the sound of that,” Julia said, then picking up her phone she started some music.

“Have you been down to the new restaurant down on the beach?” I asked, pulling a shallot out of the fridge and some cheese.

“Not yet,” Julia said. As I cooked, I kept her chatting about restaurants and clubs downtown.

The conversation flowed easily, and I found myself getting to know my mom’s friend in a new way. Julia had grown up on a farm in the Midwest. She’d been a star athlete, earning herself a scholarship to play volleyball for a major school. That’s where she’d met her former husband, a pro basketball player.

As she drank martinis I threw out the occasional question, but for the most part I let her talk, sensing it had been a long time since she’d been able to open up like this to a man. Julia complained about her terrible marriage, his constant cheating and their fights. About the other team wives and the falling out she’d had with them when she’d finally asked for a divorce. Then she said if it hadn’t been for my mom and her group of friends taking her in, she’d have had no one.

“She really is an angel, that stepmom of yours.”

“I know,” I said, brushing Dijon mustard onto a beautiful rack of lamb that I found in the meat compartment.

“You know she’s been heartsick this whole year thinking you hated her,” she said. “She figured once you found out about the arrangement, you’d never come home again.”

“What arrangement?” I turned and asked, my hands covered in seasoned breadcrumbs.

“Oh no,” Julia said, in mock sadness, her eyes twinkling, “did you not know about that? And here I was sworn to secrecy unless you managed to find out on your own…”

“Tell me,” I said, matching her playful smile but burning with curiosity to know.

“Ok, but you’ll owe me bigtime,” she said, winking mischievously, “and you can’t tell Erika I said anything. She’d kill me! Well, the truth is she and your dad never married for love. He was under investigation by the Securities and Exchange Commission for some deal he made acquiring a telecom company.”

“The big piece of AT&T, I remember when he did that.”

“Right, well something was wrong with the deal, insider trading is Erika’s guess, and your dad needed someone to provide an alibi for a few blank spots on his calendar. Erika agreed to be his beard, they got married, and she got access to a large distribution network for her fledgling car business. Meanwhile your dad got someone he could pawn you off onto for a few years while they kept up the charade.”

“That’s insane,” I said, “but it totally sounds like something Dad would do.”

“Apparently they never even slept in the same bed. He tried a few times, but he disgusted Erika. Once he was in the clear, she filed for a divorce and opened that boutique. I think she’s trying to start fresh, in a way.”

“Good for her,” I said, folding a strip of tinfoil over the ribs and sliding the pan into the oven, “and thank you for telling me. I knew they were always cold to one another, but I just thought…”

“That Erika was a gold digger? No, I think in truth she felt bad for you be stuck with only him to look out for you.”

Julia got off her stool and stepped around the island, her heels clicking on the marble floor and her pale blue eyes locking onto mine.

“I never realized it before, but you love her, don’t you?” Her voice was gentle as she stepped close, and I retreated until my ass bumped up against the counter.

“Of course I do,” I said. “I know it might have been a sham, but she was still there—”

“Not like that,” she said, cutting me off as she stepped right up until her large firm breasts pressed into my chest, “I mean you really love her. I see it in your face when you speak about her. Don’t worry,” she said when I opened my mouth to object. “I can keep a secret, and you could do worse. How long before the meat’s cooked?”

“Huh…umm, fourteen minutes.”

“That should be plenty of time,” Julia breathed, and I jumped when I felt her hand slide up my inner thigh.












Chapter 5











“T
 ime for what?” I asked, my voice coming out in an oddly high pitch.

Everything was happening so fast. Julia’s perfume was making my thoughts fuzzy and the feel of her warm body pressed against me was too much. Her hand on my leg made me panicky and ready to bolt. Not because I didn’t want her, I did, powerfully. But I had never experienced anything like this before.

“Time for me to suck off this young cock,” Julia whispered, eyes brightening as I stiffened.

It took me a second to realize that the strangled sound I heard was coming from my own throat. She dropped down, knees pressed together tight as she balanced precariously on her toes in a squat.

“What…what are you doing?” I managed to get out. My hands were weak as they reached down and gripped hers, stopping them from fumbling with my belt.

“Treating myself to an appetizer before the meal, of course.” Her look grew direct as she stared up at me through impossibly long lashes. “Evan, tell me you don’t want this and I’ll stop. We can eat a nice meal and I’ll send you on your way home. Or you can stay silent…”

I licked my lips but said nothing. Julia’s mouth turned up in a hungry smile and she winked at me. Her hand gripped mine and that small contact, so human and soft, started melting my anxiety.

“Be a love and pass me a dish towel,” she said as her fingers flicked the leather of my belt free. I passed it to her in a daze. Folding it neatly on the floor, she dropped her knees onto the soft cloth and leaning forward ran her hands up my thighs, purring in the back of her throat as her firm breasts pressed up against my legs.

Her grin widened when I shivered in pleasure, my eyes taking in the delightful sight of her curves, the roundness of her ass pushing out behind her as she bent down and flicked open my fly. I was in shock, standing in the middle of her massive kitchen, pressed against the counter, with the incredible sight of Julia kneeling before me.

“I’ve been dreaming of this for a loooong time,” she whispered, hooking her fingers in the waistband of my pants and underwear and with one quick motion whisking them down. “Ohhhh my god!”

Her words made me flinch, but then I saw the look on the gorgeous older woman’s face was one of delight and surprise instead of what I’d feared. My cock hung down like a thick trunk, not fully hard, but not soft either. She’d awoken too much excitement in me for that.

“Oh baby, I had no idea…” Her pale blue eyes locked onto mine and I saw them crinkle into a warm, appreciative smile as she pursed her plump lips and pressed them to the head, planting a soft kiss on the sensitive flesh.

“Jesus,” I growled, shocked and awed but also loving what was happening. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

Her eyes brightened at the compliment and she moaned in pleasure, her lips engulfing the head and her pink tongue sliding up to tease the underside.

“You think I’m beautiful?” She asked softly, her puffed up lips dancing around the tip of my cock.

“I think you’re gorgeous,” I breathed. “Everything about you turns me on. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve fantasized about this.”

“This?”

I swallowed, feeling my cheeks redden but pushing through the embarrassment because I saw how much it meant to her to be desired and wanted.

“Every time you’d come over, I’d steal glances at your body, even sneak pictures of your gorgeous lips and face.” Speaking grew easier the more I went on, and when I mentioned stealing photos, Julia gasped in pleasure and pressed her lips to the tip of my cock, sucking me into her hot mouth. “Oh god…mhmm, I would dream of you sucking my dick…just like this…your hair and makeup so perfect…Oh fuck
 !”

Julia’s moans of pleasure turned into a strangled cry as she tried to fit my cock all the way down her throat but had to stop only halfway down. I couldn’t speak as she sucked hard, slowly working her mouth back up my cock, tongue teasing the underside.

Then she brought up her hands and slipped her fingers around my dick, drawing her saliva down to coat the shaft. Gripping the base with one hand, her fingers grew tight, and the other hand worked the part of my cock that didn’t fit into her mouth. I could only gasp in pleasure and grip the counter to keep from falling as my knees weakened, the pleasure sweeping through my body almost too much.

“Mhmhhmm cccuummhhhpppp fffferrrr mmmughgh mmmmm!”

Julia’s pale blue eyes locked onto mine, her garbled words caused my balls to tighten, and the pleasure crested within me. I felt my cock throb and the world turned into white mist as the biggest orgasm of my life swept through me. A moaning, slurping sound drew my gaze down to Julia, as the wicked woman licked and sucked the last of my cum from my slowly deflating cock, draining me.

Panting, I could only watch in awe as she planted a gentle kiss on the tip then rose smoothly. Picking up the dishrag, she delicately wiped away the smeared lipstick, and flashed me a bright smile before smoothly walking over to make herself another martini.

“Beep! Beep! Beep!”

“Perfect timing.” I said, causing Julia to turn back with an incredulous look at my joke before we both burst out laughing, releasing the tension from the room.

“I like you,” she said, pouring straight gin into her glass and dropped in two olives. “We’re going to have a lot of fun tonight.”

“That was…Jesus,” I said, turning and grabbing a potholder to take out the lamb, “That was one of the greatest things that’s ever happened to me, is what that was.”

“Truly?” Julia asked, her voice sounding touched.

“Truly,” I said, nodding, then turned back and met her eyes. “Thank you. That seems like too small a word.”

“Oh, Evan,” she said, setting down her glass and coming over to me.

Pulling the potholders from my hands, she drew me into a warm hug and I felt the last of my anxiety and awkwardness fade as she held me close for long seconds.

“This boyish innocence is nice,” she whispered warmly in my ear, “but I don’t think that’s who you really are, Evan. Tonight I’m going to teach you everything I know about what women want. And if you’re a good student…then as a reward you can have all of me…take anything you want.”

She finished in a whisper, teeth nipping my earlobe before pulling back, fingers lacing with mine and drawing me into her.

“The food,” I said, knowing how lame it sounded.

“It will be there later,” she winked, “unless you don’t want this meal…?”

She dropped her hand from mine and set them on her hips, cocking one knee forward and raising an eyebrow. The pose was unnecessary. No lamb dish was going to keep me from tasting the treats she was offering. She saw the truth in my eyes and flashed a wide grin, giggling when I darted forward. Grabbing my hand, she ran with tiny little steps, heels clicking as she pulled me into a downstairs bedroom.

I stepped into the room and looked around. The lights were dimmed, and the walls covered in mirrors. A king-size bed covered in fresh linens was against the back wall. There were fresh flowers filling the room with a sweet fragrance and a box of condoms sitting on the bedside table.

“Can’t blame a girl for being prepared,” Julia said with a grin when I looked around at the obviously staged room. “Sit on the bed. I have a treat for you. Oh, and before I forget,” she held up an envelope with a thick stack of hundreds fanned out along the opening, “this is for your time.”

“Oh, you don’t need to—”

“I insist,” she said, setting the envelope down and stepping into a small closet that doubled as a changing room. “You need it, and this way I don’t feel any guilt. Besides, Stella won’t sleep with ‘Erika’s son’, but she sure as hell will fuck an ‘escort’. And that woman needs to get fucked...by you. I’m sorry,” she said peeking around the door and looking at me, “does that make you uncomfortable?”

“No, I just… No. It doesn’t.” I shook my head, my brain reorienting on the fly as things fell into place.

Many things suddenly made sense and I realized how much of an idiot I was. Instead of feeling used or abused in any way, I felt a thrill of excitement when I glanced over at the envelope of cash.


So, the job isn’t cooking
 …I thought to myself. Well, that was okay—


Wait, did she mention Stella?













Chapter 6











I
 mages of my mom’s busty redhead friend were flying through my mind as I giddily contemplated the notion that I might get to spend an evening like this with her as well. Julia broke me out of my reverie when she pushed open the closet door and I saw the lingerie she was wearing, and blood began rushing in my ears so fast I couldn’t think of anything else but how impossibly sexy she looked.

Julia was wearing a set of sheer, white stockings and garter belt with a tiny pair of white panties beneath. The thong was so small it barely covered her sex. My eyes rose up to take in the sight of her large, perfectly round breasts encased in a lacy bra, the edge of which just barely covered her large dark areolas.

She looked like she’d come straight out of a Brazzers video, and I felt my pants grow uncomfortably tight as I ran my gaze up and down her body. Julia noticed me adjusting myself and her smile stretched even wider.

“It’s nice to see a man respond to this tired old body,” she purred, walking slowly across the room to me, her every step causing things to bounce delightfully.

“Your body’s perfect,” I breathed.

“The first thing you should know about women, Evan, is we love compliments. But the thing we love even more than compliments is a man who knows what he wants and takes it…especially when what he wants…is us.”

I swallowed hard when she stopped right in front of me. She was so close I could feel the heat radiating from her. Her eyes held anticipation and an expectant smile grew on her lips as I reached out tentatively. The feel of her hot flesh under my cool fingers made this all suddenly very, very real, and I swallowed even harder as I ran gentle fingertips up the sweep of one hip and across the softness of her smooth stomach.

“That tickles,” Julia said with a giggle.

The sound was so delightfully girlish it awoke a hunger in me, and I threw caution to the wind. Rising smoothly, I slipped my hand down to the small of her back, feeling the tiny hairs there standing up as I pulled her against me.

Julia gasped, and we both stayed there for a long moment, lips mere inches apart as we gazed into one another’s eyes. I was surprised to see a raw vulnerability in her eyes, but as my hard on throbbed, pressing into her belly, I saw any fear she might have had fade, and then I was kissing her.

We stood there for several minutes, just making out, caressing one another’s bodies. My fingers couldn’t stop playing along her smooth skin, cupping and caressing her gorgeous ass. She growled into our kiss, her tongue pushing into my mouth as we tumbled back onto the bed.

I felt like a horny teenager burning with pent-up need and had to force myself to slow down before I ripped the panties off her and took her right then and there. Julia wanted it now, her hands fumbling with my slacks and popping free the buttons of my dress shirt with almost manic need, but I had other plans for her.

Pressing her back onto the mattress, I kissed my way down her neck and chest, taking time to appreciate the fullness of Julia’s boobs. She bit her bottom lip as I unhooked the clasp of her bra, watching my face carefully as I stared in awe at their perfection. I’d never felt fake tits before and was pleasantly surprised at how perfectly soft and real they felt.

“Goddamn, you’re fucking sexy,” I growled, latching on to one nipple and sucking hard as I slipped my hand between her legs, teasing her wet sex outside her damp panties.

“Mhmmm, that feels good,” Julia purred, then she sighed out in pleasure, her fingers twisting in my hair as I kissed my way down her smooth belly.

Slipping her panties off, I kissed my way back up her inner thighs until I could press a gentle kiss upon her bald sex. The skin was waxed smooth and tasted of her, as I dipped my tongue in and ran it up her inner lips.

“Slower,” Julia whispered, “yesssss like that, mhmmm, oh Evan, if you keep that up…right there…yes…yes…!”

Swiping the tip of my tongue up and down the hard little nubbin of flesh, I felt Julia trembling beneath me. Keeping the pressure and pace steady was difficult when she was shaking so hard, and even more so when I slipped a finger inside her and rubbed the rough patch of flesh just on the other side of her clit. That set her off and she came with a shuddering scream, her thighs clamping down on either side of my head for a long moment before she melted back down into the sheets.

“Oh, Evan,” Julia cooed, pulling me to her as I crawled up her body, “That’s exactly what I needed. Mhmm, roll over now. Momma wants to ride your big, hard dick.”

Pulling off my clothes quickly, I slipped under her and gripped her hips as she lined up the fat head of my cock against her glistening, hairless slit. I watched the woman’s face twist in pleasure, lips pursed and eyelids trembling as her wetness slipped around my cock. Her tightness shocked me, and I gasped even more when I felt strong muscles within her body, milking my cock.

“Mhm, you like that, hmmm?” Julia purred, less than half my cock filling her as she huffed and panted, taking more and more of me inside her each time she dropped her hips. “Jesus, Evan, you’re filling me…touching places…oh god…never been touched.”

When she was finally fully impaled on my cock, she drew in a deep breath, sweeping her shiny blonde hair back over one shoulder and looking down at me. The older woman rode my cock slowly, emitting little gasps of pleasure each time she took me to the hilt, fingers trembling as they played across her large breasts, pinching and pulling the nipples and caressing the firm flesh.

Finally, I could take no more of the sexy sight and slid my hands up the woman’s back. I had meant to draw her down for a kiss, but instead she thrust her chest into my face. Gripping the back of my head, the MILF cried out in pleasure as I thrust my cock into her with firm insistence, all the while drowning in a face full of breast flesh.

Lust carried us away and all thought of control or taking things slow for Julia’s benefit were gone. I couldn’t keep my hands off the woman’s tight ass, the sweep of her hips, or big firm breasts, and kept pounding up into her tightness with harder and faster thrusts. It was only as my orgasm drew close that I worried about cumming inside her pussy.

“I’m cumming,” I panted, and Julia's lips found mine, leaning into the kiss as I felt her body shudder above mine in yet another long, screaming orgasm.

“Please, oh baby, I want to feel it, fill me up… Yesss sooo hot!”

I don’t think I could have pulled out at that moment if I’d have wanted to. The hotness of hearing those words from my mom’s friend was too much as, with a bellow of pleasure, I felt my cock throb and release, and then the world turned white as bliss swept through my whole body. My rhythm gone, I could only cling to Julia as I shook in orgasm.

“Amazing,” the woman whispered into my ear. “You’re incredible.”

“No, you are,” I said with a little laugh. Julia twisted and kissed me soundly, her pussy clenching and flexing around my cock.

“Think you can go another round? I find myself unwilling to let you leave just yet.”

“Round two, three, four…I’ll take you all night long if you let me, woman.”

Julia laughed at my growl and rolled off me, my cock slipping free of her sex and springing up into the air.

“Let’s take a shower…my, my, my, I’d forgotten the benefits of youth…does this big, beautiful cock need to relieve itself before we bathe?”

I was about to say, ‘no, don’t worry about it,’ but I took a second look at the hungry need in Julia’s eyes. The woman wanted to be wanted.

“Why don’t we kill two birds with one stone?” I asked, standing and giving her butt a slap, sending her on her way to the bathroom.

We took a long shower together, spending most of our time touching and caressing each other’s bodies with soapy hands. Julia insisted on drinking another load of my cum before we got out of the shower. I obliged her, but the sight of her firm ass swaying as she stepped out of the stall put steel in my dick again and I took her as she was bent over the sink, watching her face reflected in the mirror as I thrust into her, causing those large tits to bounce and sway.

Twice more we made love, once in the middle of the night when I woke to find the woman’s tight ass rubbing up and down my hard-on in her sleep. She cried out in pleasure when she woke and I was inside her, her pleasant dreams becoming an even more pleasant reality. Then in the early morning hours when we both woke and began kissing and caressing one another, I slipped between the woman’s legs and took her with slow and deliberate thrusts as we stared into one another’s eyes.

When dawn came, it found Julia kissing me in the doorway, a silk robe pulled tight around her incredible body as she touched the envelope in my jacket pocket. I’d tried to leave it behind, but she was having none of it.

“You earned every penny of this. Now go home and get some rest. You’re going to need it. Tomorrow night you’re going on a ‘date’ with Stella.”

“I am?” I asked, raising one eyebrow incredulously. “I thought that was a joke.”

“Oh no, big boy,” Julia purred, one hand cupping my sore cock through my slacks. “The girls would never forgive me if I kept this gorgeous meat all to myself. If I don’t miss my guess, you’ll be busy this summer.”

“I’m not…complaining,” I said.

As I drove home, I contemplated everything that had happened. Perhaps I should have felt guilty, but I couldn’t find it in me. In fact, I felt better about myself than I had in a long time. Not only had it been one of the best nights of my life, but I knew Julia had had an amazing time as well. The more I thought about it, the more I felt damned proud of myself.

As I drove the couple of blocks home, I promised myself that I would make the most of this summer while tossing shame and judgement out the window.












Chapter 7











I
 arrived home an hour after sunrise and was surprised to see all the lights on downstairs. Erika would normally still be sleeping or out for a jog at this time, but this morning she was sitting in the kitchen, working on her laptop and sipping a cup of coffee.

My cheeks heated and a wave of embarrassment nearly made me slink around the side of the house and sneak up to my room, but there was no point. Erika turned her head when I parked the Camry and waved at me through the living room windows, so I grabbed the box of items I’d brought over to Julia’s and schlepped them inside.

“So, the hero returns,” Erika announced grandly, standing to get me a cup of coffee. “How was it?”

There were spots of color in my stepmom’s cheeks, but her eyes were bright as she asked me. I didn’t sense any anger or judgement from her and thanked god she clearly didn’t suspect what last night had really been about.

“Everything went great,” I said, setting down the box on the counter and taking the cup of coffee gratefully.

Erika raised an eyebrow when I failed to elaborate, but she didn’t press the point. Instead, she reached out and flicked the jacket of my suit appraisingly.

“It’s about time we upgraded your wardrobe. I’m heading into the boutique this morning. If you’re not too tired, you should come along. I’ve got a few pieces from last year that should fit you nicely.”

“Let me take a shower,” I said. “When are you leaving?”

“No later than nine,” Erika said, returning to the kitchen table and her computer.

As she sat down again, she pulled the silk robe tighter about herself, the thin material molding itself to her body beneath. I could only stand there for long seconds and stare at the outline of her large, soft nipples standing out from the perfect curved slopes of her massive breasts. Erika glanced over at me, raising an eyebrow as she smiled mischievously.

“Did you need something else, Evan?”

“Umm…no,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat and quickly turning to go.

Unable to meet her eyes, I rushed upstairs to shower and change. As I stood beneath the hot waters, memories of the night before flashed through my mind’s eye. Julia had been gorgeous and wild, living up to my boyhood fantasies and then some.

As the raunchy images flashed through my mind, I reached down and eased the tension in my manhood, imagining I was riding the gorgeous MILF’s tight pussy. As I coated the shower tiles in a massive load of cum, I resolved to spend another evening with Julia in the near future if I could swing it.

When I stepped out of the shower, I was surprised to find a text message from her on my phone. I unlocked it and read the message as I was toweling off, my cock thickening again when I saw what she wrote.


Julia:
 Last night was the best night I’ve had in years. Decades! You were amazing, lover ;) The reason I’m texting: I had a call just now from Stella and she needs a ‘companion’ to join her for a charity event this evening. I took the liberty of offering her your ‘services’. Let me know if you’re free. And FYI, BE FREE ;)

I reread the text several times and felt a flutter in my stomach. I hadn’t taken the throwaway comment she’d made the night before seriously, but the prospect of actually spending an evening with the gorgeous redhead was too good to pass up.


Me:
 I would love to go, what time?

A message popped up under the text a second later saying she’d read it and Julia responded immediately.


Julia:
 Perfect! I’ll find out the details from Stella and let you know in a couple hours. I’m so excited!!!


Me:
 Me too.


Julia:
 You better be, big boy ;)

She’d ended her message with the eggplant emoji.

Laughing, I headed to my room to change. Erika was still getting ready when I got downstairs so I logged in to her laptop and began looking up recipes. An old pastime. An ad popped up on a website for a local car dealership. Normally my eyes fly right over banner ads without noticing them, but this time they paused on the image of a red convertible.

I’ve never been into cars, but something about that one caught my interest, and I clicked the link. It took me to the home page of Rosco’s Used Autos, a local dealership with an archaic website. The dealership was tiny, and located away from the main used car lot strip, tucked back near a creek.

The car was a ’56 Mustang with the top chopped off. It looked like the roof wasn’t mechanized and had to be put up by hand, which lowered the price. Someone had done some after-market work to the body, changing it to look more like a Shelby than anything else.

I don’t know what it was about that car. Perhaps it was the lines of its form, or maybe the cherry red color and solid black rims and wheels with the matching black interior. I fell in love with it immediately, but the price was beyond anything I could afford.

“Ohh, that’s a beauty,” Erika said from behind me, leaning over to see what I was staring at so intently. “Thinking of buying a new car?”

“I wish. I couldn’t afford this and there’s no way my dad would give me the money.”

“Well, now, hang on. The site says they accept trade-ins and the Camry’s in your name.” Erika leaned down and set her fingers beside mine on the track pad, her perfume filling my head as I forced my eyes not to glance down the front of her blouse to see the shadowy cleft between her massive cleavage. “He offers financing to students, too, if their credit is good. Why don’t we stop by and see? Can’t hurt.”

“Ok,” I said, feeling like a kid on Christmas morning as I grinned up into her gorgeous eyes but then I glanced at the price again and forced myself to be realistic. “I still won’t be able to afford it. There’s no way.”

“You’ll be earning money this summer,” Erika said coaxingly, her bright eyes holding mine, her heat so close it raised the hairs on the backs of my neck and set my heart to thudding. “Maybe you’ll be able to afford it…who knows?”

Before I could open my mouth to respond, Erika stood and snapped shut the computer with finality.

“Let’s go. I want to be at the store to see how the girls open.”

Grabbing her purse, she slipped on her sunglasses and we headed out. Erika wore a pair of loose champagne-colored parachute pants with a matching blouse. Completing the ensemble was a wide red belt that cinched around her narrow waist, highlighting her hourglass figure. With her dark hair brushed to a luxurious shine, and thick lips painted a deep shade of ruby, I didn’t think she’d ever looked better.

“You look amazing, Mom,” I said, as I took the keys and opened the passenger door for her.

“This old thing? I haven’t worn it in years. Worried it would be out of fashion.”

“I don’t know about fashion,” I said, again finding it difficult not to stare down the shadow of her cleavage when she slipped into the seat, “but you look gorgeous.”

“Thank you, dear,” Erika said.

As I opened the driver’s door, I saw a small secretive smile on my stepmom’s face that she wiped away the moment I climbed in. An alert from her phone drew her full lips down into a frown and she shook her head in annoyance.

“The dealership’s going to have to wait. I’m sorry, Evan. Sophia forgot her keys this morning and she’s the opener.”

“No problem,” I said, “I’ll go by later.”

“I really wanted to see the car with you, though,” Erika said with a sad little pout as I pulled out of the driveway. “Don’t worry, I’ll make it up to you. Maybe tonight we can go to El Roco downtown. They just got a second Michelin Star and I know they’re your favorite.”

“I’d love to,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat when Erika flashed a wide grin, “but I’m taking Stella to a charity function tonight.”

“Oh,” Erika said, blinking rapidly as her smile faltered and her cheeks heated. “I see.”

“I’d love to go another time,” I said, feeling the tension growing between us and hunting for anything to break it. “I’m sorry, it was very last minute.”

“Maybe tomorrow night then, if you’re not busy?” she asked, and I smiled in relief, nodding. “Good, I haven’t gotten to spend enough quality time with my handsome Hijo.”

After that we drove in silence. The couple of times I glanced over I saw a thoughtful look on her beautiful features but didn’t sense any judgement or anger from her. Erika couldn’t know what I’d done the night before, but the desire to tell her the truth burned in my guts the same as the cash burned in my pocket. Even so, the thought of telling my proud and beautiful stepmom I’d accepted money to be a man-whore, or a prostitute, whatever you wanted to call it, was too terrifying.


But was it really so wrong?
 I thought to myself. Didn’t Julia need the touch and companionship as much, if not more, than I did?


Perhaps the question should have troubled me, but I couldn’t get the image of Julia as I left from my mind. There had been a small beatific smile on her lips, her shoulders had been relaxed, her posture straight, and her head was held higher than I’d ever seen it before. I’d sensed the pain and loneliness in her the night before, and it was lessened now. That couldn’t be a bad thing, no matter what the law or anyone else might think.












Chapter 8











W
 ith those thoughts rolling around in my head, we pulled into the parking garage next to a shopping plaza. Erika pulled a few bags filled with pants, skirts and tops out of the back and handed me two to carry.

“I made a few purchases at the last Expo in Las Vegas. I think they’ll sell well in the store.”

“This is a pretty upscale shopping plaza,” I said, glancing around the clean and well-lit parking garage. “I don’t think I’ve ever been here before.”

“Really? There are some great little shops. Marco and Paulo have a shoe store that’s the best on the East Coast, and Enzio Fuchinelli’s latest collection is coming to his store here next week. I can’t tell you how excited I am for it!”

Her enthusiasm was infectious, and I found myself smiling as she described the designer’s groundbreaking collection. I didn’t understand half of what she talked about, but it made me happy to see her so excited and the light it brought to her eyes.

Erika is gorgeous and brilliant, and more than that she is usually the most charming woman in the room, and being subjected to the full force of those charms is intoxicating. I didn’t want the conversation to end, I was enjoying it so much, but she stopped talking immediately and her expression soured when she noticed the young platinum blonde woman standing outside the shop. The sign above read Amò in pale pink letters with an elegant baby blue swirl pattern around it.

“I didn’t realize you were coming in personally, Erika,” the young woman said, straightening up and wiping the bored expression off her face as she stashed her phone quickly. “I’m so sorry to trouble you.”

“No trouble at all, I was already coming in with my stepson. Evan, this is Sophia, she’s one of the senior sales associates.”

“Nice to meet you,” the girl said, eyeing me with interest as she held out her hand.

Her handshake was weak, the wrist limp, and I saw only calculation in her eyes as she offered me a practiced smile. I grew up surrounded by people trying to ingratiate themselves to me for one reason or another, either because of my wealth or because they thought my father could help them in some way. It grew real old real fast.

I’d learned long ago to keep such people at arm’s length but even so I felt a hint of sadness as I turned from the beautiful young woman, breaking off the flirty look she threw at me. She couldn’t have been more than a year or two older than me, but with her slender body and refined features, she looked like she’d just stepped off a runway.

“Let’s get these tagged and think about where we can display them,” Erika said, passing the bags she was carrying over to Sophia and getting out her keys. “I’m thinking we can put a table right up front with an ensemble put together to show them off.”

“These are gorgeous! Erika, this style hasn’t even been released yet. How did you get it?!”

“It’s all about making the right friends, dear,” Erika said, shouldering open the door and heading in as I walked around the front of her shop and checked out the window displays.

There were mannequins in the windows, but not the rail-thin ones I was used to. Instead these were of various shapes and sizes, some even plus size, thick through the hips and breasts. They were wearing outfits in a modern style; the colors were muted but the cuts and materials exquisite. I couldn’t say much about the trendiness of the clothing, but it all looked beautiful and high quality.

“Evan, bring those to the back room with me, I need to get tags put on them.”

The shop was long and narrow, with abstract art on the walls and the floor filled with racks and display tables. I followed Erika and Sophia to the back where their stockroom was, and a small office. Erika and the girl began laying out the items and talking about where they would be displayed while I poked around the office.

“Evan, why don’t you head down to Enzio’s and take a look around? It should be opening in a few minutes.”

“You want a coffee?” I asked. ‘I saw a kiosk out there.”

“That would be wonderful,” Erika beamed. “Could you get me an almond milk latte?”

“Sure.” I could see Sophia was clearly waiting for me to ask if she wanted anything, but the overt expectation on the beautiful young woman’s face offended me for some reason and I left without giving her a second look.

There was a nice old Cuban lady working the kiosk. I tipped her well after she made me two drinks and headed back to Amò. The lights were on and Erika was directing Sophia as she pushed a small round display table closer to the front. When I handed her the coffee, she threw me a sly wink and whispered behind her hand.

“I don’t know if you were ignoring Sophia on purpose, but that little trick earned you a date with her, if you want one.”

I blinked in surprise and Erika chortled into her drink. “She couldn’t stop asking about you once you’d left. Right there, Sophia,” she said, her voice at a normal level again. “Let’s see how they do there.”

“I think it looks great. What do you think, Evan?”

I felt like a bug under a spotlight as the beautiful young woman’s bright eyes focused on me, but the discomfort faded into annoyance almost immediately.

“Hmm,” I grunted vaguely, then stepped to the side and really looked around the space. “It’s summer, so no one’s going to be looking for pants. But if they were a bit deeper in, it might draw customers farther into the store.”

“That’s a good point,” Erika said, tapping her chin thoughtfully and looking around. “Let’s try that, Sophia. Move the table back about thirty feet and we’ll see how it does there. Thank you Evan, now why don’t you go do some shopping? I know hanging around here all day isn’t what you want to do.”

“True that,” I said with a little laugh.

Sophia huffed in frustration as she bent down to move the table and rolled her eyes up at me in a pouty, flirty way. Instead of sympathizing, I let my eyes run over her tiny firm ass as it stuck up in the air. Her top was so tight as it molded to the curve of her hip and waist that I could see the dimples at the base of her back. The last thing I noticed was a self-satisfied smirk finding its way onto her lips as the table rattled along the ground.


She noticed me checking her out without even looking my way;
 I thought to myself. How do women do that?


It felt as though I’d lost an edge, although in what battle who could say. Exiting the shop, I kept to the shaded walkways as I wound my way through the shopping plaza. Stores were beginning to open, and the sun was warming up, leaving the air thick with humidity.

I spotted Enzio’s, but another store caught my interest more. A specialty kitchen supply store was tucked beside a Bistro and I slipped in and soon lost myself staring and dreaming about all the knives and copper-bottomed pans I couldn’t afford.

“I thought I’d find you in here,” Erika said, stepping up behind me. “See anything you like?”

“I can’t afford anything in here,” I said. “But someday I’ll be able to, just planning what I want to buy whenever that day comes.”

“Come on, let’s get you something nice to wear for tonight, then pop in next door for breakfast. They’ve got the best Eggs Benedict in town. You’re going to love it.”

I couldn’t argue with that, nor with my stepmom’s taste in clothing. Enzio’s didn’t have price tags on the clothes, but I knew they must be crazy expensive from the rich materials and exquisite way they were cut. I thought Erika might pick out a shirt and pair of slacks, but in short order I had a veritable pile of shirts and pants in my arms as she threw things at me.

“I might have looked at what they had already,” she said with an impish grin, “in the hopes you’d let me dress you.”

“Why would you want to dress me?” I laughed.

“Are you kidding me? With those shoulders and your lean frame? Honey, I’ve wanted to dress you properly for years! I’m just happy you can tolerate your old stepmom enough to let me.”

“You’re hardly old,” I said, “And I suppose I can’t wear graphic tees and board shorts for the rest of my life.”

“No,” Erika said, her tone firm, “you cannot. Go try those on and let me know how they fit. I believe I sized you up properly.”

I couldn’t look at the gorgeous woman as I hurried off to the fitting rooms. I wasn’t sure about the mono-chromatic colors, especially the white shirts and black slacks, but most everything fit perfectly. A few of the pants were too tight in the crotch, the inseam reaching up far too high. It pressed my junk against my thigh, creating an obscene sight.

“Come out and show me how they fit,” my stepmom said from outside the changing room.

“Most fit good,” I said, undoing the tight button on the fly, “but some are a little tight.”

“In the waist? How can that be? Let me see.”

“Ahh…not in the waist,” I said, feeling my cheeks flame.

“Oh…” There was a pause of a few seconds before she spoke again in a voice that was thick with huskiness. “Let me see, just so I know what to look out for…next time.”

“Ok,” I said, heart hammering in my chest as I pulled open the flimsy door.

Erika was standing right outside, blocking off the rest of the changing area. She was so close that I could feel the heat of her body and smell the heady aroma of her perfume.












Chapter 9











“O
 h, my…that is…impressive.” My stepmom’s eyes flickered up to mine, and I saw spots of color blooming in her cheeks as she averted her gaze quickly. But then her eyes drifted right back to the bulge in my pants as she drew in a deep breath, the massive swell of her bosom rising, the shadow between her breasts deepening and drawing my own gaze.

I heard her breath catch and realized my dick was hardening but before I could draw the door closed Erika’s hand slapped on the thin wood, halting it in place and her eyes lifted to mine, trapping me with their pale beauty.

“You’re going out with Stella tonight?” Her tone was neutral, and her face didn’t betray any emotions.

“Yes,” I said, feeling my guts twisting in knots as her gaze bore into mine. I wanted to wiggle out of my commitment, say I would cancel, but Julia’s text this morning with its strong suggestion to ‘be free’ echoed in my head and I firmed my resolve as I shrugged dismissively.

“She didn’t have a date to some charity function and Julia thinks it would be good for her to go with someone.”

Erika didn’t respond for a long moment, her eyes holding mine, until she finally nodded, a small smirk finding its way onto her lips.

“Stella could certainly do with some…company. Well, make sure you get some rest tonight. My mom just texted that she’s coming into town, either tomorrow or the day after.”

“Esmerelda’s coming here?” I asked, unable to hide my nervousness.

“Don’t worry,” Erika said with a smirk as she turned to go. “You know what she thinks of your dad. She refuses to spend the night in his house, so she won’t be staying late.” Her eyes flickered down to my crotch again, and I saw her pupils dilate and the spots return to her cheeks. When she continued, her voice was a touch softer than it had been when speaking about my abuela. “I’ll get you another pair that fits better. Everything’s paid for already. Thanks for helping me out this morning.”

“That’s too much!” I objected.

“Hush,” she grinned as she stepped back, making sure the sales assistant who just walked in had an unobstructed view of the large lump down the inside of my thigh. “Don’t worry, you’ll be working it off this summer. Sophia said she could use some help around the store, so you’ll be busy.”

There was a mischievous glint in her eyes that made me a little uneasy, but I was too busy hauling the flimsy door closed to hide myself from the sales assistant who stood in place openly staring at me with her jaw hanging open.

The news that Esmerelda was coming was even more disconcerting than this encounter with Erika. It had been years since I’d seen the vivacious Latina beauty, but she stood out in my memory as clearly as if I’d talked to her the day before.

Esmerelda is one of the most impressive women I’ve ever known, who ruled her large family with an iron fist. She had never approved of Erika marrying my father, and the few times we’d met she’d been polite but cold to Dad and me. I wasn’t looking forward to her being around, even if it was just for a day.

What made matters especially troublesome was Erika had inherited her most eye-catching features directly from her mom. I’d never in my life seen a more stunningly beautiful older woman than Esmerelda. Between her dark hair with its white wings at her temples, high cheekbones, wide set mouth, and massive bosom that she kept strapped down and modestly covered, I’m ashamed to admit my grandmother featured in many of my teenage fantasies.

The salesgirl bagged up all my clothes, blushing furiously the entire time. Finally she relaxed enough to throw me a few flirty smiles, but I was too distracted to notice at the time, and the young woman wasn’t really my type anyway.

Erika was going to be busy for another couple hours at the store, so I got an Uber home. I was just getting ready to hop in the shower when I got a text message from Julia.


Julia:
 Remember everything I taught you and you’ll do wonderfully ;)


Me:
 Thank you! :) I’m nervous and excited.


Julia:
 Good. Stella hasn’t been on a date in over a decade, so make sure you show her a good time!

Stepping into the shower, I let my thoughts focus on my stepmom’s friend. Stella could be loud and outrageous when she was drinking but for the most part, she was a sweet-natured and conservative woman who sure didn’t deserve to have her husband run around on her with Japanese teenagers in Tokyo, if that story was to be believed. A homemaker, I knew she’d never experienced much of the world before getting married. I promised myself that this evening would be all about Stella, and I wouldn’t let myself get distracted by anyone else.

When I pulled out a pair of nice slacks and a white shirt from the bags, I noticed the envelope from the night before sitting on my desk. Stashing the cash in my desk drawer, I felt a giddy sense of euphoria at realizing what I was doing.

“Sex work is legitimate work,” I repeated to myself as I looked in the mirror, brushing my hair back, but I was unsure if I believed it or not.

There was still a hint of shame floating around my brain at what I’d done and what I was going to do again. My father’s voice whispered in the back of my mind that I was no better than street trash. Then I remembered the beatific grin on Julia’s face the night before and how relaxed and happy she’d been in the morning, and the chiding inner voice quieted to a dim murmur.

I still had two hours before I needed to arrive at Stella’s and I thought about taking a nap but dismissed that idea immediately, not wanting to be groggy or out of it for my date. Try as I might, I couldn’t get that Mustang out of my head and without even thinking I grabbed the envelope of cash and hopped in the Camry.

I plugged the address to the dealership into my phone and I was on my way less than a minute later, butterflies dancing in my guts. I found the place tucked back in a dense stand of trees at the edge of a residential neighborhood. Instead of a concrete lot like I’d been expecting, I found a small house with a large field behind it filled with old cars. I smiled. The archaic website suddenly made a lot of sense.

There was a wide assortment of vehicles, from old Alfa Romeos to Porsches, and even an old Model-T. I parked my Camry in the small spot out front, and the screen door kicked open when I stepped out. An older gentleman with a graying beard walked out onto the porch and spit a long stream of brown tobacco juice over the railing.

“Howdy there young fella, what can Rosco do ya for?”

“Hi,” I said, “I was wondering about a car I saw on your website…”

“That god-damned website,” he scowled. The man turned and spit another stream of tobacco juice as he grimaced. “Waste of time. I got no plans to sell my babies. Well, which one caught your eye?”

The man’s lips were still turned down in a frown, but there was a twinkle in his blue eyes.

“That’s too bad. I was really interested in the ’56 Mustang.”

“Erika’s a gorgeous girl,” the man said, nodding as he walked heavily down the porch, “She’s one of a kind.”

He must have seen the shock register on my face because he paused at the base of the porch and frowned at me suspiciously.

“The car’s name is Erika?” I hated the squeak in my voice when I asked, but the man just guffawed a hearty laugh.

“Come on, I’ll show her to you,” he said, still grinning. He stomped off and waved for me to follow. “You got a woman in your life named Erika, eh? I could tell from your expression. That’s the way of it with women and cars, the best ones speak to your soul. Why, the first girl I fell in love with was named Betsy and that right there,” he pointed at a heavy Buick, “is the first car I named after her. A powerful moment in any lad’s life.”

The man rambled on about women, cars and philosophy, and the more he spoke the more likeable he became. Eventually we stopped and I saw the red Mustang. It didn’t look as good as it had in the picture, covered in dust and with the top up, but the butterflies still swarmed in my guts when I saw it.

Rosco was watching my face carefully as I checked out the car. The cheerful look on his face turned speculative as he eyed me up and down.

“Those are some fine-looking threads you’re wearing, son. Might I ask what it is you do for a living?”

“I’m still in college,” I said, and then, because I hadn’t been able to speak with anyone about it, the words tumbled out unbidden. “But last night a woman paid me a thousand dollars to…spend the night with her.”

“You’re not serious,” Rosco said, his lips turning down in a suspicious frown.

“I am,” I said, nodding and pulling the envelope from my pocket and showing him the wad of cash inside. “Honestly, I couldn’t make something like this up.”

Rosco let out a long, low whistle as he looked from the cash up to me. His frown turned into a look of admiring disbelief.

“You’re serious…Ok, Rosco needs to hear this story!”












Chapter 10











T
 he man simply wouldn’t relent until I told him everything about my night before, even going so far as to press for the gory details. When I explained that I was taking Julia’s friend Stella out tonight, he whistled again and asked if I had photos of them. When I pulled up a photo on my phone showing the whole group, he grabbed my wrist and looked over them all.

“Which one’s Erika?” His grin was sly.

“That one,” I said, pointing to her, then feeling my guts turn cold, I admitted what I’d been trying not to think about. “She’s my stepmom, err, ex-stepmom.”

The man threw his head back and guffawed again, slapping me on the back so hard I nearly pitched forward onto my face. Then he stifled his laughter, wiping a tear from one eye before continuing.

“Sorry boy, I wasn’t laughing at you, just the situation. It’s not every day a man hears a story like this.” He held up his hands when I frowned. “Oh, I believe you, god’s truth I do, and that’s why I’m going to help you out. I’ll sell Erika to you, even let you make monthly payments, but in return you have to come tell old Rosco about your…dates. Let a man live vicariously through you before he kicks off.”

“You’re serious?” I said, not quite believing my luck.

“Sell me that Toyota and I’ll let you drive out with Erika today,” he said patting the Mustang’s fender and winking at me. “Let’s go into the house, I’ll draw up paperwork, and you can tell me your plans for tonight. What was her name again, Sarah?”

“Stella,” I said, glancing back at the Mustang as he led me back to his house, not believing what just happened.

“Even better,” Rosco said, slapping me on the back. “I knew a Stella once. Pretty little blonde with the fattest ass you ever did see. Make a man wish he was someone else when I see a rear that fine, know what I mean? Of course you don’t, not with that pretty face! Beauty is only skin deep, for those who have it, but for those who don’t it’s the end-all be-all. Let me put on the kettle, I’ll make us a cup of tea while I dig out the papers.”

The inside of his house was neat and surprisingly clean. I took a seat at the small kitchen table and he put on the kettle, then disappeared into the back of the house. He emerged a minute later with a stack of legal documents. For a man who said he didn’t sell cars, the paperwork had been professionally prepared.

As we sipped tea, we hammered out an agreement. When Rosco said the car was initially worth $35,000, I almost choked on my tea, scalding my mouth. But then he went through all the after-market modifications that had been made to it. To my thinking, replacing the original V8 with a supercharged V8 of modern design and mounting brackets should have increased the price instead of dropping it, but I wasn’t arguing with the strange man if he wanted to give me a deal.

When all was said and done, he said he’d sell me the car for $13k, which I knew was a steal, but even so it was out of my price range. But with the price of the Toyota subtracted from the total, I only owed the man $8k by the end of the summer. I figured I could manage that.

“You leave that envelope as a deposit and we’ll call it square,” Rosco held out his large rough hand, and I shook it. “Congratulations, you just bought yourself a car.”

“I can’t thank you enough—” I began, but Rosco cut me off.

“This isn’t a charity case, boy. I expect you to return and keep your side of the bargain, now.”

“I will, sir, of course,” I said, trembling with the desire to be behind the wheel.

Rosco offered me an understanding smile and, standing, pulled a set of keys out of a drawer and tossed them to me.

“Go on then with ya then, can’t keep that redhead waiting.”

Grinning, I was up and out of the house in seconds. Rosco stood on the porch spitting tobacco and watching as I climbed into the car and fired it up. The heavy throb of the engine caused my guts to vibrate and I gripped the wheel tightly, loving the feel of the black leather seats underneath me and the cold steel of the door against my arm.

“Get on the Parkway and open her up,” Rosco called as I pulled out of the spot. “She handles like a dream over 70.”

I waved in thanks, still not believing my luck as I pulled out of the dirt lot and onto the narrow residential streets. I took my time, getting a feel for the car’s handling and acceleration. Both were far more responsive than I was used to with the Camry. The Mustang leapt forward, the speedometer climbing to 60 in only a handful of seconds as trees and houses flew past. My heart was racing, and I felt alive and free as cars zipped past and the Mustang gained more and more speed.

Glancing down, I was shocked to see the speedometer sitting at 110mph. The car wasn’t shaking or rattling at all, in fact like Rosco had said it only seemed to handle better the faster I drove it, but I was worried about the tires exploding on me, so I backed off. Just in time, too, as at that very moment I flew past a patrol car parked behind a billboard.

I saw the cop’s head swivel as I went past, but he was too busy checking out the car to pay attention to his speed gun, and I was around a bend in the road and gone before his lights even flicked on. Taking the next exit, I turned into a residential neighborhood and headed for the shore, where Stella lived, thankful to have slipped away without getting a ticket.

As I rolled down the four-lane boulevard, wind pulling at my hair, I noticed heads turning to stare after me. When I rolled to a stop at a light, the guy in the car next to mine did a double take at the vehicle, then when he saw me behind the wheel his lips twisted in a frown of distaste. I would have been offended if his wife hadn’t given me a bright smile, her cheeks blushing as she waved with two fingers.

I could hear the pair arguing as I drove off, tires screeching, and left them quarreling in my rear-view mirror. My phone said I was only five minutes away from Stella’s and I pulled over at a roadside florist. I found a colorful bouquet that smelled like spring and had the girl wrap it in tissue paper.

Stella’s condo was situated in a gated community on the water. The places all looked like million-dollar homes and I figured she must have done well in her recent divorce. Parking in the narrow space outside of her two-story place, I knocked and felt the familiar butterflies swirl in my guts as I heard Stella call out.

“I’m coming, one second!”

A few seconds later the clip clop of heels announced her arrival, and the door flew open to reveal the beautiful redhead. Her hair was in dense curls that hung down over one shoulder, and she wore a tight green dress that did little to hide her rounded figure. I could even see the hint of a thin panty line where they cut into her wide, soft hips. But it was the woman’s massive breasts, even larger than Erika’s, that really caught my gaze, and I had to force my eyes up to meet her bright green ones.

“You look ravishing, Evan.” Her full lips curled into an almost predatory smile as she stood there, looking me up and down like a piece of meat. “Turn around, let me see that tush.”

I could feeling myself beginning to blush as she twirled her fingers in command, but did as she asked. I almost flinched when she let out a low whistle, then did so when I felt two fingers pinch my butt.

“Tight as a drum,” the woman cackled. “Oh, Julia was right. You’re going to be just what I need. Before I forget, this will be right here,” she patted a thick envelope of cash sitting on an end table in the foyer, “but I plan to make you work for every penny of it.”

There was an odd tightness around her eyes as she flirted with me, and I thought I caught a hint of nervousness in her expression when she thought I wasn’t looking, but I chose to ignore it.

“Your chariot awaits, my lady,” I said, offering her a slight bow and holding out my arm for her to slip hers over.

Stella grinned and did just that, pressing herself against my side and shivering as she ran a hand up my forearm. As she pulled the door closed behind her, I saw the place was mostly empty, and a small pile of boxes still sat near the stairs. Leading her to the car, I could feel the older woman trembling with nerves that she did her best to keep from her smiling face.












Chapter 11











O
 n impulse, I spun her into my arms beneath the large fronds shading her walkway and slipped an arm around her waist. Stella’s breath caught and eyes widened in shock as I drew her close to me. One brief moment of stiff hesitation quickly disappeared as the woman melted against me and threw herself into the kiss, her arms circling my neck and pulling me down, her tongue snaking into my mouth hungrily.

I was shocked to discover how bad and inexperienced a kisser she was. Her lips were too stiff and her tongue too wet, but she moaned in passion and her hands clung to my back as I held her close. We stood there for long moments making out, and as we did, I did my best to guide her in the delicate art of kissing. My tongue teased hers gently and my lips were soft as pillows, not too wet or dry.

“Jesus, you’re an amazing kisser,” the redhead moaned as I pulled back and ran a thumb down her cheek.

“I’m glad you think so,” I whispered in her ear, feeling a shiver run down her back as she thrust her chest against me, two hard points from her large nipples digging into my flat stomach, “But this is just a taste of what’s coming.”

“Oh…god.”

“Let’s go,” I said with a wink.

“Do we have to?” Stella asked breathlessly as she pushed her hair back and tried to fix her makeup.

“I can’t let a woman who looks this gorgeous stay inside all night,” I said, letting my eyes roam over her curvy form in the tight dress. “Let’s go make some people jealous.”

Stella grinned up at me and practically skipped to the car, flashing me an even brighter smile when she saw it.

“This is beautiful!” I opened the door for her, and she got in, running her hands over the black leather seats. “Mhmm, are we riding with the top down?”

“Unless you have an objection,” I said, eyeing her carefully-done curls, but Stella shook her head firmly.

“Not at all. This reminds me of high school,” she said, as I slipped behind the steering wheel and started the engine.

When the low growl sounded and the seat began to vibrate, the older woman turned her pale green eyes to me and smiled, as her coppery curls caught the last of the sun’s rays. She had flaws, of course, for no woman is perfect, but I didn’t let myself see any of them as she stared at me, allowing me to drink in her beauty.

I saw the subtle tension around her eyes fade as she watched me staring at her, and spots of color bloomed in her cheeks. Reaching out a hand, she gripped mine where it sat on the shifting knob and threw me a wink.

“Is she fast?”

“Let’s find out,” I said, winking back and dropping it into gear.

The event was in the Marina, just a short drive from Stella’s condo, but I was in no rush and Stella was practically vibrating in her seat in anticipation. When I threw open the throttle at the corner and spun the wheels out, sweeping the rear end out as I cut the turn tight, the woman threw her hands up in the air in delight and shook out her hair as the wind picked up.

“This is so much fun!” She beamed as she grinned over at me, and I couldn’t help thinking that she had never looked better.

Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes bright as the wind whipped the thick red curls behind her. Her green dress ruffled around her creamy thighs, but she didn’t seem to mind that her pale pink panties were flashing me. In fact, her knees spread slightly as my gaze dropped down and I felt her hand slip onto my thigh, fingers digging into the muscle.

“This is amazing, thank you. It’s like the perfect date I never had.”

“The night’s just starting,” I grinned, and laughed when I hit the gas pedal again and felt her nails dig into my inner thigh as the force pressed us back into the seat.

The freeway ran straight for a full mile and I wanted to see how fast I could get the Mustang up to on an open road. My heart started to hammer as I watched the speedometer climb over 115; the wind was so fast Stella’s dress was all the way up around her waist, but she really didn’t seem to mind.

“Fuck yes!”

She screamed it at the top of her lungs, eyes wide and face tight with a mixture of excitement and fear as she gripped my leg with one hand and the door with the other in a white-knuckled grip. I was sorry I couldn’t divert more of my attention from driving to check her out, but even though the car handled like a dream the slightest mistake at these speeds could wreck more than just our evening.

“Oh god that was fun. I feel like a kid again!”

Stella’s laugh was high and bright as it rang out and I couldn’t help the grin that stole across my face as I watched her hanging her head back like she didn’t have a care in the world. Slowing down to closer to the speed limit, I dropped down off the freeway and began winding my way back to the venue, keeping to the major streets and watching Stella enjoy being checked out by other drivers and men on the street.

“I feel like your mom, sorry, ex-mom.” She flashed me a grin of apology then continued. ‘I’ve never been the center of attention like this before. It’s an intoxicating feeling.”

“You look amazing,” I said, letting my eyes trail down her body and seeing spots bloom in her cheeks as she pressed down the skirt of her dress. “You’re a gorgeous woman Stella, I wish you could see yourself like I see you.”

“Stop it,” she protested, her cheeks a furious shade of red, “you’re making me blush. It’s one thing to hear that from one of the 80-year-olds at the club, but it’s something else entirely to hear it from such a handsome young man. You’re sweet, Evan, but you don’t need to lay it on so thick.”

“I’m not. I know you don’t believe me,” I said, pulling to a stop at a light a half block from the venue, “but you will.”

There was a line of couples standing outside a large white tent, waiting to get in. The women were all dressed in colorful, skimpy dresses like Stella’s, and the men were in casual dress wear. A small group turned to look when the deep throb of the Mustang’s engine stopped at the light.

My hand slipped from the shifter to Stella’s milky thigh, and my fingers gripped it tight. Our eyes met, I heard her breath catch, and the vein on her neck fluttered wildly as I bent down and drew her into my arms.

The butterflies spun in my stomach for a second, then settled as I met the sexy older woman’s thick red lips. I felt her body stiffen in shock and heard a low moan issue from the back of her throat, then she melted against me, pressing herself over the middle gap as she tried to climb onto me, suddenly voracious as her tongue invaded my mouth.

“HONK!”

Stella pulled back with a shocked gasp, pupils dilated and nipples swollen and hard against the front of her dress, and she glanced back nervously at the car behind us. The light was green, but I ignored it, unwilling to quit the passionate embrace just yet.

“Mhmmmm!” Stella didn’t struggle when I pulled her back into another embrace, her soft tongue sliding along mine as she thrust her chest against me.

When I finally broke the kiss, I heard a cheer and laughter from behind us and offered a wave over my head in return as Stella plopped back down into her seat, eyes a bit wild as she pushed her hair back into place. I could see wide grins on the faces of a few of the couples waiting outside the venue as I turned into the parking lot.

“That was…that was…oh my, I don’t think I’ve ever been kissed like that.”

“Neither have I,” I said, offering her a smile.

Stella blinked in surprise, “But you were with Julia last night! She the sexiest and most vivacious woman I know.”

“She’s gorgeous all right, and has a lot of special talents,” Stella let out a high-pitched giggle as I parked the car, “but that was, hands down, the best kiss I’ve ever had…and I want another before we go in.”

“Ok,” the beautiful redhead said in a small voice, her eyes bright with excitement as she turned in her seat and glanced around. “This is kind of like making out in a car before the high school dance.”

“There weren’t women as sexy as you at my school,” I said, slipping my hand around her waist and drawing her up against me as I turned in the seat.

Our lips met, and I felt her hand on my back, tentative, as if she was scared to touch me. But she seemed to relish in my hand on her hip and ass, groaning in pleasure and grinding herself against me when my fingers sank into her soft cheeks.












Chapter 12











S
 tella’s kisses were hungry, as if it had been years or even decades since she’d really let go like this. When her hand reached down and ran uncertain fingers over the hard outline of my cock, she gasped and pulled back, eyes wide and lips trembling as she glanced down.

“Evan…oh my god, baby…I’ve never felt anything so big and hard…can I…can I see it?”

“You’ll do more than see it,” I growled and let my hand fall down to spank the woman’s ass, making her jump and giggle, “but later. Right now, we have a party to go to.”

“Yes, sir,” Stella said, her pale cheeks blushing a deep shade of red as I stepped out of the driver’s side and came around to let her out.

Holding her hand in one of my own, I couldn’t stop myself from gazing down into her massive cleavage. I caught sight of skin so pale it looked like cream and had to resist reaching my hand down to cup and caress those luscious orbs.

Stella’s eyes were sparkling in delight as she draped her arm over mine. She had noticed where my gaze had fallen and spotted my cock throbbing even harder against the fine material of my slacks, and she stood straighter and with more confidence as we walked across the parking lot to the rapidly diminishing line.

The charity function was for a local children’s hospital, and they were handing out small photos of kids in hospital beds with smiles on their faces. The photos had small testimonials from the kids on the back, and I was reading mine over as we proceeded through the foyer to the ballroom.

“Stella?”

I felt Stella’s nails dig into my arm and her whole body tense up when she heard the man’s voice. Glancing up, I saw a tanned, distinguished-looking gentleman with thinning hair and a patchy beard. He wore a white coat over his clothes, as the other doctors were, but instead of a dress shirt to go with the slacks underneath, he had chosen a tight silk shirt that looked like it came straight out of Miami Vice.

Standing beside the man was a gorgeous young Asian woman in a skintight black dress. She was model thin, and judging from her large breasts and too-round eyes, she’d clearly had plenty of work done to her.

“Gary…I thought you weren’t going to be here tonight.” There was a tremor in Stella’s voice, and she gripped my arm even more tightly, as if searching for strength.

“The board wanted me to make an appearance.” The man’s lips turned down in a deep frown of disdain when his eyes fell on me. “Hanging out with rent boys now, I see.”

I’d seen him a couple of times before, but always from afar, and it was clear he didn’t recognize me. It was also clear he disapproved of me, as his scowl deepened, and anger clouded his features.

“Is this your ex, Stella?” I asked, my voice just a touch too loud, drawing a few curious glances from others near the entrance. “The one with a penchant for Japanese high school girls?”

“How dare you, sir,” hissed Gary as he took a step towards me, eyes hardening.

The slender escort’s eyes widened at my words, but I saw a smile flit across her delicate lips that she covered quickly as she ducked behind the angered man. Quick as a snake, my hand went to his shoulder, and my fingers gripped the weak muscle there so hard I saw his expression turn sickly.

“I’d be careful assuming what I will or won’t dare for this gorgeous woman.” My voice was cold and hard as steel, and I felt him buckle weakly beneath my grip. “You will apologize. Then you shall leave her alone the rest of the evening, while I show her the time of her life.”

The man’s small eyes grew flat and his lips pressed together, on the verge of spitting a curse at me. But I’d chosen my grip carefully, one learned years ago from a friend when they had taught me just how painful it can be when someone pinches a certain nerve in your neck. My thumb found the spot, and the man buckled slightly, his face turning green as he gasped out in pain.

“I’m sorry…Stella…”

I released my grip seconds before he could curse me and he staggered back, eyes burning with anger. We’d attracted a small crowd and seeing the shocked faces Gary snarled and spun, reaching out to grab the Asian woman’s slender wrist and drag her with him.

“Come on Haruka, I’m getting my money’s worth from you tonight.”

There were a few gasps from women and chuckles from men when he said that, but the Asian woman only sighed and threw me a wink, and let her eyes linger on Stella’s curves before allowing herself to be dragged off through the crowd.

“Let’s get you a drink,” I said, patting Stella’s hand as she gripped my forearm, “and then maybe a little dancing, what do you say?”

“Did that just happen?” Stella asked, her voice shocked and expression awed. “Did you just send my ex-husband running off after making him jealous?!”

“Was he jealous? I hadn’t noticed,” I remarked, feeling many eyes following us after the confrontation. I stopped near a table of champagne flutes and handed one to Stella. The staff didn’t seem to notice that I wasn’t of age, or at least they weren’t carding anyone at the expensive charity event. I didn’t drink myself, wanting to keep my head for the evening and to make sure it went as well as possible for my beautiful date.

“His ears get red when he’s jealous, and his were flaming,” Stella giggled and pressed herself against my side, her cheeks burning red when a few women threw her curious glances. “They must think I’m your mother or something. That, or a harlot. An old woman like me with a handsome young stud like you…”

“Let’s make sure they don’t mistake you for my mother then,” I said, as I plucked the champagne flute from her fingers and swept her into my arms for a passionate kiss.

Stella drew in a sharp breath through her nose as our lips met and I felt her stiffen, but a half-second later she was melting against me, her crotch grinding against the hardon pressing against my trousers. When I broke off the kiss and handed her back her glass, the woman downed the remainder in one shot and was laughing as I pulled her out onto the dance floor.

We were the first ones on the dance floor, and I could feel dozens of eyes on us, and Stella seemed to feel their attention as well. Far from it making her shy, the woman basked in their attention as I spun her around on the dance floor, and soon we were joined by dozens of couples as the alcohol kicked in, loosening inhibitions.

We danced on and off over the next couple hours, in between snacking on hors d’oeuvres and wandering around the silent auction. The function was filled with gorgeous women of all types, from trophy wives who ranged in ages from 18 to 25 to women who’d been molded into plastic perfection over decades. I saw more than a few ladies who must be escorts, and even a few gorgeous daughters.

There was no end to the shining eyes and flirtations grins that tried to peel me away from my red headed MILF. Stella was all too aware of them, and at first she seemed to expect that I would slip away from her, to take up one of the many offers given to me by greater beauties. But I ignored or politely declined all of them. Keeping my attention focused wholly on Stella, making sure she had the time of her life, was my goal.

The woman’s nerves settled as the evening wore on, and I’ll admit the alcohol helped. By the time darkness fell she’d forgotten most of her awkwardness and insecurities as we slipped off to a dark nook to canoodle. I felt the woman’s ever-wandering fingers slip down to grip my cock again and she giggled into my lips.

“I feel as randy as a schoolgirl…you’d better get me home soon or else I’m going to jump you right here, you gorgeous boy.”

“Think we’ve made enough people jealous?” I asked with a sly wink. Stella burst out laughing, bending over and making sure to give me a glance down the shadowed valley of her cleavage, as she’d been doing all evening.

“I think you’ve made just about every woman here wish she were in my shoes tonight,” Stella gazed up at me and her fingers tightened around the shaft of my cock, stroking it lightly though my pants. “And if they knew what you were hiding in here…Jesus, Evan…”

Her eyes were wide as I slipped an arm around her waist and steered her towards the exit. A few people waved goodbye, friends we’d made on the dance floor, and the girls at the exit shot Stella secretive grins as the woman giggled in glee, each step causing her mountainous cleavage to jiggle even more.

Stella’s hands only left my body when she slipped into her seat. They were right back on me when I climbed into the driver seat. Firing up the Mustang, I heard her give a deep, throaty cry of pleasure as she wiggled in her seat and bit her bottom lip, glancing at me with an excited but shy grin.

“I should tell you, it’s been a long time since I—”

I cut her off by placing a finger across her plump lips, then drew her forward into a kiss that silenced her words for good. I allowed myself to cup one massive breast, feeling the large bulge of her hard nipple through her bra, and hearing her sharp moan when my fingers grazed it.


Sensitive nipples…good to know,
 I thought to myself.

“You’re everything I want and more,” I breathed into her lips, “and tonight you don’t have to worry about anything.”

“Thank you,” she purred, nestling her head against my shoulder as I dropped the car into reverse and pulled out of the parking spot. “I was wondering…” her tone was soft and shy as she traced a finger along my thigh, “There is so much I haven’t done…so much I want to try…like, be with another woman…and…other stuff…is there anything I can…do for you…while you drive?”

The hope in her voice was plain, and I wanted to laugh at the fragile look on her face but knew that would be the worst thing right then. Instead, I let the pleasure and desire I felt show on my face and reached up from the shifter to pull her into a quick kiss before rolling out onto the road. Stella was shy but eager and only needed the slightest push on the back of her head before she dropped her coppery curls down into my lap.












Chapter 13











I
 drove down the main thoroughfare, my heart racing and breath quickening, as the MILF’s fingers eased my zipper down and her cool fingers slid within my pants to free my stiffening cock. I heard her gasp in delight as the cool wind caressed the sensitive skin and I nearly hit the gas pedal when I felt her soft lips press against the tip in a wet kiss.

“Oh, baby, you’re gorgeous…mhmmm, so big and stiff…I can’t believe this is going to be stuffed deep inside me.” The woman’s bright green eyes glanced up and she squeezed the base of my cock as she grinned, “I want to taste your cum. Do you think you can give it to me without wrecking this beautiful car?”

In answer, I ran my fingers through her coppery curls and pressed her head down with a growl of desire. Stella let out a high-pitched squeal, then moaned as her thick lips slipped over the head of my cock, her hot tongue dancing down the side. The pleasure swept over me as I pulled to a stop at a light, my nerves rattling as another sports car pulled to a stop beside us.

Stella wasn’t very skilled at giving head, but what she lacked in talent she more than made up for in enthusiasm. The woman practically crawled into my lap as she ran her tongue down to lick my balls, her fingers stoking me. I let my hand slip down to grip her ass, loving her low moans of pleasure as my fingers dug into the soft flesh.

“That’s a sweet ride, white boy,” a woman’s voice said from beside me. “Your daddy buy that for you?”

Turning my head, I saw a sexy black woman hanging her head out the passenger window of the sports car. Her hair was all done up and her makeup was perfect, and I saw another woman, even sexier, behind the wheel. Both were wearing matching silvery dresses, and it was clear they were headed to the clubs.

“I bought it…mhmm…myself.” Stella sucked especially hard on the head of my cock when I spoke, and I heard her moan softly and press her ass back against my hand. She seemed to be loving this, and I found it hard to focus as the pleasure intensified.

“Shit, you old enough to drink? Janisa and me looooove sexy white boys like you. We’re heading to Basement in South Beach. Meet us there and we’ll give you the night of your life.”

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, my eyes crossing slightly as Stella cinched her fingers around the base of my cock and dove deep, taking the whole thing to the hilt. I felt her throat clutch my cock as she heaved a gag, the pleasure increasing to the point where it was almost painful, then she pulled her head up.

The ebony beauty was still frowning at me, but her confused expression turned to shock when Stella picked her head up from my lap, eyes lidded, lips slick with saliva, and cheeks red from what she’d clearly been doing.

“Sorry hon, but this boy’s taken for the evening. I paid good money for this giant cock.”

Stella’s cheeks were flaming, and I could feel her tense with embarrassment, but her smile was also wide with pride and face flushed with pleasure as the younger woman’s jaw dropped.

“Damn! Ok, sister, you get yours!”

The driver was now leaning forward, and looking over with a wide smile, her white teeth bright in the dark interior of the car. “If he’s for sale, put us on the waiting list! Damn, momma, you go get your freak on!”

The light changed, but I ignored it and the cars behind us, as I grinned at the blushing Stella and kissed her quick and fierce. The woman flashed an eager grin at the two black beauties and dropped her head back down into my lap.

Turning my head and smiling, I punched the gas pedal and let the tires smoke for a second before taking off to the cheers of the two women.

“Oh god, get me home,” Stella moaned around the bloated head of my cock, my balls tightening as her thick lips teased the sensitive flesh. “I need you to fuck me so good and hard I won’t be able to walk tomorrow. Mhmm, can you do that?” Her fingers stroked me quickly as she breathed heavily on the head of my cock, “Can you give me everything? Oh god, baby, I want to do everything with you, make me your slut, your freak, oh god baby cum for me. Cum for me, Evan, I want it so fucking bad baby!”

“Then get ready,” I warned her, forcing my concentration on the road as I merged onto the freeway and passed through the light traffic. The driving was the easy part. What was hard was keeping my foot steady on the gas pedal, because my leg was trembling.

The woman threw herself back into her work, both hands twisting and stroking my cock while she lay beneath my arm that was holding the shifter. Her lips were locked around the head as she sucked hard, tongue teasing the slit. I dropped it into 4th
 and let the car cruise as I reached up and tangled my fingers in her red hair.

Grunting in pleasure, I heard her moan as the first thick spurt of my seed struck her tongue, then she was sucking and slurping it down as if her life depended on it. I felt some cum dribbling down the shaft of my cock but Stella licked it right up, lavishing my dick with her tongue as she drank down every drop.

My hand wound its way between her thighs, and she sat up, face flushed and biting her bottom lip. My fingers found her damp panties, and she gripped my wrist, hunching around the finger that grazed the hard nubbin of her clit. I’d barely touched her pussy over her panties before Stella let out a cry of pleasure, her tongue licking all around the inside of her mouth as she savored my cum and came while gripping my arm tight.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck!!”

Her scream tore into the night sky as we flew down the freeway, and then I felt her go slack as she collapsed back into the seat. Pulling back my hand, I downshifted as I headed for the exit towards her place. My cock was already hardening again as I glanced over at her soft body and massive breasts, imagining all the things I was going to do with her in the hours ahead.

“That was the wildest thing I’ve ever done,” Stella said, her voice breathless as she pushed her hair back and straightened her dress. The woman looked even more beautiful as the wind caught the curls, pulling them behind her head as she turned to flash me an angelic grin. “Hey, have you ever tried anal?”

“What? No…” I said, taken off guard by her question but matching her grin for grin as I pulled into her driveway.

“Neither have I, but I’ve done all the…preparations…and tonight I want to try it.” Her eyes flicked down to the tent slowly reforming in my pants and her eyes widened as if she were having second thoughts. “If that log doesn’t tear me in half first, that is.”

“Your wish is my command,” I said, my eyes riveted to the sight of her amazing cleavage as the woman pulled down the top of her dress, letting the massive orbs of flesh tumble free. They were milky white and capped in nipples so pale they were hard to make out in the darkness. Her nipples were small and sunken, but they grew harder as the cold air struck them. Her breasts still retained most of their shape, but had a pleasing sag, and swayed heavily whenever she moved, unlike Julia’s which stood firm on her chest.

“I’ve seen you staring,” Stella said as she pulled back from my hands and climbed out of the car with a wide grin, “but you don’t get to play with the ‘girls’ until all your chores are done. And I’ve only had one hole filled so far…”

The woman’s cheeks were flaming as red as her hair, and I could tell she was morbidly embarrassed but also impossibly turned on as she scampered from me, giggling all the way to the front door of her condo. It was night, but there were still plenty of lights on, and any one of her neighbors who happened to look outside would see the topless Stella, fleeing inside as a cock flopping young man chased her.

I caught her just as she unlocked the front door, sweeping her into my arms and, pressing her against the door frame, I let my hands explore her flesh beneath that green dress. Stella gasped in shock when my hand found its way beneath her skirt and my fingers plucked at her panties, whipping them down her thighs.

“Oh god…yesssss you sexy, sexy man, take me! Right here!”

So I did.

Growling with need, I bent Stella over right inside her doorway. As the heavy door swung shut, I flipped the bottom of her dress up over her ass and sank to my knees. Hands still gripping the woman’s wide hips and holding them in place, I heard her make a questioning sound when she glanced around and didn’t see me, but the sound soon turned into a groan of pleasure when my tongue made contact with her wet pussy lips from behind.

Pressing my nose into her treasure, I sought the firm little nubbin of her clit as she wiggled her ass back against my face. Her pussy was sopping wet, the juices rolling down my chin as her thighs shook.

“Oh, Evan, baby you’re going to make me…oh god, baby! Right there! Right…there
 !”

Her knees nearly gave out as a gush of juices rushed out of her sex, but I held her up. My steel hard cock slid up between her thighs and Stella threw back her head, eyes flashing open as a flush covered her body.

“Fuck me, fuck me baby, oh just do it. I need it sooooooo ohhhhh gooooood!”

Pushing forward slowly, I slid my dick into the woman’s wetness. Her pussy was shockingly tight, and I had to enter her slowly in short little strokes, using her juices to ease my girth inside. Stella writhed in pleasure, her knuckles white as she gripped the banister of her foyer. The green dress was bunched up around her waist and those glorious, massive breasts swung free. I could see their every delicious sway in the reflection of several mirrors. Stella’s wide, white ass looked heavenly as the cheeks swayed before me and the dark little hole winked up at me between thrusts.

“God damn, you feel good,” I breathed as I paused, my cock half-filling the woman. Then I pushed forward, feeling the rest of it disappear into warm, wet heaven.

“Is my…pussy tight?”

The woman’s voice was nervous and unsure, and I could tell she was trying to talk dirty to me.

“This is the tightest pussy I’ve ever felt,” I reassured her as I pressed her against the banister, letting my hands slide up the sides of her body. “God damn woman, you feel so fucking….good.”

It was all I could do not to flood her pussy with my cum immediately, but I used every trick I’d learned from Julia to hold off. Stella lost herself in the fucking, her cries of pleasure ringing out and filling the house. I kept my hands away from her glorious tits, only because I knew I wouldn’t be able to stave off my orgasm if I fondled them. But Stella took the decision from me, drawing up my hands to cup them against her chest as she turned back to kiss me.
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I
 gasped and saw her grinning as my fingers sank into the surprisingly firm flesh of her massive breasts. The woman moaned in desire, her hips shivering as I felt her tightness gripping me hard, and she nipped at my bottom lip as my fingers slid up the bottom curve of her breasts. As my fingers found and pinched her soft, pale nipples Stella let out a scream of pleasure, knees almost buckling as she came in a rush of juices all over my dick.

My own orgasm was mere seconds behind hers and the woman’s desperate hands clung to me as I convulsed against her back. My cock shot a massive load deep within her as we clung to one another.

“Ohhhh…I could feel you shooting off…I’ve never felt that before…god, this could be bad.”

“Why?” I asked, panting, as I helped her to her feet.

“Because that was too good,” she grinned up at me, her lips nuzzling against my neck as she traced a finger along the shaft of my cum-slicked cock. “I could grow addicted to the feeling of this beautiful monster inside me. Come on, my housekeeper set up the bathroom for us and you still have one more hole to fill.”

Her eyes twinkled with amusement, but I caught the red spots in her cheeks and stopped her, drawing her into my arms and kissing her deeply. Stella had been dragging us down the hallway with its plush carpet, but I stopped her halfway, letting my hands explore her body as I kissed her and peeling off one piece of clothing at a time as I slowly walked her to the waiting bathroom.

“You are so beautiful,” I breathed into our kisses. When Stella tried to shake her head I pulled back my hands, cupping her cheeks so she was forced to look me in the face and see the truth of my words as my eyes drank in the stunning curves of her body.

“You really think so?” she breathed. I nodded, and hope blossomed into belief as her shoulders relaxed. “Well…we’re going to need this beast as slick as possible if it’s going to hope to fit in my tiny ass.”

Her thick lashes fluttered, she dropped to her knees right there in the bathroom, and with her eyes locked on mine, stretched her mouth open, and swallowed my entire cock in one go. Her eyes went wide and filled with tears and I felt her throat stretching as the head of my cock drove past her tonsils. The sight was impossibly sexy as the woman’s nose pressed into my pubes and I felt her tongue lapping around the base of my cock as she gagged softly.

“Jesus, woman!” I grunted.

“Ngh!” She coughed slightly as she pulled back off my cock, tongue swirling the combination of our juices and the slick saliva from the back of her throat all around my cock, “Deep throating is one skill I’ve always had…although I’ve never taken anything like this beast before.”

Standing, she pulled me along by my dick, winking lasciviously as she pulled open the glass shower door and turned on the steaming water. I couldn’t keep my hands off her glorious body as I pressed her up against the cold tile, lips finding hers as her ankle hooked around my thigh.

Stella gasped when I gripped her ass and spun her around. The woman stared back at me over her shoulder with eyes on fire as she bit her bottom lip. Nodding silently, she reached back and pressed the head of my cock to her tight hole, and I took over from there, holding the fat head of my cock against the tight entrance and pushing gently but insistently as she relaxed.

“I’ve never…oh god, this is soooo hot!”

With deliberate slowness I inched myself forward, careful not to go too fast or hard, and was surprised when the tight ring of her entrance popped over the head of my cock seconds after I began. Stella gasped, reaching back and holding me in place as she panted gently, body relaxing beneath me.

“So fucking big…that feels…mhmmm oh that feels goooooood…deeper, baby…oh god, I want to take all of you, Evan. I want to feel you filling me!”

“My dick’s buried in your ass, Stella,” I growled from behind her, the steam filling the bathroom and swirling around my gently thrusting hips in small eddies. “And you feel so goddamn good, too.”

“Don’t cum, not yet,” she panted, turning to meet my eyes with an expression of bliss spreading across her face. “Oh god…not yet…this is…cumming…oh god, I’m cumming!”

Her fingers sank into my forearm and it felt like my dick was about to be torn off as her anal sphincter cinched down. Then the most incredible sensation I’d ever felt drove all the way through me as Stella pulled forward so just the tip was in her ass, massive tits smashed against the tile, then thrust back on me again, taking my entire cock in one fell swoop.

“NGGGHHH!”

I didn’t even recognize the sound that came out of my mouth as mine, nor the guttural grunts of pleasure and need as Stella’s. The woman’s red curls bounced against my chest as she threw herself back onto at me again and again, pressing off the tiles as she fucked her ass up and down my cock. I could only grip her wide hips and hold on as the tight ring slid up and down my dick.

“Is it good, baby? I might…cum again…but I want to feel that flood…in my ass…oh god baby fill me…so fucking nasty! Yes! You’re fucking my ass! Take me, Evan, fuck me hard, baby!”

And fuck her I did, growling with desire as I lost myself in the pleasure, fingers sinking into her hips as I thrust away. Stella’s knees weakened, and I nearly slipped on the wet shower floor, but none of that mattered as I pounded away, the pressure building in my balls and making my movements lose their rhythm.

“Cumming!” I managed to grunt, my words lost in a scream of pleasure so high-pitched it rang off the tiles as Stella came again.

The feeling of her ass tightening on my cock was the last straw and I felt my toes curling on the rough floor as I pressed Stella up against the wall, burying my dick in her ass balls-deep as I shot a massive blast of cum into her. The woman’s eyes went wide and her tongue lolled out, fingers scrambling at the tile before she found my wrists to hold on to, and we held one another for long seconds as we caught our breath and our heart rates slowed.

“That was…incredible,” I breathed as my dick slipped from her ass and she turned in my arms, pulling me under the steaming water.

“It was perfect,” Stella said, as she kissed me. “Perfect.”

I took a squirt of her body wash as she rested her head on my chest and slowly began washing her. Taking my time, I gave the woman a full body massage there in the shower, getting her off with my fingers and tongue one more time, before carrying her to the bedroom and lying her down in bed.

“Stay with me,” she murmured sleepily as she smiled up, and flipped back the blankets and patted the mattress beside her. “Please?”

I had no problem staying over and found it far from a chore as the woman snuggled up close. Stella curled into a little spoon and backed up against me, drawing one of my hands around to cup one massive breast. She turned and winked at me.

“Don’t worry, I’ll make it worth your while.”

“This is exactly what I want to do,” I said, feeling my dick hardening again as its length slid up and down between her soft cheeks.

“I think I know what you want to do,” Stella said, and I saw a mischievous light enter her eyes. “You want to do Erika, don’t you?”

My entire body went stiff, but the woman only giggled and I felt her fingers slide between her thighs and press the head of my dick into her tight entrance.

“I’ll never get over…how amazing you feel…mhmm…you want her…and she wants you…and Julia’s going to make it happen…mhmmm god, you got so hard when I said that! Mhmmm Julia has so many kinky plans for you.”

“What are you talking about?” I growled in her ear, but the woman wouldn’t answer me, instead grinning mischievously before biting her bottom lip and moaning in pleasure as my dick drove into her.

“Mhmm, just keep fucking me baby,” Stella breathed, “you’ll find out soon enough.”

I grunted as I rolled on top of her, pounding down into her soft pussy with more and more intensity as she giggled with glee, encouraging me with wicked words as her pussy orgasmed around my cock once again. We had passionate sex several more times before finally passing out on the rumpled sheets, both of us coated in a layer of sweat.

As I drifted off to sleep, I couldn’t help wondering what Julia had planned for the coming weeks. Or was that ‘cumming’ weeks, I thought with a chuckle. This was certainly going to be a summer to remember.
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U
 pon waking up, the first thing I smelled was fresh coffee, and I turned my head to find a steaming cup sitting on the bedside table with a folded piece of paper on top of it. Plucking off the paper, I read it as I took a sip.


Evan,



Thank you for a wonderful evening. I have dreamed of spending the night with you for many years, but the reality was far beyond anything I imagined. I know you’ll be busy with summer break and your other ‘clients’, but I am hoping you could be free Thursday evening for dinner.



Your devoted lover,



Stella


I reread the letter through a second time as I sipped the coffee. I wasn’t surprised at how rich the beans tasted, but I was that she’d put only cream in it and not sugar as well. That was just how I liked it. There was another small envelope that I’d missed under the cup with three folded-up hundreds inside with another brief note that read: “Go buy yourself something pretty ;)”.


Laughing, I stood and found my clothes folded neatly on a chair. After dressing I finished the coffee and wrote Stella a thank you note, promising to be free this coming Thursday for whatever she had planned. When I finally stepped outside her condo, the sun was well up and the air already warming with the day’s heat.

The Mustang throbbed to life, and I rolled onto the freeway with the top down and a grin stretching all the way across my face. The world was perfect in that moment, with the morning light glittering off the waves and the open road ahead of me. I thought of taking off for the day and enjoying the money in my pocket, but instead found myself turning off the freeway and heading home, eager to see Erika.

I spotted the silver Mercedes outside our house and guessed who it belonged to before I even heard the woman’s tinkling laughter and saw the blonde highlights in her hair through the kitchen window. Julia saw me walking up and waved me in, and I saw that she and Erika were sharing a small breakfast of fruit, granola and yogurt as they sipped mimosas.

“Evan, we were just talking about you!” Julia beamed when I stepped in.

My stepmom had a bit of a flush to her cheeks, but I couldn’t tell it if was from the alcohol or embarrassment as she offered me a warm smile, her expression giving nothing away.

“Speak of the devil and he appears.”

“You think of me as the devil?” I asked teasingly, plucking a grape from Erika’s plate and popping it into my mouth.

“All temptation is sinful,” Julia said with a laugh. “That’s why it’s so much fun. What was that I heard you drive up in, Evan? You get a new car?”

“You didn’t!” My stepmom said, hopping to her feet and rushing over to the window to look out. “Oh! You got it!”

“Let’s go check it out then,” Julia said with an amused smile, and Erika scrambled outside and ran over to take a look at the car. “You have a good night?”

Julia made sure to keep her tone low as she spoke, and held me back from going outside and following my stepmom. Her eyes twinkled and before I could open my mouth to respond she pressed me back against the wall just inside the door, her full lips kissing me passionately as she moaned, tongue seeking mine as her hand slid up and down my cock in short, quick motions.

“I can’t get you out of my head.” Her fiery breath tickled my neck as she ran her other hand down my chest and abs, her moan of pleasure causing my cock to firm up, aching from its exertions the night before, “Next Thursday, you’re mine.”

“I can’t—”

She silenced me with a hand over my mouth, her eyes fierce as they held mine and her hand pressed on the length of my manhood.

“Thursday night. You. Fuck. Me. I don’t care what it costs.”

I tried to speak through her hand, to tell her I’d already made plans with Stella, but she was out the door before I could say anything, calling to my stepmom in joy. Something about the car. Thinking about how hard it was going to be to tell her I had to reschedule, I followed after her and painted a smile on my face.

Erika couldn’t stop gushing over the car and insisted I start it up. She and Julia got so excited I had to drive both of them around the block with the top down before they’d let me go inside to shower and change. When I came back down Julia was gone and I found Erika sitting at her laptop working. She had her reading glasses on and glanced up over the rim when I came into the kitchen to find something to eat.

“You hungry? I was thinking we could go to that new bistro in Sweetwater. It’s a bit of a drive, but in that new car, it might be fun.”

“That’s the place with the lobster bisque and salad combo, right?” I asked, grabbing a bottle of water as Erika nodded. “Sounds perfect.”

“Great, let me go change. I’ll just be a minute.”

“Just wear that—”

I wisely buttoned my lip when she threw me a dark frown and stood, closing her MacBook.

“Bistro Gurti is frequented by players and power brokers. I’m not arriving in leggings and a tank top.”

“They’d never forget you,” I said, letting her see me take in her stunning figure. “Do you think I should change too?”

“Lose the shirt,” she said with a critical eye, taking in my slacks and flip-flops. “I can’t be seen with a stepson, but with a hot young gigolo…? Now, that’s good for the brand.”

I felt my face heat as she threw me a wink and swept upstairs. She had to know by now what I’d been doing with her friends, but other than little sideways comments like the one she’d just made, she hadn’t pressed me for information or details, and I certainly wasn’t going to give them up.

The click of heels announced her return downstairs, and I glanced up, my mouth drying as my eyes traced the defined muscles of her long, smooth legs. Her skin was tan and glistened with lotion or oil, the gap between her thighs hinting at the treasure hidden beneath her short black skirt. My stepmom had paired the skirt with a tight white blouse trimmed with lace around the neck and cuffs that bounced and swayed when she moved, almost like feathers. Every so often the lace around her neckline would move, and I would catch sight of her stunning breasts as the neckline swooped down to the edges of her nipples. Then the lace would sway back into place, hiding the vision from my eyes. It was torture.

“Ready?” she asked.

I grabbed my keys and opened the front door, letting her pass through, “After you,” I said, letting my eyes fall down to take in her incredible ass as it swayed in the tight skirt.

“Thank you, dear,” she said, turning and catching me checking her out.

We didn’t talk much as I opened the door for her and she slipped into the passenger seat, setting her purse by her feet and arranging the lace of her top carefully. I could feel her excitement as I pulled out of the neighborhood and onto the main thoroughfare. When I got up to speed, I glanced over and saw a smile stretching across her face from ear to ear. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw Erika that happy.

When we got onto the freeway and I really let the engine rip, Erika held her arms up, letting the wind pull her glossy dark hair behind her. I nearly drove us off the road when I noticed the lace spread wide and my stepmom’s massive breasts practically popping out of her top. Erika only tossed her head back and laughed when she saw me looking.

“Eyes back on the road, mister!”

“Yes, ma’am,” I grinned back, and focused on driving.

When I pulled off the highway onto city streets, mom let her hand drift to my shoulder, her fingers playing with the locks of hair hanging down my neck. The feel of her fingertips was distracting, sending shivers down my spine, but I didn’t let her notice how much it was affecting me.

“Do you have anything planned tomorrow morning?” She suddenly asked.

“No, why?”

“I’ll be busy at the shop for a few hours, but I need some paperwork taken from my offices to Renata’s. Her firm is handling the divorce for me, and she needs my financials.”

“Sure, I can take care of that for you, no problem,” I said.

“Perfect, then lunch today is my treat.”

The bistro was just as excellent as the reviews said. I was focused on the menu and all the dishes I saw being served, not to mention my half-nakedness that Erika insisted wasn’t a joke. As focused on the food as I was, I couldn’t help but notice the stares and looks Mom and I received as we swept into the posh restaurant. A giant NBA player was sitting at one table with a small man in a suit who looked like his agent. At another table were three women from a popular reality TV show about housewives.

When we were first brought to our table, Mom drew the eyes of all the men, and I even saw the basketball player turn and cock an eyebrow in interest as she bent down to sit. A spark of acidic jealousy swirled in my stomach, but I pushed it down. Her perfect rear caused several men to bend nearly out of their seats as they’d watched her pass, their jaws dropping and earning them glares from their partners.

As the men stared, I saw women turn to see who the competition was, their looks souring as they took in Erika’s stunning figure and fashionable clothing. Only after they’d measured themselves against her did their glances pass back to me. I saw many do a double take, either at my youth, or at the fact that I was shirtless and tanned.












Chapter 16











I
 should have felt embarrassed at the attention, and I know Erika half expected me to be. She wore a half-amused grin as she took her seat, clearly ready to enjoy my discomfort at being made a spectacle of. But instead of letting myself be embarrassed, I focused on what I’d learned the night before. I sank into myself and became present in the moment.

Remembering the look in Stella’s eyes as she took in my naked body, and Julia’s too, I was able to right-size my image of myself and not care what anyone else thought of me, at least not right now. It helped that I wasn’t the only man without a shirt in the restaurant. A man so tan and leathery he might have lived on the beach sat on the patio, surrounded by five beautiful older women in tennis outfits. The man was holding court with the women, regaling them with amusing stories as they sipped mimosas and stared at his muscles and bright blue eyes.

The server brought us our meals and we dug in. Mom and I always liked to order different dishes off the menu so we could sample from each other’s plates, and as we took tastes from one another’s dishes, I saw the NBA player frown and stop looking back. Several of the women shot dagger glances at mom after ceasing fluttering their lashes at me.

Mom didn’t seem to notice the attention or lack thereof. Instead, she peppered me with questions about what I wanted to do once I graduated. That was a tough question, because aside from wanting to do the opposite of what my father had done, I’d never given it much thought. Engineering had been practical, and the class work hadn’t been difficult so far.

But was it really my passion?

“You have so many talents and skills,” Erika said, as she sipped the last of her mimosa, “I’d hate for you to get stuck in something because you brain tells you it’s the right thing, but in ten years you realize you hate it.”

“I know,” I said, “but once I have the degree, it’s not like I have to be an engineer. It’s just good to have it to fall back on.”

“Evan, you’ll be successful at whatever you do. You could be a movie star, a CEO, you could even go into politics if you wanted. Don’t let your father define your ambitions. That’s all I’m saying. That bastard defined enough of our lives already.”

“Thank you…you don’t know how much it means to hear that from someone who really knows me.”

I hadn’t been prepared for things to get heavy, but things got intense when she reached out and took my hand across the table. Her fingers laced through mine and our eyes locked. I don’t know if it was just the alcohol, but there was suddenly a heaviness to the air between us. Erika swallowed hard, and I saw her thick bottom lip trembling. Surprisingly, there wasn’t a single butterfly in my belly as the moment stretched out between us. I felt calm. It felt right.

Erika’s fingers tightened on mine, and I ran my thumb across the back of her hand. Her skin was soft as silk, and I saw a tremble pass up her arm and she pressed her eyes shut for a brief second before pulling the hand back, a smile finding its way onto her lips if not her eyes as she stood and picked up her purse.

“Let’s head home. I have a lot on my agenda today.”

I didn’t try to extend the moment, letting the conversation drift to more mundane affairs as we drove home. Leaving my shirt off, I noticed Erika glancing over a few times when she thought I wasn’t looking. The image of her teeth pressing into her bottom lip as she dragged her long nails up her thigh, eyes fixed on my torso and crotch, wouldn’t leave my mind that afternoon and evening, no matter how much I tried to excise it.

Erika had set up a gym in one of the spare bedrooms and I spent a couple of hours in there, working up a good sweat before heading out and working on my tan by the pool for a bit. Erika left to go have dinner with a friend from work who was having troubles with her husband, and I made myself a big pan of risotto and stuffed myself before passing out.

When I woke Monday morning the sun had barely risen, but Erika was already up and moving about the house. I found her in workout clothes in the kitchen, getting ready to go on a run.

“You’ll swing by the office this morning and get that paperwork to Renata, right?” she asked as she was fitting in her earbuds.

“I don’t know where Renata’s offices are,” I said, and my mom handed me a business card she’d set on the counter.

“You can’t miss her office building, it’s the tallest one on the block and it’s all glass. Her office is on the top floor. She’ll be expecting you.” Her eyes twinkled with amusement as she went on. “Just make sure you don’t screw anything up. Renata’s a sweetheart when she’s off the clock, but at work I hear she can be tough as nails.”

“I think I can handle it,” I said, chuckling.

“Let me know when you’re done, and I’ll meet you for lunch somewhere. Or you can come by the shop. I know Sophia wouldn’t mind seeing you again.”

I rolled my eyes and Erika laughed. “What, you don’t like her? She’s the prettiest girl who works for me.”

“I’m sure she’s great at selling clothes,” I said, “but girls like that are more interested in status and wealth than they are in me. I grew up around a hundred Sophias.”

“I forget how wise you are sometimes.” I couldn’t tell from her tone if she was joking or not.

“Besides, isn’t it some kind of HR violation to set up your employee with your son?”

“Former son,” Erika winked as she stretched her legs, bending low and taunting me with that perfect ass as I sipped my coffee and struggled to silence my groan. “But I suppose you’re right. I’d hate to turn into another ‘Me Too’ media feeding frenzy. Your father would have a field day with that.”

“I don’t think that would ever happen,” I smiled. “Fine, I’ll swing by after I’m done at Renata’s. I don’t have anything else going on today and I wanted to stop at that kitchen supply store and check out a few things.”

“Perfect,” Erika said, popping up and flashing me a cheerful grin, her dark ponytail bouncing as she threw her arms around my neck, hugging me tight.

My stepmom had often hugged me like this before heading off to work when I was younger. It had been one of the highlights of my day, but only because it was so rare for me to receive affection. But there was an added dimension of awkwardness for me now, as Erika’s breasts, encased in her sports bra, smashed together and pressed up against my chest and neck as she pulled me in tight. My arms circled her shoulders, and I hugged her back, firm and secure, both of us drawing in deep breaths as the embrace extended for one long second, then another.

My head filled with the smell of her herbal shampoo, and for one delicious second I felt her hips brush my crotch. My semi-hard manhood brushed up against her thigh and Erika suddenly released me and jumped back as if scalded, her eyes wide and small spots of red dotting her cheeks.

“Right…see you later!”

She spun around and was out the door, jogging down the walkway before I could say anything. But the image of her expression as her eyes held mine would stay with me the rest of the day, just as her shy glances from the day before had carried me through the night.

The offices for the car business were in the corporate district. There were several girls going busily about their day when I arrived and her assistant Mary, a no-nonsense woman with hips so wide I wondered how she could make it through doorways, handed me a large manila envelope that was sitting on her desk.

“Here you are. I told Mrs. Erika I could handle the delivery so she could be certain it was handled properly.”

The woman’s thin mouth was turned down in a frown of disapproval as I slipped the envelope under my arm and twirled my keys around one finger.

“You don’t trust me to get it done?” I asked with what I hoped was a winning grin.

Her disapproval piqued my interest, and I saw it as a worthy challenge for my growing charm. Remembering Julia’s words, I locked eyes with the woman, pushing my feelings up as I noticed those traits about her that were most beautiful.

Her hair was black and thick, cascading down her shoulders in delightful waves and loose curls. It was clear the hair had been dyed to hide the gray, but it only highlighted her pale complexion and large dark eyes. Mary was a good bit older than Erika, with slight crow’s feet around her eyes, and her body had softened considerably, but her breasts still looked just as plump and firm as they had when I first met her as a boy.

“Mary, I’m not the same bratty kid who used to steal post-it notes from your desk and cover your computer and keyboard with them. You can trust me. I love Erika just as much as you do…perhaps more.”

“Just see that you get it there,” the woman said. Her lips were still turned down in a frown, but I saw a softening around her eyes as she turned back to her computer screen. “And don’t let that bastard father of yours upset Mrs. Erika anymore. She’s had a hard enough couple of years.”

“I won’t let anyone hurt her,” I said, far too fiercely.

It caused Mary to turn back and regard me with a raised eyebrow and a thoughtful expression. Feeling a spike of embarrassment, I turned to go, but her next words froze me in place with my hand on the doorknob.

“She cried herself to sleep every night for a month after you left…if you really love her, don’t ever do that to her again.” The words were delivered so softly and in such a serious tone that it drew my head around to meet her eyes. “Date or marry whoever you want, but don’t take love out of that wonderful woman’s life ever again. I’ve worked for Mrs. Erika fifteen years now. Long before she met that piche—
 long before she met your father. She was never as happy or as miserable as she was when she was with him…do you understand me?”

“Maybe,” I said, but she seemed to be dancing around the subject and my brain hurt as I tried to make sense of it.

“No…you don’t…but you will. You’re a good boy. Now get on with you. Mrs. Renata is expecting those before noon.” There was decidedly more warmth in the woman’s face now than before, though I had no idea what had changed.

Trying to put the odd exchange out of my head, I drove across town, following my phone’s directions. Mary’s words kept tumbling over and over in my head, as did my conversation with Erika about my future and what I really wanted to do with my life. If I let my desire to live in opposition to my father dictate my actions, then I was headed for a life of misery, plagued by the same issues over and over again. It was more important to do something because you wanted to, not to spite someone else. Wasn’t it?

Arriving at the tall glass building with “Corningstone, & Associates” stenciled across the top, I couldn’t shake the troubled feeling as I parked the Mustang in a covered lot and made my way to the main entrance. The lobby was massive and open aired, with a pond in the middle with goldfish swimming amongst lily pads and colorful flowers, and a living wall of greenery behind the reception counter.

The receptionist was expecting me, handing me a lanyard to wear and making me sign into a digital guest book on their iPad system. The elevators were glass and faced inwards, affording a breathtaking view of the offices and the gardens dotted around the building as it ascended to Renata’s office on the top floor. Green ferns and tropical plants grew everywhere, not uncommon in Miami, but a little surprising for high-powered lawyers.

I stepped out of the elevator and felt three dozen eyeballs fixate on me. I’d never felt so exposed and naked as I did walking down the line of heavy oak desks. Everywhere I looked were women, in all shapes, sizes and colors. Attorneys, assistants, clients, it seemed that there wasn’t a single man besides myself on the whole floor, and conversations died to silence as all eyes turned to me.
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A
 squat woman with an angry frown on her face sprang to her feet and began marching forward, her mouth open as she readied a harangue for me. I could see grins of amusement breaking out on the more senior lawyers’ faces and some even whispered to their clients as the woman strode purposefully forward to deal with the intruder.

She was intercepted by a slender young woman with her dark hair pulled back into a severe bun and a pair of thick glasses perched on her dainty nose.

“Just a moment, Hilda. Forgive me, sir, but were you sent by Erika? Are those the financials for her divorce?”

“Yes,” I said, and the slender little woman took me by the wrist and began hauling me forward towards a set of curving steps leading up. “I’m supposed to—”

“Renata is expecting you,” she said, turning to the angry woman and waving a placating hand. “Evan will be coming and going many times over the summer, Hilda. While Renata handles her best friend’s divorce, she asks that her associates understand this one exception.”

“Hmph. So long as he minds his manners and leaves our clients alone. The mere sight of a man is highly triggering to a lot of them,” Hilda said, not losing her frown.

“Oh, I wouldn’t mind more men who looked like that
 ,” said the woman sitting at Hilda’s desk. She had a handkerchief in her hand and looked like she had recently been crying, but now her eyes twinkled with mischief as she looked me up and down. “Tell me boy, do you deliver packages…to anyone?”

There were a few shocked laughs from around the room and Hilda spun on her client.

“Ms. Fiorello, I apologize for the intrusion—” She fell silent as the older woman stood, waving a hand bedecked in more diamonds than I’d ever seen in my life.

“Hilda, you’re a brilliant lawyer, and you should know when to shut up.” The woman’s eyes, nearly purple they were such a dark blue, traveled up my body from toes to head so slowly I couldn’t help feeling like a piece of meat – a not entirely uncomfortable feeling that I found I was getting used to. “Mhmm, mhmm, mhmm, this Erika sure knows how to pick ’em. Is she your new sugar momma, boy? What’s she paying you? I’ll quadruple it and you’ll never feel a tighter pair of lips on that young cock in your life.”

“Mia!” Hilda said with a shocked gasp, and the titters grew louder around the room as I felt even more eyes sizing me up, from women wearing nearly as much jewelry as Ms. Fiorello.

“Well, boy?” The dark-eyed woman asked, her eyes filled with lusty promise as she ignored her angry lawyer, “What do you say?”

“What’s going on?” The words were soft but hard as steel as they cut across the room, drawing all eyes to the head of the curving staircase.

There stood Renata Corningstone, with all the poise and presence of a woman who’d argued successfully before the Supreme Court. I’d never seen a colder or more remote beauty than Renata, nor had I seen this side of her before at my stepmom’s dinner parties and impromptu cocktail hours.

I’d known she was a powerful attorney with her own practice, but seeing her in complete command of the room inspired me. This was clearly a collection of intelligent, confident, successful women, and their clients were some of the wealthiest and most connected women in Florida, if not the entire east coast, but they held the woman standing above them is such esteem that just three words from her cast a deathly silence over the cavernous room.

“I know I didn’t hear a client of Corningstone & Associates propose an illicit transaction to this young man…we would never be representing a woman that unwise.”

“Never, Renata!” Ms. Fiorello said, her skin a sickly green as she smiled obsequiously up at the taller woman. “I was merely discombobulated by your handsome young friend here…Evan, was it?”

“Yes,” I said, all too aware of the woman’s predatory eyes as they fell upon me.

“This way, Evan,” Renata said, motioning up the stairs behind her as she turned to her young assistant. “Ellie, hold all my calls for the next several hours. Evan will be helping me cross reference the files.”

“Surely one of the junior associates can handle that, ma’am,” the assistant said breathlessly. I saw Hilda pull her client back to her desk and shoot daggers at me under her lashes, while the older woman bit one nail and allowed herself to be led away while gazing at me over one shoulder.

“I made my friend a promise,” Renata said, her eyes finding mine as her expression tightened, “and I have to see it through. Besides, it’s been far too long since I’ve prosecuted a case myself. Come along, Evan, I expect you to prove your worth today, or you’ll never be permitted on the premises again.”

I had no idea what the woman was talking about and wanted to say something, anything, to relieve the tension building in the room, but with several dozen eyes either glaring at me or eyeballing me like a pack of perverted uncles after a few too many glasses of scotch, no words came to mind.

Holding my head high, I approached and mounted the steps, feeling like I was in the classic dream where you show up to class naked. Renata’s black eyes and smooth features revealed nothing as she turned and walked before me, her tall black Louboutin heels clicking on the stairs as the sounds of the office started back up.

Trying to mind my manners, I did my best to keep my eyes averted from the woman’s long slender legs as they pressed against her silky slacks. Nor did I allow my eyes to travel up to the firm little ass peeking from beneath her short black suit jacket. Her long, straight black hair was tied back in a no-nonsense ponytail, the ends highlighted in chunks of silver that matched the trim of her spectacles.

At the top of the curving staircase was a small office and landing. There were more plants sitting in pots, and before the large window was a collection of orchids in all the colors of the rainbow. Renata’s assistant’s desk looked bigger than that of most CEO’s, with an iMac and glass everything, but it was the imposing double doors to the office belonging to the woman herself that really drew my gaze.

Worked into the heavy black oak were designs of naked women in artful poses. The carvings were in such great detail that I thought I could see sweat beaded on one lovely young woman’s taut stomach as she arched back.

“Don’t stare, it’s rude,” Renata said, pulling open one of the heavy doors and ushering me inside. “Julia said she was teaching you some manners, but it seems you’re still lacking in worldliness. But I’m sure Zoe will fix that, even if Erika can’t.”

“Wh-what are you talking about?” I asked, but the woman just tsked
 and shooed me into her office, pulling the heavy door closed behind her with a dull thud.

The room comprised a full third of the top floor of the building. The entire far wall was solid glass, affording a breathtaking and completely unobstructed view of the bay and ocean beyond. There was a large sitting area with a bar off to one side, and a conference table on the other, but the most dominant feature in the room was Renata’s mammoth desk that stood in the center of the room, black and imposing.

“Julia informed me you would be open to our arrangement, but I remain unconvinced.” I turned to regard the woman as she walked past me briskly, taking the envelope from my hands and tossing it on her desk as she made her way over to the bar. “You must understand with my practice, discretion is a must. I have a reputation to maintain, and no one knows what you’re here for.”

“I’m beginning to think even I don’t know what I’m here for,” I said, and even though the woman’s expression never broke, I thought I saw a softening around the edges when she caught my smile.

Perhaps she’s not an iceberg after all, I thought to myself as she fixed two drinks. I was surprised to see her pour healthy measures of an expensive scotch into two tumblers and drop a square ice cube in each before indicating one of the comfortable leather chairs in the sitting area.

“Have a seat while I brief you on what I envision.”

Curious, I took the glass from the woman’s hand, feeling a little spark pass between our fingers when they made contact. The butterflies were suddenly awake in my guts as I took my seat and the tall, elegant woman began pacing as she took deep sips from her glass of whiskey.

“I don’t think Erika is aware of my…situation, and I trust you’ll keep this in confidence.” She shot me a firm stare, holding it expectantly until I nodded. Taking a quick sip of the scotch, it was deliciously smooth, but I set the glass aside, wanting to keep my head.

“I’ve managed to keep this part of my life a secret up until recently, when Julia unexpectedly discovered my leather hood. As you can imagine, it has been nearly impossible for me to find discreet and trustworthy partners to explore with, but she promised to keep my secret and find me someone. She is a good friend.” Renata was pacing back and forth, staring at the thick rug, her hands clasped behind her back. When she glanced up to see if I was following, she caught the confusion on my face and blinked.

“Apologies, I have not been clear, and I made Julia promise not to say anything before you arrived. I propose hiring you to help me explore bondage and other fetish play.”

Her oddly formal manner of speaking had made it hard to follow up till now, but the mention of bondage and fetish play caused me to sit up straighter and take another small sip from my scotch.

“I see, this interests you?” She asked, relaxing slightly when I nodded quickly. “That is a relief. But you shouldn’t agree to anything until you’ve heard all the terms of the agreement. Never sign anything before you read it, and all that.”

I took the advice to heart, recognizing this woman had boundless skills, talents and knowledge that I could learn from. She was a boss, and one that commanded oceans of respect from those beneath her. I’d do well to learn everything I could from her, no matter what I chose to do with my life.

“Why did you bring me to your office to propose this?” I asked.

That’s when I saw the first signs of real vulnerability and expression on Renata’s fine features. She licked her lips as she looked around the room and came over to take a seat across from me and crossing her legs one over the other in an elegant motion.

“My home is my sanctuary. None may enter it. Neither Julia, Erika, nor Stella have ever come in, let alone a lover.” When she said the word lover, her lips caressed the word, and I found myself shifting on my seat. I was suddenly aware of how sensual her small mouth was as she gazed around the room, biting her bottom lip with a thoughtful expression. “In this place I am uncontested. My power and authority are supreme, you understand? With the one man I was lucky enough to call Master, we met in hotel rooms, but they were always set up like this office…so I could lose all control…in the place where I can never lose it…” A shudder passed through the slender woman and she looked like she was savoring something delicious as she closed her eyes. “It makes me weak and wet just to imagine.”

Her eyes sharpened like daggers as they found mine, and her expression grew cold again. I was suddenly reminded of where I was and just how much trouble she could cause me if she wanted to.

“Nothing is to leave the confines of these walls, do you understand?” There was no desperation or fear in her voice, but I thought I detected faint hints of both around the edges of her expression and in the way she gripped her scotch glass in white-knuckled fingers. “Not only my reputation, but my practice and the livelihoods of all those wonderful women downstairs could be ruined simply because of my indulgence.” She tossed back the rest of the scotch and stood, drawing in a ragged breath as she glared down at me. “Julia’s right, though. If I can’t find some pleasure in this world, then what’s the point? This…need
 has driven me crazy for long enough and if I don’t take matters into my own hands then I might do something even more rash in a moment of weakness. Something unsafe.”

Those last two words were the most vulnerable and open Renata had been with me, and it shook me deeply to have had the normally cold and remote woman share so much so fast with me.

“Is this something you think you can handle?”

I took a second to think it over, weighing things from every angle, then asked, “What exactly is it you’re looking for?”
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R
 enata offered me her first smile and walked over to the nearest wall. Pulling aside a scenic painting on hinges, she revealed a hidden safe with a digital lock. Pressing her index finger to the display, the lock released with a hiss of pressurized air, and the door swung outwards.

There was a small file cabinet in the bottom of the safe, and above that a small shelf with a pistol and two loaded magazines. I blinked at the gun, but the woman didn’t give it a second look as she reached for an upper shelf and pulled down a manila folder and a large stack of hundred-dollar bills wrapped in a paper sleeve.

“You’ll find a contract, an NDA, and on top, a list of my hard limits.”

She brought the folder to me and I flicked it open, seeing a page covered in elegant handwriting. Looking up with a raised eyebrow, I caught a hint of blush on Renata’s features as she turned and grabbed her glass, heading back to the bar to refill it.

Perusing the sheet, I saw a list titled Do Not, with several items written beneath it.



Do Not:




Tear out hair on my head.



Leave marks above the neck or on exposed skin.



Keep me immobile for more than 3 hours.



…


It went on for half a page and had a large note at the bottom with Renata’s safe word: Bubblegum. Besides the list there was a detailed paragraph where she went into the experience she wished to have:

“I am a woman who prides herself on being in control and find that power pools around me, whether I want it to or not. Perhaps because of this, or other more internal motivations, my inner self seeks to relinquish that control and offer it up to a trusted partner. It is in service and submission I find meaning, and in pain, the pathway to pleasure.

“Today will be a trial run, and if all goes well, then I would humbly ask that You collar me, and keep me as Your slave, to do with as You wish. I further ask, if that becomes O/our dynamic, that once a week You promise to put me in my place, as I crave being dominated.”

I read the letter over two more times before glancing back up at Renata. The tall woman stood near the massive window, staring out at the bay with an expressionless face. She’d clearly said all she wanted to for now.

Flipping the top sheet over, I scanned the next couple of documents and saw they were as she’d said, a simple contract spelling out the terms of our arrangement: no less than once every two weeks for the coming 3 months, should we decide to proceed, and a Non-Disclosure Agreement that made it clear I would see myself bankrupt and possibly imprisoned if I disclosed the nature of our arrangement to anyone not approved by Renata.

The prospect of dominating a woman had never crossed my mind, and I wasn’t sure where to begin, but one of the things I had taken away from my encounters with Julia and Stella was that showing my ignorance wouldn’t win me any favors in this situation. Most women needed to feel a man was in control, Julia had taught me, and some craved it on a deeper level, as I was seeing with Renata.

Standing, I walked over to her desk and found a fountain pen sitting in an ink well. Plucking the ornate pen free I scratched out a signature on both documents and heard the tall woman turn back to return to the bar, her eyes flickering over to me then back down to the floor.

“You will stop right where you are.”

I said it simply, calmly, but Renata froze as if I’d shouted it, her eyes pressed closed and her foot set down in mid-step. Closing the manila folder, I walked back over to the safe which was still open and, standing in front of it, turned to regard the stiff woman.

“I assume every secret you wish kept is in here?” Her eyes flashed open, and I saw a heat enter them I’d never seen in her expression before as she nodded quickly. “Good.”

I lay the folder back down on the shelf and ran my fingers over the file cabinet, watching Renata’s chest rise and fall heavily. Reaching to the back of the lower shelf, I felt heavy leather material and pulled it free, holding it up before my face.

It took a second to puzzle out that it was an eyeless hood, with a hard ring of plastic worked into the mouth hole.

“The body suit is—”

The woman snapped her jaw closed with a click of teeth when I snapped my head over and glared at her.

“I didn’t say you could speak, slave.”

Dropping the hood to the floor I strolled over, seeing a shiver of fear or pleasure, I couldn’t be sure which, sweep over the tall woman. She never moved from her place though as I reached up and snatched the back of her ponytail and shoved her head down, so she stood bent over at the waist awkwardly.

“Didn’t I order you to stop right where you were? Answer me.”

“Yes, sir!” Her desperate hiss was so unlike the poised and professional woman I had met earlier, I felt my cock plump up in my pants.

“Not even a minute in and you’re already proving to be fucking worthless,” I growled. I wasn’t actually angry, but reading the cues from Renata, I saw the effect my words had on her. She sagged in my grip, her knees growing so weak she nearly fell. The room was already filled with her womanly aroma.

“Yes, sir, I am, sir. I’m a worthless whore, sir. Please punish your filthy slut, sir. Please show her what she’s good for.”

“Hmm, we’ll see if you really are good for anything,” I said, allowing a skeptical note of derision enter my voice and letting her sag to the floor, her knees hitting the cold tile as I reached down to grip her chin in two fingers and tilt her head back up to look me in the eye. “Do you have a change of clothes, whore?”

She nodded, or tried to, but I held her in place and she whimpered before hissing out a, “Yesss, sir…. closet…near the bathroom.”

I followed her gaze and saw two doorways nearly hidden in the office’s wood paneling. Letting a cruel smile work its way onto my lips, I dragged my hand down her chin, my fingers pulling on her lips and then gripping her neck firmly before slipping down and inside the top of her expensive bra.

Renata gasped as my fingers found one hard nipple and gave it a firm tweak, twisting her shirt and bra around. Then I pressed her cheek down to the cold tile and reaching back, lay the full force of a firm slap across the woman’s tight little ass.

“Count it out, whore.”

“One, sir! Ngnnnnnnn.”

Renata’s whimper matched the flex of her hips as I drew my hand away, a wet spot forming through her pants at the base of her ass as she presented it towards the massive window. As my hand came down again, I marveled at the situation I was in. It was nothing I’d been expecting, but I would eagerly jump at the opportunity.

“Two, sir!” Renata continued to scream out the count as my hand came down on her ass hard three more times.

The last slap, I let my fingers explore her firm cheeks, even dipping down to slide two fingers over the wetness dampening her pants and enjoying the whimper of pleasure from the woman. Gripping her ponytail, I hauled her up to her knees once more and stepped around in front of her.

Renata knelt before the window, with the entire city and bay stretching out behind her. Her cheeks were flush and her pupils wide and dilated with arousal. Reaching down, I plucked the glasses from her face and folding them carefully I set them on her desk and stepped back in front of her.

Pushing her jacket down, I held her arms behind her back. Rising slowly, I dragged my nose and lips up the side of her neck and face, taking in her scent and enjoying the shiver that passed through her as I ran my tongue over her lips like she was my property. Rising, I loosened my belt, my heart racing as I contemplated what I was about to do.

Renata’s eyes flashed wide when my enormous cock flopped free and she licked her lips in anticipation of what was to come, but I didn’t move forward, or invite her to suck me off like she expected. Instead, I reached down and stroked my cock slowly, drawing it to a stiffness I’d rarely before felt as I gazed down at the elegant woman kneeling before.

“You’re a beautiful woman, slave,” I breathed as my hand continued its ministration, the woman’s eyes locked on the winking tip as it grew darker and darker with blood. “I’ve always thought you had the face of an angel…even if you refused to smile…mhmm…don’t you dare move…”
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R
 enata sat there frozen. Her ragged, heavy breath was the only sign of movement in her entire body as she watched me stroke my cock with wide eyes. Feeling my pleasure grow I stepped forward and ran the tip of my cock across her lips, daring her to move, but the woman didn’t budge an inch. I trailed a wet line of pre-cum across one pale check and heard a quiet whimper of pleasure escape her throat.

My balls were tightening as I hefted up my cock and then let it slap down on her face. Renata swooned, swaying gently but mastering herself quickly as her fingers bunched in her pants. The look that passed over her face as I dragged my heavy cock down it was one of absolute euphoria.

“You haven’t earned the right to taste it yet,” I growled, my toes curling as the pleasure crested in me. “Just wear it like the whore that you are.”

“Yes, sir!” Renata breathed, her jaw dropping and mouth opening wide, despite what I’d said, as the first thick spurt of my cum shot forth across her face.

The second and third bursts arched to the side as I grunted in pleasure, unable to aim them properly, but I made sure that the next two coated the beautiful woman’s face. Thick drops spattered onto her hair and eyelashes but she kept her eyes open and locked on me, never moving besides the tongue that swirled the bits of my cum that had landed in her mouth.

Panting, I grinned at what I’d done and stepped back. Renata remained immobile on her knees, her face a mess of pearlescent cum. As I took up the mask and approached her, I saw the woman’s hips convulse and a sigh of pleasure — or was it acceptance? — escaped her as I unzipped the back.

“I have you for three more hours, slave?”

Renata nodded quickly. “Yes, sir. I have an appointment I can’t miss after that and need at least twenty minutes to make myself presentable.”

“Until then, you will wear this over my cum. Feeling it against your skin and filling your every breath with my scent as you serve me.”

“Yessss, sir,” Renata said, her eyes sparkling with suppressed joy as I slipped the tight hood over her head, tucking her hair underneath it.

The hood wasn’t eyeless as I’d first assumed. Instead, the eye sockets were covered in a thick mesh, giving the wearer only a dim view of the world. The plastic ring fit around her lips, locking her mouth open into a small ‘O’ that tempted my throbbing cock.

As I pulled down the zipper and locked it in place, I felt an odd weight settle over my shoulders. I realized there was tremendous responsibility in the role I was undertaking, and I couldn’t let myself lose control or give in to my own desire too much.

All of this had to be about Renata.

With that thought in the forefront of my mind, I set about providing an experience for the powerful attorney that would satisfy her needs.

Renata directed to me to her desk, and I unlocked a bottom drawer, pulling free the suit she’d mentioned and a set of soft leather cuffs for both ankles and wrists with a short rope that could be attached between them. When I got back the woman was breathing so heavily, I worried she might pass out from hyper-ventilation, but she calmed down as I dropped the items on the ground before her.

“We won’t be interrupted, correct?”

“Ellie was given very clear instructions,” Renata said, her voice faint and soft as I plucked a pair of steel scissors from her desk. She watched the gleaming metal approach, and I thought I detected a slight shiver of orgasm as the cold steel touched her flesh.

Working swiftly and precisely, I cut the expensive pantsuit from her body, cutting free her underwear at the same time as the sharp scissors slid across her smooth skin, slicing through the material like paper.

When the rags fell away from her, they revealed a body of breathtaking beauty. Renata was a woman who obviously took great pains to stay in shape and eat right.

Her breasts were high and firm, standing out proudly from her slender frame. The smooth sweep of her slender stomach let down to a nearly-trimmed sex, a single line of hair marching up from bald lips. I took long seconds to savor the muscled and toned legs I’d tried not to look at earlier as I stood the woman up, naked but for the hood and her sky-high heels. The room was warm, but the woman shivered, and goose pimples popped out on the skin as I ran gentle fingers down them.

“Turn and face the window.”

The words were barely past my lips before she spun in place, the early afternoon light illuminating her. I couldn’t see her expression under the hood, but her tongue trembled in her open mouth.

I pulled her wrists roughly behind her back, fastening the cuffs in place and locking them together, then put the ankle cuffs on as well but left them free. Then I slowly disrobed behind her.

Renata could just make out my reflection in the glass and I saw a shiver pass through her body as my shirt fell to the floor. I felt confident and in control as I moved up behind Renata and pushed her up against the cold glass, my thick, semi-hard cock pressed between her tight cheeks.

“I recently got to feel how tight and wonderful an ass feels around my thick dick…I wonder how tight this little butthole is…” Renata didn’t move, but I felt her breath catch, and heard a faint whimper escape through her puckered lips. “But first it needs a little stretching out.”

“Nggghhh!”

Renata somehow managed to stifle her gasped groan as I pushed the small butt-plug I’d found in her desk into her tight little ass. It didn’t take much force to get the pink rubber bulb past her tight ring, but the shock of it left her thighs trembling and a line of wetness dripping down her thigh.

“What was that?” I asked, my tone dangerous.

“Nothing, sir,” Renata gasped awkwardly around her puckered lips, making if sound more like ‘nughing nugh’, before nodding and saying, “Thank you…sir.”

“Hmm, you might become a worthy slave after all,” I said, giving her tight cheeks a firm slap and pressing her harder against the cold glass. “Is that pussy juice leaking down your legs?”

“Yes, sir.” Renata said, nodding slightly.

“I suppose I should let you cum once, just to get it out of the way. You’re going to have to earn the next one, though.”

Renata didn’t say anything, but I felt her whole body tensing up in anticipation as I angled the head of my cock down and pressed it to the quivering lips of her dripping pussy.

Reaching up, I unclipped her wrists. She was pressed up against the window, naked and on display for the whole world to see.

“You will show me how you make yourself cum,” I said, careful to keep my tone firm and in command. “You will have twenty seconds to get yourself off with one hand and if you beg me nicely, I’ll even let you feel my dick inside you when you cum.”

“Oh, please, sir, please can I feel your huge, beautiful dick inside me? I will cum so hard for you, so fast! I need it so bad, oh god please let me feel that hot, hard young cock! Please, sir, oh please, pretty pretty please, I beg you! I’ll do anything! Anything!”

“Anything?” I asked, raising an eyebrow dangerously as my dick pressed against her wet lips, like a battering ram preparing to attack the castle gates.

“Anything!”

“And if I want to see this slutty face buried between another woman’s thighs?” The words sprang into my mind and over my lips as I remembered Stella’s whispered confession from the other night.

Renata didn’t hesitate for a second before nodding, her words unclear with her puckered lips but clear enough to make out. “Yes, anything! I’ll seduce Erika or Stella if you want! Anything, just please ohhhhhhh goooooddddd, yessssss!”

“Good girl,” I whispered in the woman’s ear as I pushed into her shockingly tight sex, “You may cum for me. And cum hard…because it will be your last for a while.”

“Oh, god, thank you…. MaAASTERRR!!”
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H
 earing the title ripped from her throat put a smile on my lips and made it easier to hold myself in place, the woman sandwiched between me and the thick glass. My cock spit-roasted her as she worked at her pussy with one hand, the fingers swirling her clit in hard and quick little circles. True to her word, it only took seconds before a guttural groan escaped her open mouth and I felt her sex tighten and throb around my cock.

“I hope you enjoyed that,” I whispered in her ear, holding her close as she shook in the throes of a powerful orgasm, her entire body convulsing. The only thing holding her up was my pressing her against the window and my rock-hard cock filling her pussy. “Because your other hand didn’t stay in place, and that means you’re going to have to be punished.”

Renata gasped again, her pussy flexing even more tightly around my cock as her orgasm stretched out. Then she fell to her knees as I stepped back and twisted her head. She was moving, tongue reaching out before I even stepped forward again, ready to take her punishment. Hands once again behind her back, she knelt and offered up her puckered mouth to be fucked by my cum-slicked cock, juices draining down her thighs as the dick she’d watched shoot across her face finally invaded her fiery mouth.

It was almost as if she’d designed the hood for me, as the hole for her mouth was the perfect diameter for my dick to slip through as her tongue swirled around the head. Renata gave herself over to me, her shoulders relaxing and a blissful lassitude spreading through her body, as I began slowly fucking her face.

The sight of my cock sliding in and out of Renata’s puckered lips was sexy enough, but with the view of the city stretching behind her it was doubly incredible. Her small, firm breasts shook with every thrust of my dick into her hot mouth, and her guttural moans of pleasure filled the office along with the wet sounds from the back of her throat.

Renata wasn’t as skilled as Julia, nor as wickedly enthusiastic as Stella, but there was something completely intoxicating about manhandling her sexy body. I felt more powerful and in control than I ever had as I gripped the back of the leather hood tightly and drove my rock-hard dick down her tight throat.

My orgasm was approaching but with a control I never knew I had, I held off, pulling out of her mouth and slapping her mask-covered face with my heavy slab of meat. Renata gasped when my dick struck her and thrust her chest and face farther forward as I slapped my cock against her other cheek, and a whimper of pleasure escaped her throat.

Reaching down, I pinched one firm little nipple hard, loving how the pale pink flesh darkened and Renata’s hips shook. Her tongue reached out of her puckered mouth, seeking the head of my cock nearby and I indulged her, shoving my dick back into her mouth roughly and fucking it hard with quick thrusts.

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck! HHNNGHGGHNN!”

“Swallow it all,” I roared.

“NGggh!”

Renata drove forward, and I watched the woman’s throat bulge and stretch as she stuffed the fat head of my cock down it. And then I came again. The pleasure made me weak in the knees and I had to reach out and put a hand on the window to steady myself as my balls unloaded another huge, thick load, this time straight into the woman’s belly.

“Mhmm, that was…adequate,” I said, stepping back from the kneeling woman, panting while her chest heaved, drool and cum coating the front of her body. “I’m not done painting you with my cum, so get to work, slave.”

“Yes, sir,” she huffed, the words coming out nearly unintelligible as she fell forward onto my cock, once more inhaling it into her mouth. This time her tongue swirled the soft tip, still sensitive from cumming, and her mouth suckled it awake.

I felt confident in our growing connection. Turning, I spotted a small statue in the corner, near the window. It was an elegant working of a woman standing on tiptoes, balanced with her hands arched above her head in a dancer’s pose. The statue was beside one of the chairs and stood no higher than my waist.

Seeing the statue’s hands cupped around one another gave me an idea. I stared down at Renata as she suckled my cock hard again, her movements becoming more and more frantic as her need to be punished and pleasured grew with every second. Kneeling on the cold tile was its own kind of torture, I reflected, but I had something more ingenious planned.

“Are you ready for your punishment, slave?”

“Nghhh. Yesss…sir.”

“As you should be,” I said, stepping over to her desk and pulling a short, thick dildo out of the drawer.

Reaching down, I gripped Renata’s throat and hauled her to her feet. I could sense her confusion as I marched her over to the corner until she saw me stuff the bottom end of the dildo into the statue’s cupped hands. The woman let out a shocked gasp when she realized what I was doing and let me manhandle her forward, body trembling against me until she stood facing the window with the fat dildo invading her pussy.

“You will stay in place while I mark this tight little ass of yours.” Reaching up, I snatched the back of her hood, turning her head so she was forced to look in my eyes through the mesh. “Don’t you dare cum without permission, or I will walk out of here now, and never bother training your worthless ass again.”

“Yes, sir!”

“Hmph,” I let my frown linger before releasing her head and stepping back to enjoy my handiwork and the view.

Renata stood impaled on the dildo. I could see the muscles of her legs trembling, but they didn’t seem overworked, and tiny beads of sweat were breaking out on her thighs and back. The woman’s nipples here hard little diamonds on her firm breasts and if the twitching of her tongue was any indication, she was I the throes of blissful agony as she hovered on the brink of orgasm.

Reaching up, I unclipped the o-ring from her lips, then I took up my belt and gave the leather a loud snap, which caused Renata to tremble even more. When the first strike hit her firm ass cheeks, she let out a scream of pleasure that echoed around the office, before announcing the count in a shaky voice.

“One…master!”

“You call me master now?” I asked, just before the second blow landed on her ass, leaving a red stripe across the first.

“Two, master! Yes…oh god, may I speak freely, master?”

“You may,” I growled in her ear, running a hand up her slender belly to cup one firm breast as she shuddered, legs shivering as she struggled to stay in place on the dildo.

“Please be my master, please! I need this so badly, oh my god you have no idea how much I need this.” Renata broke down a little, the emotion too much for her, and I held her tight against my naked chest, letting the emotion shake itself out of her. When she was recovered, and blinking away the moisture in her eyes, she smiled up at me tremulously. “Now I see what Julia meant. In ten minutes, you’ve made me feel more like the woman I need
 to be, than I have in the last twenty years.”

“Good,” I said, holding her for another long second before slowly releasing her and letting the hardness return to my voice and face. “Now back to the count.”

“Yes, master,” Renata said meekly, before licking her lips and stiffening her posture again.

SMACK!

“Three, master!”

The woman kept up her count, though I could see the strain on her face growing the more her cheeks reddened. When I let the leather belt slap across the backs of her thighs, Renata shook and bit her bottom lip, the count hissing out of her teeth.

“Six, master, oh please can I cum, master, I’m about to explode!”

“Not yet,” I said, waiting a long second before letting the belt pepper her ass three more times in quick succession.

“Seven! Eight! Nine!”

Then I whispered low in her ear.


“Cum for me, slave.”


“TEN MASTER OHH FUUUUUCCCKKKK NGGHHH!”

Renata’s entire body was locked up as she shook in orgasm, her cream dripping down the dildo and coating the statue’s hands. When I pushed her, flicking the dildo free, she stumbled onto her hands and knees and I pounced on her, my dick driving down into her dripping pussy.

“Keep cumming whore, I want to feel this tight pussy pulsing around my cock as I cum deep inside you.” Renata grunted and panted, her ass pushing back against me as I gripped her slender hips and driving hard and deep into her as we met in loud slaps of ass against hips.

“Yes! Take me, Master! Make me yours!”

I growled in desire as I hunched over her back, one hand exploring her slender torso and cupping her firm tits while the other gripped her hard, right at the juncture of hip and thigh, as I fucked down into her like an animal in heat. The need was powerful in me, but more than that, I sensed how much Renata needed it as her body convulsed in the throes of endless orgasms.

“Are you mine?”

“Yes!” The woman said, “All yours…body…soul…nghh fuck!...Too much…it’s too much!”

‘Then say it,” I growled. “Say your safe word and escape the torment. Or shut up and fuck me, slave.”

“YESSSSSS!”

Renata almost cracked my forehead when she threw her head back, crawling across the floor until she was again pressed against the window, the city and bay stretching below us as her face in the reflection twisted into a grinning snarl as she began fucking back against me so hard I had to brace myself and hold on tight.

She became a writhing animal beneath me, her strong and leonine form undulating up and down my shaft while her sex gripped me as tightly as that of a woman twenty years younger. The slap of her ass on my crotch, her guttural grunts of pleasure, and the wet squishing sound as her juices oozed out of her, all had me on the edge of orgasm.

Once more, I staved it off for long seconds as I felt Renata’s body tensing beneath me. When her rhythm gave out, I reached up and slipped a hand around her neck, loving the sight of her eyes flashing wide open, pupils dilating to their fullest.

“Heaven…heaven…heav…” The words hissed out of her throat, her expression vacant and lost as she flopped beneath me.

I finally released my control and with a bellowing roar flooded her insides with what felt like gallons of cum. My toes ground into the tile floor and I held myself up by one trembling arm, Renata clutching at me with the other.

The lanky woman had completely lost control of her limbs, body shaking and shuddering, her eyes rolled back in her head. Gently and carefully I lowered her to the ground. I held her as we lay on the cold tile, in the corner of her office, spent, covered in sweat and our juices for long minutes.

Renata pushed back against me and rested her head on my shoulder. Stroking her slick, sweaty hair back from her face, I placed a gentle kiss on her brow as she sighed gently. Keeping clear of the red marks on her ass and thighs, I ran soft fingers down her back, as she sighed in complete and utter contentment.
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“Y
 ou’re very good at this,” she said, as she picked her head up slowly and blinked in the bright afternoon light, “I have lots of feedback and I’ll be sending you a detailed report by email tonight, but all in all, that was…unexpected.”

The stiffness of her posture and face was gone, though she was back to showing little emotion as she stood without embarrassment and wiped a glob of my cum off her nose and sucked it off her finger.

“Let’s shower and get you out of here before Ellie begins to—what the fuck is that?!”

I was slowly picking myself up from the tile floor when her voice rose an octave. I turned with a start to find her stalking over to the conference table. She bent low, giving me a delightful view of her bald pussy and ass, and snatched up a small silver device.

“I’ll kill that stupid girl!” she growled in anger as she stalked back to her desk.

“Renata?” I asked, but she slashed the air with one hand, silencing me with a look as she punched a button on her keyboard.

Immediately I heard a click from the heavy, black oak doors and let out a strangled yell as I leaped for my pants. I hadn’t quite made it before Ellie rushed into the office with an iPad at the ready in one hand and a stylus in the other.

“Yes, ma’am, how can I—”

The woman’s voice instantly silenced when she saw Renata standing there in the nude with my cum still smeared across her cheeks and chin. The tiny assistant didn’t know where to look when she saw me snatch up my slacks and cover my hanging manhood.

“Is this your voice activated recorder?” Renata asked in an icy voice as she held up the small silver device.

Ellie gasped and reached for her breast pocket. When she found nothing, her expression turned sickly and green.

“You’re fired. Box up your things and be gone from the building before security throws you out.”

“What’s going on?” I asked, stepping forward but still clutching my slacks before my nakedness.

Ellie didn’t look shocked or surprised, rather a calculating look passed over her face as her eyes scanned the room. When she saw the statue’s hands coated with wetness and a dildo lying nearby, the tiniest hint of a smile began to work its way onto her lips.

“You can’t fire me. That recorder has evidence of illegal activity.” Ellie’s expression showed she was seizing on what little leverage she had.

Renata didn’t miss a beat. Turning, she cocked back her arm and hurled the device at the far wall where it smashed into pieces with a terrible crash after hitting a glass shelf. I’d had enough of not knowing what was going on and roared.

“Slave, you will tell me what the fuck is going on, or I’ll make you suffer while your assistant watches!”

Ellie blinked, her expression careful as she readjusted her thinking. The young woman eyed Renata with curiosity, but the older attorney didn’t give her the satisfaction of blushing or showing the slightest hint of embarrassment at her nudity.

“I would humbly ask that you forgive me, Master, but this is a matter of propriety and the law. We specially designed these recorders to activate on voice, giving our associates an advantage in interviews and when dealing with clients. But I have a strict
 rule that they are never to be brought out and used unless an associate is on a case. This young woman has done so. Not only that, but she left it in my own office. Either she’s a spy for another firm, or she’s a total idiot. I don’t need either of those working for me.”

“Is that true, Ellie?” I asked. “Are you an idiot, or a spy?”

Her poker face was terrible.

“Who owns you, girl?” Renata asked, and even though she was nude, the woman could command the room like none other I’d ever seen. I stored away my observations, my mind spinning as I tried to keep up with everything that was going on.

“No one owns me,” Ellie said, her back stiffening as she stood straighter.

“I.T. has access to your personal phone and email, you know. I’ll discover who it is before you’re even out of the building. Just tell me. It’ll be much simpler.” Renata turned, a sneer on her face as she headed towards her computer and I saw the girl’s face crumple and she wrung her hands.

“It was just supposed to be this one time,” she said, her voice raw with emotion. Renata listened as the girl went on, the tears flowing and heavy racking sobs escaping her in heaves. “I did…a video in college…They were supposed to blur my face…ohh god this is so shameful…”

She trailed off in silence for a second before drawing in a ragged breath and standing a little straighter, her face haggard and drawn.

“It was a fetish video…something I was into…am into…” Pressing her eyes tight, she drew in a deep breath but Renata surprised me by crossing her arms and nodding for the girl to continue when she finally opened her eyes. “I got into Princeton no problem. Thought it wouldn’t be an issue, that it was a chapter of my life that was finished. But a week ago someone contacted me…they had an unblurred copy of the file and they told me they’d send it to my dad and mom…that they’d put it up on the internal servers.”

“Who contacted you?” Renata asked.

“He had a gruff voice and said he worked for a single client, other than that I don’t know.”

“And his instructions to you?”

“I was supposed to leave that,” she indicated the broken device across the room, “in your office when Erika, or her representative, came to go over her case.”

Renata and I glanced at one another and though she looked puzzled, I felt a snake of cold anger swirling in my guts. I was sure my dad had something to do with this.

“What are you doing in the video?” Renata asked.

“I can’t say,” Ellie whispered, shaking her head. “It’s too shameful.”

“Ellie, I hope you know I’d never press charges against you,” Renata said, the false sweetness somehow sounding more dangerous than her cold anger a minute before. “But if you aren’t 100% honest with me going forward, forever, then I will bring so many civil cases against you, and every person you ever come to love, that you’ll kill yourself in order to escape the crushing misery of your life. Do you understand me, Ellie?” The girl's face was green, and I wished I could have reached out and given her support, but she deserved every word of this verbal tongue lashing. “Now, speak.”

“I…I signed up to a website that offered dates to older men in exchange for tuition payments, dinners, rent, things like that. The man who helped me through sophomore year turned me on to daddy fetish roleplay. I got really into it, but he moved back in with his wife and in desperation I signed up for the porn shoot.”

“For the money?” Renata asked.

“No…” Ellie’s cheeks turned bright red, an odd contrast to the fading sickly color, and the words began to tumble out in a rush. “I wanted to live in that world again. To hear the words and feel the comfort and experience the power exchange. But it’s a terrible and shameful thing, and I can’t let him release the video, so I…I did what he told me to.”

“No video will ever reach your parents,” Renata said, walking over to her desk and pulling open a top drawer. Pulling out a pack of cigarettes, she pulled one out and offered it to me, but I waved her off. Meanwhile Ellie took one and they both lit up. It was an odd sight to see the naked, powerful executive, and the clothed, fragile assistant, smoking together in the massive office.

“I will file an injunction before the courts close, and we have a private security company on retainer that can make sure nothing reaches your parents’ devices.”

“I don’t…is she still fired?” I asked, pulling on my slacks and trying not to show any embarrassment when Ellie’s eyes fastened on the heavy log of flesh between my legs.

“I’m not sure. This isn’t something I can entirely overlook…” Renata said, then a thoughtful expression entered her face. “But perhaps it can be used to our advantage. If your father, or his lawyers, want to breach law and etiquette in this case, then why not make use of the double agent?”

I was completely lost at this point, but Ellie was grinning.

“Do you still need me?” I asked, glancing around for my shirt and finding it behind one of the chairs.

“No, Evan,” Renata said, turning to me and offering a rare smile as she stepped close. “I’m sorry but work has come up. You understand. But I need to see you again, and…” she glanced over at Ellie and a sparkle of interest entered her eyes, “about what you said earlier…I might be open to it. But only with women I approve.”

“Stella?” I asked, one eyebrow raised. Renata twisted, her slender but strong arms tightening around me as she flashed a grin up at me.

“If Master desires it, and he’s certain to make sure I do a good job…or else…then, yes. Of course.”

“I want to see it in writing,” I said, laughing when Renata gasped and pinched me on the butt.

“You’re learning quickly,” Renata said, her stoic expression vanishing and peals of laughter breaking from her.

Ellie and I stared at one another in shock as Renata laughed, the sound swiftly turning into a grating bray as she began to slap the table.

“You hear that Ellie? He got me!”

“You can leave her to me, sir,” Ellie said, taking my elbow and steering me towards the door as Renata continued to laugh as she headed for the hidden bathroom. “I’m sure you have a busy day ahead of you. I will be contacting you for the next…appointment. Mrs. Corningstone is very busy, so I can’t be certain when that will be.”

Before the young woman rushed me from the room, I hastily put on my shirt, which lay near Renata’s desk, and slipped the stack of hundreds into my pocket. I barely had the last button done up before a firm hand pushed me out the door. The last thing I heard before it slammed shut behind me was a hissed whisper.

“Speak a word of this to anyone, girl, and I will make sure you go to prison!”

After taking a few seconds in the assistant’s outer office to compose myself I headed out, feeling the eyes of dozens of women track my passage through the law firm as I tried very hard not to scratch at my itchy balls. Something perverse inside me wanted to shout that their boss had been so wet that my balls were sticky after fucking her so hard, but I could never betray her trust like that.

Instead, I chuckled to myself as I passed Hilda’s desk and her eyes shot daggers at me.

“You have a wonderful day, Hilda,” I said, offering her a dip of my head and my most winning smile.

She only frowned all the harder, but I saw most of the surrounding women look softly at me, then glare at their co-worker. Feeling as though I’d scored a point on her, I headed out and climbed into the Mustang. A cruise down Ocean Drive, with the top down, sounded perfect to me, as I fired up the engine and pulled away.

Somewhere twenty-five floors above me, a brilliant mind was plotting her revenge against my father. Pulling out my phone, I dialed his number, and wasn’t surprised when it clicked over to voicemail a second later.

“Hey dad, I just wanted to let you know I’m back from school, if you wanted to go get lunch or dinner. Give me a call when you’re free.”

I hung up, knowing it would be days if not weeks before I heard from him. Then I dialed another number.

“Hello, Evan,” came the throaty purr from the other end. “Did you see my text message?”

“I did.”

“Then you saw what I’m still wearing…or rather, not wearing. Momma needs to get fucked, baby. Get your sexy ass over here, so you can tell me all about your afternoon with Renata.”

“You know I can’t do that, Julia,” I said with a grin as I turned off Ocean Drive and headed for her place.

“We’ll see about that,” Julia murmured into the phone, her voice letting out a soft whimper, “Mhmmm maybe the woman whose tongue is in my pussy will get it out of you, hmm?”

“What?!” I said, nearly swerving off the side of the road.

“Mhmm, tonight you learn how to please two women at once, Evan. Mmmm you better get over here fast, before she eats me all up and doesn’t leave anything for you.”

The phone clicked off just as Julia let out a huffing moan of pleasure, and my cock throbbed as I stepped on the gas. I was exhausted and needed a shower after my session with Renata, but Julia seemed hell bent on putting me through my paces. As I raced across town, I tried to focus on the adventure to come and not think about Erika, but my mind kept straying back to her bright-eyed smiles and our easy camaraderie over the last few days. I feared another fight might be on the horizon, like we’d had before I went off to school, and was desperate to avoid it, while at the same time keeping this incredible gig I’d fallen into.
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T
 he sun was dipping near the western horizon when I pulled into Julia’s driveway. There was a brand-new hot pink Tesla with a black leather interior parked behind Julia’s Mercedes. I’d never seen a Tesla with those colors before and figured from the rhinestones I could see glittering from the steering wheel that whoever Julia’s guest was, they had had it specially painted and upholstered.


And whoever they are, they must be wealthy,
 I thought to myself when I spotted the pile of shopping bags in the tiny backseat.

I knocked at the front door, but when no one came to greet me, and finding the door unlocked, I let myself in. No one answered my call, but I heard music coming from upstairs. Butterflies danced in my belly as I closed and locked the door.

There was an empty envelope sitting on the stand just inside the door, with another full one beside it. The full envelope had my name scrawled across it in Julia’s elegant handwriting, while the empty one bore the name Serenity Steele.

My heart quickened when I saw the name, and the palms of my hands grew clammy and refused to stay dry no matter how much I wiped them on my pants. Inside the envelope with my name on it, I found the same amount Julia had given me last time, and pocketed it.

A high laugh drew my attention back upstairs, and I climbed the curving staircase with slow steps, my ears trying to identify the two voices I heard. Julia’s I could make out the closer I grew, but the other voice, low and throaty, I couldn’t place. It made my heart beat all the faster.

When do you ever hear a porn actress talking for any length of time? I thought with a giddy grin, then forced the smile away as I berated myself. Don’t get ahead of yourself. There’s no way the
 Serenity Steele is here. That would be—

“Insane…” I breathed, as I rounded the corner of the short hallway and saw into Julia’s massive bedroom.

The women either noticed movement, or heard my whisper, because both turned to regard me with nearly identical smiles. Julia sat in a cream-colored silk robe with a champagne flute in one hand that she tilted in my direction. The silk robe hugged every perfect curve of her body, even showing the pebbled flesh around her large nipples. Then my eyes drifted to the stunning creature sitting in the padded chair beside her.

Serenity Steele, the
 Serenity Steele, the woman devoted to whom I had created an entire folder on my computer, sat sipping a glass of champagne. Her icy blue eyes traveled up and down my form as I stepped into the room. I could feel my jaw hanging open, and forced it closed as I smoothed my expression, but it was a struggle to keep my composure in the face of the actress’ flawless beauty.

Serenity Steele had just a short run in the adult film industry, only shooting a few scenes when she was in her early twenties, but they had been some of the hottest and most intense scenes ever produced by the production company and she’d been plastered all over the internet for years.

A decade had passed since she left the industry, but as my eyes drank up her every curve, I thought she hadn’t changed a bit. She still had the same thick, brunette locks and the almost inhuman hourglass figure as she had when she was younger. If anything, her breasts looked bigger, and I could tell she’d taken care of herself over the years because her skin practically glowed in the dim bedroom light.

“Took you long enough,” Julia said with a smirk as she stood, long legs flashing as she reached into the ice bucket standing beside her and pulled out a glass before filling it and bringing it over to me. “This is my friend Linda. She’s going to show you a thing or two, and then you’re going to prove you learned it. Got it?”

“Right,” I said, accepting the flute of champagne and taking a small sip, “Nice to meet you, Linda. I’m Evan.”

“I’ve heard all about you, Evan,” the woman smiled, and whatever she wanted to call herself, there was no mistaking that innocent, yet seductive smile. “We’re going to have ourselves a great time tonight, and perhaps many more nights to come.” When I raised an eyebrow at that, she winked and said, “Depends how good of a student you are.”

“I need to take a shower first,” I said, and Julia patted me on the shoulder, steering me towards her large bathroom and the glass sided shower enclosure.

“I’m sure you do. I don’t want to know what kind of closet freak Renata is,” Julia said with a laugh, “but we all guessed it, Evan. The woman always has handcuffs or silk ties secreted in her purse. Don’t tell her we know though, it would probably break her.”

“Hurry up, Evan,” Serenity or ‘Linda’ said, “the appetizer I had earlier merely…wet my beak.”

“Is this where I’m supposed to offer some quip about food? Perhaps a pun like, ‘I’ll feed you a meal that will fill you up…’ or something like that?” Linda cocked an eyebrow, that little smile of hers never leaving, but I shook my head. “Nah, on second thought, it feels forced.”

“Yes. Silence leads to mystery,” Julia said, draping an arm over my shoulder. “Better to be tall and brooding. Let the ladies fill in the gaps.”

I turned questioningly to Linda, and she nodded her head.

“If it isn’t real, it won’t feel authentic, and that’s all anyone wants in the end. An authentic experience. Something that is real, that they can remember and cherish. Men, women…we all want to feel loved and valued, and we are always on the hunt for liars in order to guard our hearts. Tell a woman the truth, even a vulgar truth, and she’ll value your honesty, if not the sentiment, and hold you closer in her heart for it.”

I stood there for a long second, processing her words as the gorgeous woman calmly sipped her champagne.

“I’d say I was surprised to find such wisdom in this place,” I gestured around the bedroom and the robed woman draped on me, “but that would be a lie. I see you and want to crawl into your mind because you’re
 the mystery to me. You’re nothing like I dreamed you were…I guess I only knew a character.”

“Smart as he is pretty,” Serenity – I would always think of her as Serenity – said, tilting her glass to Julia who laughed and kissed me on the cheek before goosing my ass and walking back over to refill her champagne.

“Darling, you ain’t seen nothing yet. Wait till you feel those hands…Mmmmm gets me wet just thinking about it.”

I ducked into the bathroom and the woman’s laughter rose, chasing me into the shower. The heat in my cheeks faded as steam filled the bathroom and I was rinsing herbal scented shampoo out of my hair when the lights in the bathroom clicked off.

“Julia?” I asked, a touch nervously.

I reached out, hunting for the wall and the tap to turn off the water, but before I could, the shower door rattled open, and gentle hands took mine and drew me forward. I gasped when a hot mouth closed around one finger, the tongue swirling the tip as if it were a cock and causing my manhood to rise to attention.

“That was your first lesson,” Serenity purred, my breath catching when I realized who it was. “The power of touch, in the absence of other senses…can be transformative.” I moved to step towards her but a hand pressed to my chest, “Stand still…let me get a look at you.”

The soap still covered my eyes, but I remained in place, feeling the woman’s naked skin brush mine as she stepped out of the shower and then in again after turning the light back on . She took the opportunity to raise the water’s temperature as she stepped back into the stall, her sighs of pleasure as she finished rinsing off causing me to shiver in anticipation of what was to come.

“I don’t get to sleep with many men as beautiful as you are,” Serenity purred, running a single nail across my broad shoulders and up to press the sharp edge in my neck, causing me to tilt my head back under the falling waters, “But why aren’t you arrogant? Huh?”

I gasped in shock when her other hand took a firm grip on my balls, the sudden ache causing me to groan in pain and blink away the water as I stared down at the gorgeous porn star.

“What?” I asked, my voice higher-pitched than normal as I froze in place.

“Julia says you come from money…I’ve seen your dad’s former trophy wife.” I frowned at the words and Serenity cocked an eyebrow, her lips quirking up in a crooked grin. “Touched a nerve there, did I? So you want to fuck mommy?” She purred the question as her hands caressed my balls. “Is that it? Are you a weak little boy, who wants mommy to take pity on your cock?”

“I’m no such thing,” I growled, reaching down and gripping the woman’s slender wrist in a powerful grip. I don’t know where the anger came from that suddenly flooded me, if it was from her domineering and painful grip, or from her words. But my hand tightened until I feared for the bones in her wrist. I knew the grip was painful for her, but Serenity’s lips broke out in a blissful grin as she calmly softened her grip on my balls. What had been on the edge of aching pain a second before, was suddenly sublime pleasure as her fingers expertly manipulated my flesh, then released me.

“Good…there’s some fire in you.” I was suddenly painfully aware that the naked body I’d worshipped and watched for so many hours was now mere inches away from mine, surrounded by swirling steam. “It’s a good thing you aren’t arrogant. Though you could do with a little more confidence and certainty. Now,” she said briskly, stepping back and giving me an unobstructed view of her naked body, “I want to see what I’m working with…you want to show me what you’ve got?”

She cocked an eyebrow, her lips quirking into a hungry grin that only grew wider as I stepped forward and swept her into my arms. Hands cupping her perfect ass, I pressed my lips to hers, savoring a long slow kiss as I let my stiffness drag along her sex.

Serenity’s body was spellbinding, but I couldn’t let it distract or divert me from my mission. Julia, Renata and Stella had each given me something precious in our time together. Knowledge of what women really wanted and desired. I knew Serenity could teach me much, too.

Using my hands to caress and massage the woman’s body, I let her see the desire in my eyes as my lips trailed kisses down her slender neck and across her shoulders. Serenity gave a delicate sigh of pleasure when I planted a gentle kiss at the nape of her neck, my fingers brushing lower down her body and between her legs.

Pressed up against the wall as she was, Serenity was at my mercy, and I felt her wetness coating my fingers as the pressure of my touch increased. By the time I dropped to a crouch, Serenity was shaking with desire and her sharp cry of pleasure as my tongue trailed fire across her stiff clit was music to my ears. Sinking my fingers into her, I feasted on her shaven sex, and tried to ignore the long nails digging into my scalp as she clung to me.

“Fingers…slide your finger…yesssss…deeper…. Ohh right there…mother…fucking G-spot oh god baby I’m cumming for you! I’m cumming you gorgeous boy!”

The woman’s scream could have been heard by the neighbors as she shook and shuddered above me. Her knees gave out and her weight pressed down on me, but I eased her to the floor, and let her desperate hands drag me between her legs.

“Now fuck me Evan, ride my orgasm with that big diiiii— ohhhh baaaby!”

Her pussy swallowed my cock, sucking me into her using some crazy sex judo I’d never heard of. She wasn’t nearly as tight as the other MILF’s I’d slept with, but the control she exerted over the muscles inside was second to none. It felt like a soft, wet hand was milking my cock whenever I pulled out of her and hammered back in.

I put my lust in check, and instead of grabbing and feasting on her big perfect tits, I reached down to cup her ass with one hand, letting the fingers sink into the firm flesh, as the other hand took a firm grip on the back of Serenity’s neck.

“Good boy…ho good boy, treat me like a…. mhmhmm piece of…fucking meat!”

This wasn’t the gentle lovemaking I’d experienced with Stella or Julia, nor the intense session I’d had with Renata. This was straight-up, animalistic fucking, as immediate and desperate as I’d ever experienced.

Something shocking took over both of us as our passions grew and Serenity was carried away in another orgasm. As Serenity and I stared into one another’s eyes, our sexes slapping into each other harder and harder, something passed between us, a sharing of our own truths and though there had been no emotion at the outset, I was suddenly flooded with them as we clung to one another, our bodies in perfect sync, our orgasms gripping us at the same moment.

“NNNGHHH!”

We both let out wordless moans, our lips seeking and finding each other as our rhythm slowed and finally stopped. I’d lost myself so completely in the moment I’d barely registered how much cum I’d flooded her with, and it oozed around my dick as I slipped out of her. For her part, Serenity laughed at the pool she left behind her as I helped her to her feet.

“Well?” I asked, causing Serenity to frown up at me in confusion as she pushed a strand of damp hair from her face with a shaky hand. “How did I do?”

“Ha!” Serenity’s laughter softened her features, and I saw a hint of the woman behind the Serenity Steele brand, charming me even further. “You’re a natural, kid.” She bit her bottom lip and stepped back up to me, running a long nail over the ridges of my muscles. “If I could bring you to Dubai for a month…we’d earn enough to retire,” she winked. “But we can discuss that another time. We have a client waiting.”
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I
 moved to head out of the bathroom, but Serenity reached out and caught my jaw and tipped my head down to stare at her. Her glorious eyes traced the lines of my face and an odd smile played across her mouth before she planted a deep, passionate kiss on my lips.

“Mhmmm.” The butterflies awoke in me and I relaxed and softened my lips. Serenity moaned gently, her incredible body melting against me for one second before she pushed away and tore her lips from mine. “Damn, you’re dangerous…I could spend all night eating you up.” Her eyes grew sharp with interest and she cocked an eyebrow. “How many times can you cum in a night?”

“I…don’t know.” I said honestly. Thinking back, I added up how many times I had so far that day and shrugged. “A lot.”

“You’d better not slip out in the morning without exchanging numbers with me,” Serenity said, winking and turning to leave the bathroom. Once again I admired her incredible ass, and she turned and smiled when she caught me staring. “Tonight will be a good warmup for what I have in mind for you.”

With that, she slipped back into the bedroom. I followed her to find Julia lounging on the bed. She had changed into a set of white lingerie and stockings attached with a garter belt. She was sipping her flute of champagne and judging from the wet spot on her panties hadn’t been idle while listening in on us.

“How’d the instruction go?” Julia asked with a crooked smile. “Sounds like Evan did the teaching.”

“The kid’s good with his hands. You were right about that,” Serenity said, slipping onto the bed and crawling over to Julia to pluck the glass from her hands and finish it off. Turning onto her back, she passed back the empty glass and stared over at me with Julia. “The question is, can he take charge when he needs to while also being soft when that is appropriate?”

Serenity saw my frown and flashed a grin at me. Crooking a finger, she beckoned me onto the bed as she turned to Julia with a hungry smile. The porn star kissed the other woman’s neck, running her fingers up one of her thighs and pressing her leg aside, spreading her wide for me.

“Two women are no different from one,” Serenity breathed, her lips causing Julia to shiver in pleasure. “We all want to be desired…the center of attention…and as the man you must be the center of that desire…a magnet for all the action.”

The bed shifted under my weight and Julia glanced up with a shy smile as I crawled between her legs. Letting my eyes trace her breathtaking curves, I saw her smile deepen as she relaxed into the moment. Running light fingers up the sheer nylon of her stockings, I planted a single kiss on her thigh where Serenity indicated, then another just up from it.

Soon my fingers were curling around the waistband of her panties before yanking them down. Serenity took Julia’s firm breasts and pulled down the cups of her bra to suck on her nipples. As I pressed my lips to her wet sex, Julia shuddered beneath us. The woman was in heaven as the two of us pleasured her, my tongue seeking and circling her engorged clit, while Serenity pulled on her nipples.

The porn star was rougher with the woman’s breasts than I ever would have dared to be, but Julia loved it. In fact, she came so hard a couple minutes into me eating her out that I was a bit worried about my neck when her thighs closed around my head and wrenched it to the side.

“I’m sorry, oh come here baby, let me kiss it better, holy shit that was intense!”

Shaky hands pulled me up and Julia’s hungry lips found mine. She rolled me onto my back and flashed an eager grin to the porn star.

“Can we do it now?”

“I suppose he’s earned it,” Serenity breathed as she slipped down my side with a wicked grin.

The two MILFs shared a heated glance, and I thought they were about to kiss as they moved towards one another, then I noticed my cock rising between them like a flagpole. The shock of realizing what was about to happen drew a groan from the back of my throat as they pressed their tongues on either side of my cock.

The sight of the two beautiful women moving up and down my dick, their wet tongues sending shivers of pleasure all through my body, was incredible. I’d seen double blowjobs in porn before, but Julia and Serenity put them all to shame.

Serenity was an artist.

She used her full lips and nimble tongue as if they were paint brushes and she was intent on creating a masterpiece with my dick. Quick little flicks of the tip of her tongue on the underside of my cock had me trembling. Then as she took me deep, lips puffed around my dick, she sucked so hard her cheeks hollowed out and it felt like she would steal my soul.

Julia wasn’t as skilled, but she more than made up for it in enthusiasm. She made love to my dick with her mouth, only pausing in her worship for the occasional hot make-out session with Serenity.

The women’s bodies were all mine and I played with their big tits, twisting and pinching the nipples before slipping my hands down to cup their wet pussies. Julia moaned, pressing herself into my hand, while Serenity shifted her hips so my wet fingers trailed over her ass.

“Stretch it out big boy,” Serenity purred, her lips teasing my dick as she spoke, “because I want to feel this hard, fat thing balls deep in my ass.”

“Yessss!” Julia hissed with an eager grin. “God, I want to watch that!”

“First, I want to see my cum coat your sexy faces,” I groaned as they ran gentle teasing tongues around the head of my cock.

“Good boy,” Serenity breathed. “Tell us what you want…take what you need!” Then she pressed on the back of Julia’s thick tresses, shoving her mouth down my dick.




Reaching down,
 I slipped my hands over Serenity’s and took a firm grip on Julia’s head and gave into my desires. With Serenity’s hands encouraging me, I held Julia’s face and drove my big dick deep into her mouth.

At first, I was nervous and anxious about hurting her, or scaring her, but the woman only moaned all the harder as her drool and saliva coated my cock. Her beautiful eyes rolled up to meet mine and crinkled around the edges in a smile as she swallowed the head, her throat and tonsils massaging me and causing me to groan in pleasure.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned.

“That’s it, fuck her beautiful face!” Serenity urged as she released my hands and plopped down onto her chest.

The porn star watched in delight as I pounded Julia’s perfect face, one hand behind her teasing and playing with her ass and pussy as she watched the other’s woman’s frothy lips engulfing my cock again and again. My toes curled and my balls tightened as the gathering orgasm rushed through me and when I screamed that I was cumming Julia moaned, her sucking only increasing until she pulled her mouth off my cock with an audible ‘pop’ at the last second.

Both women’s hands worked my cock, stroking and milking it as my cum coated their thick lips and smooth cheeks. Collapsing back onto the bed, I tried to catch my breath as they began kissing and licking my cum from each other’s face.

The sight was so hot I instantly firmed up again and slipped from beneath them and dropped a heavy slap on Serenity’s ass. The woman let out a high-pitched giggle, and her hips rolled in anticipation as I moved behind her.

“Slow baby…You need to ease that— OHHH GOD…that’s a biiig…fucking…cock!”

Julia crawled around to my side, the bed shifting beneath her. After giving me a brief kiss, her tongue tasting my lips, she turned to watch in awe as my dick slowly slid into the porn star’s tight ass.

“Holy fuck, that’s hot,” Julia breathed.

“Nggghhhh!” Serenity’s body locked up when the head of my dick popped past the tight ring of her ass and she moaned, hands grabbing fistfuls of the sheets as a small orgasm shook her body. “I’m…oh…fuck baby, you’re stretching me soooooo gooooood!”

I’d never felt anything like the tightness of the woman’s ass. It gripped my cock hard, massaging me as she came, and then pushed back against me, letting another couple of inches sink in as she moaned softly. Taking my time, I drove into her with small little thrusts, pushing in a little at a time until I filled her completely. She reached back, gripping my hips and holding me in place.

“Never…so…full…Oh fuck…I’m…I’m—!”

Serenity let out a scream of pleasure as she writhed beneath me. My steel hard cock speared her to the mattress, and she weakly worked her hips back and forth, grunting and groaning as words failed her. Taking the initiative, I let myself enjoy the tightness and wicked sight before me, as Julia’s hand worked her pussy and Serenity came again.

I don’t know how long I fucked Serenity’s ass like that on the bed, but she came so many times that eventually she couldn’t hold herself up anymore, and we collapsed onto our sides. I found this position far better for anal, as I still had control of her hips and my motions, but also got to feel up and caress her stunning tits and body.

Julia crawled up and pressed her body against Serenity’s front, cupping and massaging her tits and teasing her slit, as she alternated between kissing us. I was wholly absorbed in the porn star’s incredible body, and the feel of her ass riding my dick.

We were hot and sticky with sweat, our rhythm lost and limbs shaky with need by the time I flooded Serenity’s ass with a massive blast of cum. Her ass had softened and relaxed, taking my thick cock with ease, and she encouraged me to let loose. Her body pressed against the mattress, thighs tight around Julia’s teasing fingers, and I pounded her with long hard thrusts until I came with the loudest roar I’d ever made, and she screamed as my seed filled her.
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W
 e lay there for long minutes, catching our breath and caressing one another, before I slipped out of the bed. Flicking on a soft light in the bathroom, I drew a bath, dropping in one of Julia’s bath bombs that soon filled the room with its floral scent. I found a few candles in a drawer and arranged them around the large tub.

When I returned, they were holding one another and watching me curiously.

“We aren’t done yet,” I said with a smile, reaching down to draw them to their feet.

“What are you doing?” Serenity asked with an amused frown.

“I’m taking charge when I need to,” I said with a wink.

Julia clapped her hands in delight when she saw the candlelit tub waiting and hurried over to slip into the steaming waters. She reached over and hit a button I hadn’t noticed, starting up jets that caused the bath bomb to froth and fill the air with its scent even more.

“Evan, this is perfect,” Julia said, turning and reaching out a hand for us to join her.

Serenity turned to me, and a little smile played across her perfectly-sculpted lips.

“Go take a bath,” I said, nudging her gently towards the tub, “I’ll join you both after changing the sheets.”

“Changing the sheets?” Serenity laughed. “He’s sexy, and he does housework too? You’re trying to get us to fall in love with you, aren’t you?”

She offered me a sly wink as she slipped into the tub, making sure that I took in every perfect curve of her body before slipping under the swirling bubbles.

“Bring us the champagne, boy!” Serenity commanded, earning a snorting giggle from Julia and a chuckle from me.

“Your wish is my command, my lady,” I said with a slight bow, then delivered the bottle before attending to the sheets as I had promised. When my work was done, I joined them in the tub for an hour. That night Serenity and I held Julia between us in bed, the beautiful blonde in a deep sleep while the actress and I spoke quietly about life.

Serenity was a fascinating woman. A college graduate and sharp as a tack, she’d stumbled into the porn industry by chance through an ex-boyfriend’s buddy. The money was excellent and the people who worked in the industry, especially those in Florida, were professional and honest. For the most part, that is.

“I wouldn’t suggest you try it,” she sighed with a shake of her head, one hand gently combing Julia’s hair. “I’m sure you’d do great, if you could get it up on screen. But there isn’t a lot of money or opportunity for men…sorry.”

“Don’t be,” I said with a shrug. “It’s not something I’ve ever considered.”

“Hmm. You strike me more as the wall street type, or maybe one of those Silicon Valley investors,” Serenity chuckled. “I’ve met my fair share, and you’d fit right in.”

“I’m studying engineering, but I doubt I’ll be great at it.”

“They’re rarely engineers. Oh, they like to talk about it, but the one thing they all have in common is charm.” She cocked an eyebrow and nodded as she considered me. “Actually, yeah, you’d be great at it.”

As we lay in silence and I began to drift off, I thought over the night. I’d just had the most incredible sexual experience imaginable, but the most profound thing I’d take away was this final conversation with Serenity.

The next morning, the sun was already high in the sky as I drove away from Julia’s massive house. The palm trees swayed in the stiff morning breeze along the boulevard, and I enjoyed the wind in my hair as I made my way back home.

The closer I drew, the more nervous I became about what my mom might have to say about me staying out for another night. I’d never been one for parties when I was in high school, and with the hints she’d dropped, I feared she knew about my extracurricular activities.

There was a silver Mercedes parked in the driveway when I pulled up outside the house, and I wondered who it could be. It sure wasn’t Julia’s. Then I heard the loud voice as I walked up the path. Esmerelda was here.

“Where is mi nieto?!”

The door flew open when I was six feet away and a flurry of silk and thick black hair flew at me, engulfing me in a firm hug as Esmerelda gripped me tight.

“Let me get a good look at you,” she said, pushing me back and taking me in from head to toe.

That gave me the chance to eye my step-grandmother up as well, without her noticing. It seemed she hadn’t changed a bit. She still had the same strong features, gorgeous eyes and thick black tresses. The woman really was Erika’s mother through and through, except where my stepmom was slender and svelte, her body trim and bust heavy, my abuela was all chest and hips. The flowing silk dress she wore covered her from neck to knees, but when she spread her arms, the deep neckline was revealed, and I struggled to take my eyes off the impossibly deep shadow between her massive breasts.

“Es muy guapo! Erika, isn’t Evan the most beautiful young man you’ve ever seen?”

“He’s certainly…something,” Erika said from the doorway, a small frown marring her dark red lips, though if it was because I was returning so late in the morning, or at her mother’s outrageous behavior, I couldn’t say.

“Don’t mind her, she’s been working the entire time I’ve been here. Never even took a break to welcome her old mom into her house!”

“That’s not true—” Erika began, her frown deepening, but Esmerelda cut her off.

“Evan here will show an old lady a good time,” Esmerelda said with a sly wink at me as she slipped her arm in mine and steered me towards the house. I was all too aware of the soft bra encasing her heavy breasts as she pressed against my arm, her hands gripping the muscles as if she were kneading dough. “I went shopping on the way here from the airport. A city this big and it’s impossible to find a 24 hour supermarket! Anyway, I bought a few stock bones and some lovely shellfish. What do you think we could make with that?”

I gave Erika an apologetic shrug as we passed her heading into the house, and her frown crumpled into a grin as she chuckled.

“Just don’t make too much noise, please. I have a lot of work to get done.”

“Erika mentioned Zoe would be joining us for dinner tonight.” Esmerelda’s eyes twinkled with suppressed mischief as she released my arm and moved about the kitchen pulling out pots and pans. “I haven’t seen her since she and Erika were in college together. I thought we could make something special. Have you ever made Potaje de lentejas?”

“No,” I said, picking through the grocery bags she’d bought. I hadn’t been looking forward to her visit, but if we were going to spend the day cooking, well, that was another story.

“I think that will be good to start off with. And how are your Wellington skills?”

So that’s what the puff pastry and tenderloin were in there for. “I’ve only tried making it once,” I said with a grin, feeling that old spark of excitement at the thought of a day spent in the kitchen slaving over a complicated dish.

“Let’s get started then,” Esmerelda said, tossing me an apron as she pulled one over her head. “I’ll get started on the soup if you want to make duxelles.”

Erika put on some quiet music as she sat at the kitchen table with her laptop and notebooks spread before her, and Esmeralda and I got down to cooking. The first thing I did was make myself a cup of coffee, then pull out my knives and set the steel to their edges to sharpen them.

As we worked, Esmerelda spoke about her life up in the Glades. The retirement community she lived in was so massive that it was almost its own state, and from the stories she told it sounded like high school all over again. She mentioned drama with friends and even a suitor or two, though she only hinted at those with flirtatious bats of her eyelashes.

Esmerelda had always been an outrageous flirt, even when I was younger. But I was seeing an even freer woman now, and found her earthy openness refreshing. Her flirtations never grew inappropriate, except for the one time she got a face time call from a girlfriend.

“Who’s that handsome young man behind you, Essy?” The silver-haired lady asked through the speaker’s phone.

“This is my soon-to-be ex-grandson, Evan.” I was rolling out the pastry when she came over and threw an arm around my shoulder and held the phone screen before me. “Say hi to Darci!”

“Hello, Darci,” I grinned, enjoying the older woman’s deep blush.

“Ohh, he’s dreamy Essy!”

“Si, he has to fight the ladies off, Erika was saying,” Esmeralda laughed as she threw me a wink.

“Mom,” my stepmom’s voice held a warning note, but her mom just winked up at me again.

“Has that daughter of yours moved on yet?” Darci asked. “If not, have her hop on that stud and get over the bastard already!”

“I’m going into the living room to work,” Erika said with an exasperated sigh as she picked up her laptop and headed out of the kitchen.

“Don’t mind her,” Esmerelda breathed as she brushed a bit of flour off my shoulder and looked up at me through those incredibly long lashes of hers. “My daughter’s never been good at knowing what she wants when it comes to men. Business, sure…but men…” she ran one finger over the apron tight against my chest and I saw her eyes flicker down to my crotch and I swallowed hard as the butterflies awoke in my guts.

“Mmmhmmph…” A gentle moan came through the phone’s speaker, breaking the tension until we looked at Darci’s expression.

The elegant older woman had fallen back onto a crochet pillow, and from the beautiful agony of her face, she was engaged in something that shocked me to see, right in the middle of her call with her friend.

Esmerelda caught my confused expression. “There’s one thing you should know about women of a…certain age, Evan,” she purred as she slipped a hand beneath my apron and ran firm fingers over the lump in my jeans. “We’ve stopped giving a fuck
 what the world thinks of us.”

“Do it, Essy!” hissed Darci, the image shaking as she bit her lip.

“If you say the word, I’ll step away and never speak of this again…but if you don’t…I’ll ravish you, my gorgeous boy…I’ll make you feel things you never dreamed possible.”

I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move.

I stood there frozen in place, shocked and turned on at the same time. My eyes flickered down to the massive ‘V’ down the neckline of her dress and the shadow between her cleavage, and her painted lips curled into a hungry grin as she saw me swallow hard.

“I’ll take that for a yes,” Esmerelda purred, her fingers flicking down the fly of my jeans and slipping inside to caress my cock. The woman’s pale blue eyes widened as her fingers curled around the thick shaft.

“How is it Essy…oh fuck, tell me! Is he big? Does that boy have a big fucking cock?!”

The wet sounds of her fingers frigging her clit could be heard over the elegant woman’s shocking words, and only added to the tension growing between my grandmother and I. Remembering my lessons at the hands of Julia and Stella, I made a quick decision to let the woman see just how much I desired her as I stepped over, pressing her against the counter, and letting her hand reach all the way down to feel how hard and long I’d gotten.

“Oh Christ,” Esmerelda breathed, spots of color appearing for the first time in her cheeks. “Evan you’re…Oh Miho.”

She licked her lips and slowly sank down, her back pressed between me and the cabinets. The phone was still held in her hand, the camera angled so her friend could watch what happened. Add to that the fact that my stepmom was forty feet away in the living room, and my every sense was heightened.

DING DONG!

A flash of frustration swept over Esmerelda’s face as she stood, and before her friend could say anything, she ended the call.

“Zoe’s here! God, why did I ask her to come so early,” Erika grumbled as she hurried for the front door.

“This will have to wait for another time,” my grandmother said, in a tone that had nothing matronly about it. “But don’t think it’s not happening, young man.”
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D
 arting forward, she planted a fiery kiss on my lips, causing the butterflies in my stomach to explode, and I groaned as I let my hands wander up the sides of her body. Stepping back, her eyes twinkled mischievously as she took both my hands and pressed them into her massive breasts, squeezing the heavy flesh together and rolling them one atop the other.

“Wait until you feel these wrapped around that enormous cock!” she breathed in my ear as she twisted away to escape my grip and waltzed back to the stove.

I could only stare with my mouth hanging open as she started stirring, whistling merrily to herself. Then Zoe was bustling into the kitchen with a bag of clinking bottles.

“Who’s ready for a drink?” Zoe asked, then frowned when she looked from Esmerelda to me, “Did I miss something?”

“Just something between Evan and me,” Esmerelda said with a sly wink for the younger woman as she came over and folded her in a warm hug. “Oh, Zoe it’s been far too long. You look amazing! I take it work is good? And you’re eating and sleeping enough?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Zoe said with a laugh as she released the older woman and started pulling mixers and alcohol from the bag. “What about you? You haven’t picked anything up from that orgy-fest you moved to, have you?”

“Of course not!” My grandmother laughed, swatting the younger woman on the shoulder as she turned back to the soup. She threw me a surreptitious wink as she did so. “The Glades is a quiet, churchgoing community. Nothing so wicked goes on there.”

“That’s not what I’ve heard,” Zoe said, popping a grape in her mouth and laughing. “When’s dinner going to be ready? I’m starving.”

“Five hours,” I said, then laughed when Zoe groaned. “Here, I made a dip, just don’t fill up on it—hey!”

I’d barely had the bowl of dip out of the fridge before Zoe snatched it away.

“Thanks! Bring me a vodka tonic, will you?”

I nodded before she slipped out to the pool. My mom’s best friend and I’d always had more of a brother-sister relationship than anything else. She’d helped me learn to drive when both Erika and my dad were traveling for work, and had been there when my heart was broken the first time, telling me bluntly that no one likes a boy that cries and that I should just get over it.

Her advice was always that frank, and I’d come to appreciate it more and more over the years. In return she’d always continued to push me around like an older sister and I let her, finding it amusing.

Esmerelda shot me a glance as I mixed the drink and carried it outside along with a bag of chips. Zoe had already stripped out of her t-shirt and shorts and was lounging in a tiny two-piece suit. She flashed me a grin when I set down the drink and tilted her sunglasses down.

“Your mom’s watching us through the living room window right now…so tell me, is Renata as much of a freak as we guessed?”

“I…don’t know what you’re talking about.” I said, but before I could back away, Zoe grabbed my wrist and sat up.

“Oh come on, I know all about the Dating Club! I was there when they came up with the idea! You think I’m going to judge you?!” The dark-skinned beauty snorted a laugh. “Sean, you’re a handsome young man with his entire life ahead of him. Why would I care if you make a few bucks this summer fucking my friends?”

“Glad you’re taking it so well,” I said, then cocked an eyebrow when Zoe reached up and unlaced the thin strings holding up her top. “Ummm I’m not sure—”

“Chill, dude,” Zoe laughed as she lay down on her stomach and pointed to the suntan lotion, “You can go ahead and take your time with that…” she sighed and flicked her long black hair over one shoulder and out of the way. “I need to see what Julia’s talking about before I decide to…employ you myself.”

Glancing up, I caught Erika quickly returning her eyes to her laptop. She was only a couple dozen feet away from us and with the shadows covering the glass I had a clear view of her. Her eyes flickered back up when I knelt on the lounger, but by the time I settled into place, she was outside the field of my view. Feeling more than a little nervous and excited, I squirted a dollop of lotion into my hands, careful not to use too much, and began working it into Zoe’s back.

“Hmmm, I needed this,” the woman sighed lazily. “Work has been killing me lately.”

“How are things at the bank?” I asked, looking for something, anything, to draw my attention away from the muscled back beneath my fingers.

“I’ve moved from commercial to investment banking and the people I deal with…morons…ohh baby mhmmmmm god damn that feels good.”

Zoe’s round ass rocked beneath me and I had to shift to keep my heavy cock from dragging between her firm cheeks. I’d given a few massages in my life, but never to someone with such tense shoulders and neck. A minute into it, a solid knot in her left shoulder gave loose under my fingertips, and the woman gave such a groan of pleasure it gave me a hardon.

The more I worked her back, the louder and more lascivious her moans and whimpers became. Her firm round ass rocked beneath me and jiggled side to side until I could no longer keep the log in my pants off her. Zoe let out a loud whimper when she felt my dick press into her ass, and her hands gripped the towel beneath her. The whimpers only grew faster and sharper as I worked my way down to her lower back until she gave a final shudder.

“No more…or I won’t be able to control myself,” she twisted like an eel beneath me and covered herself, flashing a Cheshire cat grin when she saw the lump in my pants. “Tonight’s going to be amaaaaazing. Now get up, big boy, before Erika soaks the couch through.”

Suddenly remembering where I was, I jerked up and glanced around. I caught Erika slipping away just as I stood, her laptop abandoned on the couch as she hurried upstairs. Frowning, I went to go after her, but Zoe caught my wrist as she lifted her empty glass with the other hand.

“Be a dear and get me another drink?” Her eyes twinkled with amusement and I could see her reading my expression. “Don’t worry Evan, I know exactly what Erika needs. Now get me a drink, then finish up dinner. It smells delicious, whatever it is.”

I could only shake my head and headed in with her glass to refill it. I’d just handed Zoe a fresh drink and was heading back inside when my cell phone rang. Normally I’d ignore a blocked number but I’d learned that Renata’s number always came up as blocked so I took a chance and answered it.

“Hello, this is Evan,” I said, and frowned at the delighted laughter that erupted out of the speaker.

“I found you!” a woman said triumphantly.

Zoe shot me a frown when she heard the woman’s loud voice and I shrugged. “I’m sorry, do I know you?”

“I certainly hope you remember me, but if you don’t that’s all right…I’ll make sure you never forget me after our date. We met yesterday at Corningstone & Associates, I believe my lawyer gave you a hard time. Do you remember me now?”

“I certainly do, Mrs. Fiorello,” I said, remembering the elegant older woman with her designer clothes and hot stares.

“Please, call me Sophia,” the woman purred. “I was wondering if a strong young man like yourself would be interested in earning himself some spending money. I have some…ornamental shrubbery that needs…tending to.”

I blinked, and Zoe’s grin grew wolfish as she realized what the woman was asking for. Raising her eyebrows suggestively she nodded for me to take the woman up on the offer and mouthed, ‘Is she hot?’ When I nodded in the affirmative, she waggled her eyes brows and grinned.

“Taking care of your garden sounds like the perfect summer job, ma’am,” I said.

“Oh perfect! And I insist you call me Sophia, young man, I’m not so old and ugly that I’m a ‘ma’am’ yet!”

Zoe was shaking her head at me like I was stupid, but I recovered.

“I’m sorry, but it’s a habit to call any beautiful, older woman ma’am and just speaking with you made me nervous. I can’t wait to come over and…work on your garden.”

“Ohhh god! When can you come over? This Friday? Is there anything special you like to eat? Or…anything? I’m sorry, I’m so nervous all of a sudden…”

“Relax, Sophia,” I said, letting a touch of the calm confidence I’d learned into my voice. “Friday night will be perfect and no, nothing special. All I need is your company.”

“And how much…err, I mean what does it cost…Oh Jesus, I’ve never done this before!”

“Whatever you feel it’s worth,” I said gently. “I’m sorry Sophia, but I have to get going now. You can always text me at this number if you have any more questions.”

“Perfect! Thank you! I’m so excited and glad I called you!”

I hung up with a frown and fled inside and back to my cooking, hearing Zoe’s peals of laughter on the patio behind me. Not sure how to feel about the encounter, I pushed it out of my mind and got to peeling potatoes for the mash. With Zoe right outside and Erika joining her an hour later, Esmerelda stayed mostly innocent, although a couple of times her hands did stray to my firm ass. Each time that happened she would let out a giggle like a schoolgirl, and her cheeks would turn scarlet.
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T
 he sun was just beginning to sink, turning the sky pink and purple, when the Wellington was finally done and rested. As Esmerelda and her daughter set the table, I cut the meat with some trepidation until I saw the perfect medium-rare of the pink tenderloin within. Then and only then did I breathe a sigh of relief.

I’d been pretty certain it would turn out to temp, because the pastry had a perfect golden crust, but I don’t bang out twenty a night like a professional chef. As I finished the sauce and poured it into a gravy boat, Esmerelda dished up her soup. The rich, ham hock scent mixing with the beans and spices smelled so good my mouth was watering.

“Everything looks amazing!” Erika said as she took her seat.

“A toast,” I said, raising my glass. “To family.”

“I’ll drink to that,” Erika said, tilting her wineglass at me.

“To a sexy man who can cook and fill out a pair of jeans better than anyone I’ve ever seen,” Zoe said, raising her glass and biting her bottom lip as she let her eyes travel the length of me lasciviously.

“I’ll drink to that
 !” Esmerelda said, laughing all the harder when Erika frowned at her. “You don’t remember Abba, do you? Your grandfather…now there was a man.”

“I remember Abba,” Erika said, her smile small and secretive as she peered into her glass.

“Who’s that?” I asked.

“My father-in-law,” Esmerelda said, her cheeks still bright red, but her breath was coming heavier. “For some men, Patron is more than just a title…it’s a lifestyle.”

“I need to hear more,” I grinned, enjoying the shyness that for some reason had come over both women as I prodded them. But the questions flew out of my mind when I took my first bite of Esmerelda’s soup and couldn’t help groaning in pleasure. “Ohh, Essy, this is incredible.”

“Thank you,” she beamed.

As we ate, we talked, and the wine flowed. Esmerelda told stories of her father-in-law that made the man sound like a turn of the century hero, from his exploits in World War II to starting his own business. The man had been the patriarch of a large family, and from the hints Esmerelda threw around when she started on her third glass, he’d been even more to her.

“The man’s hands made me melt,” she said with a crooked grin and a far-off look once.

“Mom!” Erika said in a shocked but amused tone.

“Good for you, Esmerelda!” Zoe laughed as she leaned over to top off the woman’s glass. “Tell us, did anything ever happen between you two?”

“Oh, A lady doesn’t kiss and tell,” Esmerelda said, spots appearing in her cheeks as she dipped her nose in the glass and hid her face. “Why don’t…why don’t we have dessert now…”

She got up quickly, but in her drunken state she tripped, and would have fallen if Erika hadn’t reached a hand out to steady her.

“You ok, mom?”

“Uhh, fine, dear…fine, just…Do you want ice cream with your cake…or?”

“No ice cream, thanks,” Erika said, and she patted the older woman’s hand and offered her a warm smile. Something seemed to pass between them, and Esmeralda folded her daughter in a quick hug before slipping away hurriedly. I felt like I’d missed something, but wasn’t sure quite what. “Do you like to dance, Evan?” Zoe asked, changing the subject abruptly as she finished off her glass of wine.

“I’m not a very good dancer,” I said tentatively. “Why?”

“Because you’re taking me to the club tonight. Erika, you coming too?”

“I have a meeting early in the morning,” my stepmom said with a smile at her friend and a thoughtful look at me. “Just make sure you’re at the store by 1pm. I have a designer coming by and could use a model.”

“I’ll be there,” I promised, then frowned at the thought of going to a club. I’d never been to one before, but the idea of all the glitter, lasers, and loud music had never been super appealing to me. “Maybe we can go another night. If Erika needs me tomorrow—”

“Don’t.”

Zoe shook her head as she stood and planted hands on her hips.

“Don’t what?” I asked.

“Don’t let fear or anxiety get in the way of experiencing something new,” she said, with all the directness that I had come to expect from her.

Blinking, I realized she was right. In fact, when I thought about it, my distaste for clubs wasn’t because of the music, or even dancing, but my anxiety around looking like a fool.


Do I really care if I looked like a fool?
 I thought to myself, Yes, of course I do…but I don’t have to let that control me.


“Go to Basement,” Erika said, pulling out her phone. “A few of the gogo dancers also work as models and I know them. They’ll get you straight in and if you’re lucky, even get you bottle service for free. You brought something to change into, Zoe?”

“I brought two options. Maybe you can help me choose,” Zoe said.

“Go get ready, Evan,” Erika said, offering me a wink as she stood. “Don’t worry about cleaning up, I got it. But you might want to drink an energy drink or something if you plan on keeping up with Zoe all night.”

The two were off to my mom’s room, discussing clothes and shoes while I was left sitting. I should have been exhausted after my long night and day of cooking, but instead I felt a thrill of nervous energy course through me. After a quick shower and shave, I pulled on one of the outfits Erika had bought for me and slicked back my hair.

“Miho, you look so handsome!” Esmeralda enthused when I came downstairs.

My step grandmother was reclined in the living room, enjoying the view out the window with a glass of white wine when I came down.

“Zoe’s not ready yet?” I asked, and the woman chortled.

“Please. A lady needs more than twenty minutes to get ready,” she said, patting the couch beside her and shifting over. “Come keep me company while we wait. The view here is lovely. That’s one thing I’ll say for your father, he does know how to pick good real estate.”

“What happened between you two, anyway?”

“Humph!” She snorted a laugh and tossed back the last of her glass before setting it on the stand beside the couch. “I found out the hard way about his particular…tastes. You know about his and Erika’s…arrangement?”

I nodded. She raised an eyebrow at me and she harrumphed again, crossing her arms about her midriff as if hiding within herself.

“Well, I didn’t, and when I asked about their love life,” her words slurred ever so slightly as she glowered, “he laughed and said that his whores treated him quite well, and no, he wasn’t interested in buying any more! Can you believe the man?! And the way he looked at me when he said it…that’s why I’ve never wanted to stay even one night here.”

There was genuine hurt in her voice, and I reached over and put my arm around her shoulder, drawing her close.

“He’s just an asshole,” I said. “And he doesn’t live here anymore. You know you’re an amazing, beautiful woman. He can’t take that from you.”

Big, pale blue eyes blinked up at me and I was suddenly aware of how close we were, pressed together on the couch. Esmerelda’s lips were ruby red, her skin was flushed, and she was breathing heavily as she looked up at me. Her massive chest rose and fell, and I had to avert my eyes.

“You don’t have to say that just to humor an old woman,” she said, her warm hand patting my knee.

“Look at me,” I said, reaching out and taking her chin in my strong fingers. Those big blue eyes of hers locked on mine and widened almost imperceptibly, “Do you honestly think I don’t find you gorgeous and sexy?”

Her eyes searched mine for a drawn out second. I let her see just how much I desired her, and she gave a delicious shudder.

“No…” the word came out as a bare whisper and her fingers gripped my knee tightly.

“Good.”

The fluttering sensation was back in my guts, but I ignored it and reached over with deliberate slowness. As my arm crossed over her, I let my hand and wrist graze the firm mounds pressing out from her heavy bra and even pressed the heavy flesh back against her chest.


“Ohhhh god,”
 the words were barely audible, and I saw her lips tremble as she stared at mine, readying for a kiss. “You make me feel like a girl again,” she breathed.

Before I had a chance to speak, the clip clop of Zoe’s heels coming down the stairs broke the spell. I turned to see her slender, dark tan legs flashing. The straps of her tall black heels reached up to mid-calf and were tied off in a little bow that matched the one on the back of her tight dress. My mouth went dry as her slender body came into view, every supple curve perfectly hugged by a sparkling green material.

“You look incredible,” I said when she cocked an eyebrow at me and struck a pose there on the stairs. A grin flashed across her lips as I stood, careful to adjust the lump that had formed in my pants.

“And you look so tasty I could eat you!” Esmerelda blinked owlishly over the rim of her wineglass when all eyes turned to her. “Mhmm, was that out loud?”

“Why don’t you stay the night, mom?” Erika said carefully, coming down the stairs with an amused smile on her face. “I know you don’t usually like to, but…come on, I’ll get you a blanket and some pillows.”

“Come on, dollface,” Zoe said, pulling me out of the house as Erika tried unsuccessfully to wrestle the glass away from Esmerelda. “Let’s see if the town’s popping tonight. You drive, that wine went straight to my head. I need to dance it off.”

Zoe loved the Mustang and insisted we put the top down. I couldn’t be certain there wouldn’t be a rain shower that night, but it was worth the risk to see the look of joy on her face, and her dark curly hair streaming behind us beneath the streetlights.

South Beach was indeed popping that night, and we made a grand entrance rolling down the streets. I found a covered garage next to the club, and minutes later we were walking onto the crowded street. I started heading for the club’s entrance.

“No, no, no darling, you can’t go straight in without doing a circuit first.”

“A what?” I asked, grinning, realizing she wasn’t joking as she adjusted her hair and checked her makeup in a reflection.

“Half of the reason to go out is to be seen. And to be seen being seen.” When I frowned in confusion she went on, pushing my hair back from my brow and undoing a couple of the buttons of my shirt as she spoke. “This is modern pageantry, Evan, with big players. NBA stars, NFL quarterbacks, pop stars, porn stars, you name it, they’re all out on South Beach. Other than maybe New York, there’s nowhere else to be seen by the most powerful and influential people around. Plus,” she winked, “it’s fun getting attention.”
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W
 ith that, she hooked her arm through mine, and swept me onto the crowded sidewalks. Her beauty and purposeful strut parted the crowds before us like Moses and the Red Sea. It was as if she had magical powers.

Zoe had spent a few years as a model with moderate success. Her walk tonight was worthy of the runway and somehow her confidence rubbed off on me. I found myself walking with my spine straight as a blade and my legs flowing with an easy stride.

The streets were filled with people hopping from club to club, and Zoe was right, I spotted all manner of celebrities in the crowds. Most had knots of followers or groupies surrounding them, but a few were out on dates. When I spotted a notorious comedian with a six-foot blonde with tits as fake as her smile hanging all over him, I realized there were plenty of pro’s out there in the crowds as well.

“You saw her too?” Zoe asked with a sly smile when I turned my head back around after staring at the couple. “There’s another one over there.”

She pointed surreptitiously to a handsome young man of slender build who had just laughed too boisterously at something a distinguished Asian man said.

“Don’t worry, they aren’t your competition,” she laughed, and patted my hand. “You’re only young once, Evan, and it’s good you’re having fun. Just make sure it’s for
 something, you understand?”

“I think so,” I said.

“Evan?!”

Turning, I spotted a familiar face standing in line outside of the club staring incredulously at the woman on my arm, then back at me.

“Hey, Ty, what you up to?”

“My Frat bros are in town.” He hooked a thumb behind him at a crew of douche bags wearing polo shirts who were staring around themselves as if they’d never seen a beautiful woman before. “You trying to get into Basement? The line goes back to there,” he pointed at a snake of people stretching down the block. “And it takes forever to get in.”

“Oh, child, they let you in when you have someone pretty on your arm,” Zoe said, winking at Ty as she pulled me along towards the entrance.

Ty called after us, his voice growing a touch desperate as we neared the security checkpoint. One man was checking ID’s and letting people in from the main line, slowly, while another bouncer, twice as wide, manned another door. This second entrance had a crowd around it but no one was getting let through until a threesome of gorgeous women, obviously models, waltzed up and the huge security guard let them in without a second glance. So that’s how it works, I thought.

I was surprised when Zoe and I approached and the man lifted the velvet rope and even offered me a wink as I went past him. Zoe paused and slipped something into his pocket, then whispered in his ear. He nodded, tapping his earpiece and speaking into it.

“I got us a table in the back,” the woman smiled as she pulled me along with her into the pulsing interior of the club.

The throbbing lights and music from the moment I stepped inside might have been disorienting if Zoe hadn’t known exactly where to go. We went by the coat check station where a couple was pressed into the corner canoodling, and straight past the bar with its clamoring crowds. The dance floor had a twisting layout, with pockets of space for dancers between hanging cages with scantily-clad women dancing in them.

Zoe took me around the dance floor and to a darkened back area where there were a half dozen roped off tables. A man nodded to her and pulled a rope aside for us to slip into a small table.

“See? Now I don’t have to worry about my bag,” she said with a bright grin as she dropped it and spun, hauling me back towards the floor.

“Don’t you want to get a drink first—”

“I only want to do one thing,” she said, turning and walking backwards as we entered the dance floor.

I’d know the woman for years, but I’d never seen her move before as she did now. Her hips swayed with the beat and her body undulated, every movement graceful and sexy. Her sinuous movements were understated, not the wild displays of some on the dance floor, but Zoe moved so well heads turned to stare.

“Relax. Feel it in your hips,” she said, reaching out and resting her fingers gently on me.

I felt extra self-conscious with the woman coaching me, but pushed it to the back of my mind and drew in a deep breath. As I let it out, I also released my anxiety, and my need to be ‘cool’, whatever that means.

But the more I focused on the music and the harder I tried to keep my hips moving in time with the beat, the more stilted my movement became. I was getting more and more frustrated and felt my cheeks heat a cherry red when I noticed a pair of girls sniggering at my efforts.

“I suck at this,” I growled, and was about to ditch Zoe when she pulled me close, and I was suddenly lost in her pale brown eyes.

“I can tell you have rhythm, you’re just in your head too much.” Her red lips turned up into a crooked grin as her fingers slipped around my hips and caressed my ass. “Let’s fix that.”

The butterflies were rioting in my guts when Zoe pressed herself against me, and my discomfort and self-awareness disappeared as her lips met mine. The kiss awoke my desire, and I felt my manhood rise and press against her firm stomach. Zoe broke off the kiss and glanced down between us with a sly smile.

“Looks like someone’s having a good time.” She cocked an eyebrow and winked at me, “And look at that, someone learned to dance.”

I wasn’t really dancing, but my body was moving in perfect time with the music as I swayed with Zoe on the floor. She released her hold on my ass and I kept up with her. She was nodding and grinning as the music carried us away. The more I let myself sink into lust and desire, letting Zoe’s sexy, model-like body draw me deeper into the dance, the better I moved. It seemed counter-intuitive, but the less I tried, the more fluid and easier my movements became.

“There you go baby!” Zoe’s white smile flashed wide, and she spun around, dancing back so her ass rubbed up against my crotch, “Now let’s make them all jealous.”

We danced up front near the DJ booth and were surrounded by some of the most beautiful people I’d ever seen. I didn’t want to focus on any of them, not with Zoe before me. Turning and winking, she pressed her perfect ass against my crotch and bent low.

Her slender body curved back, and she reached down, drawing my hands up her sides as she gyrated against me. As my hands caressed her sides, I felt like a schoolboy stealing a treat. This woman had been foremost in my fantasies for years, and now she was pressed against me and offering herself up to my wandering hands.

As I caressed her, Zoe reached up and ran her fingers through her curly locks and shook her mane out. Heads turned, and I saw people take note.

Once she had their attention, Zoe spun back around and with a hand on my lower back and one leg between mine, she let me take control of her body. Our movements were like sex, hips thrusting and bodies undulating together, with the music guiding our rhythm.

At first, I was loath to manhandle her too much, or go too far, but as I read her body and the signals she was feeding me through the night, my inhibitions melted away. One song rolled into another, over and over, and I grew braver and wilder. Instead of breaking away from me, Zoe’s smile only widened, and I knew then that she would be mine before the night was over.

“You’re incredible,” I shouted over the beat, unable to keep the words to myself anymore.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet, baby,” she purred, her whole body pressed against me and her warm hands on my cheeks. Her lips teased mine, tongue grazing them gently, but as I moved forward, she pulled back, out of reach and laughing. “And I’m not the only one with a fan club.”

Blinking, I looked where her eyes cut to and saw a large group of Asian women, all dressed in similarly colored little dresses and wearing paper crowns, of all things. I caught several staring openly, their pupils far too dilated and their jaws hanging open as they watched Zoe and I dancing.

A few in the group tittered and turned away, shyly, but a small knot seemed to have no inhibitions and let out a whoop of laughter and pushed one slender young woman ahead of the rest. Her crown was silver with pink lettering on it that I couldn’t make out under the dark strobing lights.

“These girls are high as kites,” Zoe laughed in my ear as we turned to the group. When I frowned at her, she winked. “Bachelorette party. Go give them a good time, stud.”

Before I could protest, she shoved me forward, into their midst. The women were young, I guessed just past college or in grad school, but it was hard to tell in the smokey atmosphere. Many reacted like schoolgirls when I stumbled amongst them, most giggling and covering their mouths shyly.

The small woman with the silvery crown and her inner circle did the opposite, however. One of them, a gorgeous girl with peach-tipped hair, ran a hand down my chest and abs while another took a firm grip on my ass as she danced in close.

“Whoo hoo!” Shouted the peach-haired woman. “Minh, here is your bachelorette stripper! Enjoy your last taste of freedom, ha!”

The others laughed as the woman in the silver crown danced right up to me, her eyes wide and hands trembling as she reached out and drew me into her. I could see now that the crown had “Bride-To-Be” stenciled on it in pink. The music pulsed and I let it carry me away as I danced with the slender little woman. Her hands were all over me, as were her friends’, and I almost jumped when I felt a pinch on my ass, but I didn’t mind. Zoe danced over to join the group with a huge smile on her face.

“Get him warmed up for me, ladies,” she said to the shy girls. “I plan to fuck that big white dick all night long.”
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T
 he shy little crew didn’t know where to look: at their bride-to-be and her three friends who were doing their best to dry hump me to death, or at Zoe who danced like a pop star and looked like a model. The woman’s confidence infected them, or perhaps it was the drinks they sipped through thin straws. Either way, they soon lost themselves in the music as much as the four girls who were high on Molly.

I’d never done the drug, nor had I ever had any desire to; but judging by the four girls dancing around me, I might reconsider that. Their pupils were wide as saucers, and their jaws clenched, but all inhibitions and embarrassment had deserted them.

It was a new and strange experience for me to be the center of attention, but not uncomfortable. I didn’t let the girls get too carried away, not wanting to take advantage of them in their inebriated state. Even so, with all the above the clothes touching and dancing, it became something of an orgy in the center of the dance floor.

The bachelorette grew carried away, her jaw dropping and knees gripping my leg tight when she felt the lump in my pants, and I breathed a sigh of relief when she let me shift around away from her. The next one was hardly any better, treating me like a stripper pole as she ground her ass against me and reached up to run her hands down my shoulder and arms.

As we danced there, I kept reaching out and pulling Zoe into the tight press of bodies. After half a song with the entranced women, she would slip back out, teasing me with her touch.

Finally, I could take no more of the slender young women. They were fun, but like appetizers when a gourmet meal stood mere feet away. Smiling my apologies, I prised myself free of their clutches only to have Zoe slip away into the crowd, and I saw men turn and offer flirtatious smiles, several dancing up against her.

Jealousy flared in me. I tamped it down, but it spiked anew when I saw Zoe reach up and pat one handsome young man on the cheek. But then she turned and threw me a wink as she slipped past him, deeper into the crowd, and I stood a little taller when I passed him.

Zoe was like a faerie flitting through the crowd, staying just on the edge of sight, but always out of reach. Twice I lost her, once as the crowds pressed in close and another time when a young actress I recognized from one of my favorite TV shows grabbed my wrist and tried to dance with me. Both times I jumped as I high as I could until I spotted Zoe’s mass of dark curly hair and pushed my way towards her.

Breaking through the crowd, I found myself in a long hall with small groups of people pressed into dark nooks. There was a long line for the bathroom on the opposite side, but I didn’t see Zoe anywhere. Spinning, I cursed, and was about to head back into the crowd when I felt a firm sideways tug on my belt.

Turning, I fell into an almost invisible little alcove concealed by a heavy curtain. Hands were suddenly on me and I could feel Zoe’s slender form pressed up against me as her fiery tongue slid into my mouth.

“I can’t wait for your cock, baby, please!”

The desperation and need in her voice was clear. There was also something more, something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Knowing it was risky, I threw caution to the wind and dug my cock free with one hand as the other reached down and underneath her dress.

My eyes widened when I found her pussy bare and sopping wet. Flashing me a wicked grin, Zoe pushed a pink lacy nothing into my shirt pocket and then reached down and helped guide my dick into her. Hooking an ankle behind my thigh, she drew me forward as my hand cupped and held her ass, the other holding us up against the wall behind as people shuffled past in the dim hall not six feet away.

“This is what you wanted?” I breathed, as I felt her tightness engulfing my cock, wetter than any woman I’d felt before.

“Shut up,” she hissed in a tense, tight voice that belied the excitement burning in her eyes, “or we’ll get caught!”

I couldn’t lean down and kiss her, not without making too much noise. I could only drag her ass forward, sawing her pussy and clit along my thick cock with delicious slowness.

Long nails sank into my flank and I saw Zoe’s face tense, her red lips trembling as the muscles of her ass flexed. The orgasm was small but it was shocking how quickly it hit her, and then another followed another right after it, her tightness pulsing around my cock as she froze, holding me for a long second before exhaling out a breath.

“Shiiiiit you’re fucking good.”

“No,” I said, softly, the hand gripping her ass tightening as I pulled her close and massaged it. “We are.”

Her light brown eyes flared, she slammed her hips forward into mine, and she did things with the inner muscles of her pussy that made my knees tremble. Her grin was as bright as her shining eyes as we fucked with the music throbbing all around us.

For long minutes we ground our bodies against one another in the shadows. Zoe’s orgasms came with increasing frequency and size until she could take no more, and I held her close as she shuddered against me.

“I’m sorry,” she panted, “it’s been so long and this…” Her head tilted up and those luminescent eyes met mine. “This was …”

“I know,” I said, pulling her into a tight embrace and letting my stiffness slip free of her sex. “This was perfect. I never dreamed I’d get a chance to…I mean…Jesus fucking christ…you’re Zoe!”

“Stop it,” she said, swatting me on the chest as she stood on wobbly legs and adjusted her skirt. Glancing around she beamed up at me. “One last dance?”

“As many as you want,” I grinned back and tucked myself away.

“I’ll hold you to that!”

We were halfway onto the dance floor before I realized her pink panties were still hanging out of my shirt pocket, and one couple even noticed my new treasure and winked. Zoe didn’t want to stay much longer, and my hips were getting sore in strange places, so we made our way back out. As we left, I saw the bachelorette party was still in full swing, and I noticed a familiar blonde head jostling in the bar area, trying to get a drink.

“Ty, have a good night!”

I was feeling magnanimous as I waved to him and his frat bro’s, but they didn’t seem to take it that well as they frowned after me. Perhaps the panty-less woman hanging all over me as I headed towards the exit was what soured their expressions. Whatever. It was pretty hard to care about them when I had Zoe whispering in my ear as we headed to the Mustang.

“I want to thank you for being so…understanding back there,” her lips sent shivers down my spine as they tickled the hairs behind my ears. “That was very sweet of you.”

“It’s what any red-blooded man would do,” I said.

“No, it isn’t,” she said as I opened the car door for her to take her seat. “Thank you,” she continued, tucking her dress as she sat, giving me the tiniest peek of her waxed lips before pulling the dress in place. “Now take me home before I tear your clothes off while you’re driving.”

“Point the way,” I said, firing up the Mustang and loving the engine’s throaty purr.

Her hand gripped my thigh as I drove down the highway, her nails massaging the muscles as the music blared from the radio. All while she shook in the passenger seat, making it difficult to keep my attention on the road.

The surroundings grew familiar, and I shot her a puzzled frown when she pointed towards the turn off.

“Isn’t this where Stella lives?” I asked.

“I’m staying in her guest room for a few days while I’m having work done at mine. Is that a problem?”

There was a hint of something mocking and seductive in her eyes, and she threw her head back and laughed when I gunned the engine and let the tires spin out as I hurried to the little place.
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I
 t was the middle of the night and the neighborhood was fast asleep when I rolled to a stop outside, the music low. Zoe practically tore me from the car before I had the engine off, and fumbled for her keys to get into the house as we approached.

I barely registered the familiar surroundings or the turn we took into a downstairs guest bedroom. My attention and focus were entirely on the woman’s slender body. Once the guest room door was open, I wasted no time in hauling her dress up over her head as her nimble fingers undid my belt.

The material of her bra was flimsy and the clasp easy to manipulate, and finally I took in my stepmom’s best friend in all her glory as she stepped back from me. Her naked beauty was even better than my boyhood imaginings. Her breasts were high and firm, larger than Renata’s, and capped by large, inverted nipples that make my mouth water to see. Her torso was long and slender, her bellybutton elongated, and her sex smooth and hairless.

“See something you like?” She asked, a wicked light entering her pale brown eyes. “Or are you just going to stand there and stare all night?”

Unlike any other woman I’d been with, even the porn star, Zoe knew exactly how beautiful she was. Yet she owned it in a way that wasn’t arrogant. Her quiet confidence only made her that much more attractive and desirable.

“I see something to emulate,” I said.

Zoe paused. The hungry smile on her lips faltering as she got a warm look in her eyes.

“I’ve never heard that before,” she said, her fingers lacing into mine as I pressed her back onto the frilly comforter covering the guest bed. “A woman could get used to things like that.”

“A man should worship this,” I breathed as I trailed kissed down her neck and beyond.

“Oh, baby…you don’t have to— uurmmmmmm!”

Her back arched and her nails dug into my scalp as I pressed my mouth against her sex. My tongue ground against her hard little clit as one finger dug up to rub the rough patch just inside her pussy, which caused her cry to raise several octaves into a sharp scream.

The ease with which Zoe was able to cum was a huge turn-on, and as she sagged against the comforter, I kissed my way back up to caress and play with her perfect tits.

“Mhmm come here,” she purred, pulling my ass up and wrapping her firm breasts around my dick. “Damn baby…you barely fit.” She flashed me a wink. “I’ll get some help for this later.”

Before I could ask what she meant, her hot lips wrapped around the head of my cock and I gasped in pleasure. The woman did something with the tip of her tongue to the sensitive underside that had my knees trembling. The memory of her tightness as she came around my cock at the club had me positioned again between her slender thighs, and we both growled with need as she pressed the fat head between her wet lips.

“You feel so fucking good,” I moaned, as I sank to the hilt in one gentle thrust.

Zoe didn’t speak as she gripped my forearms, her long nails biting into the skin. Her sharp hisses and gentle grunts filled the small bedroom, and were joined by loud squeaks from the cheap bed that punctuated every thrust.

Her long legs wrapped around my hips, heels pulling me deeper and harder with every thrust, and I took off the reins, letting myself loose. Her screams only grew louder after that, as if she were trying to wake up the neighborhood, and the sounds started my balls churning.

“I’m…cumming…”

“Yes! In me! Cum in me!”

Her words were desperate, and I couldn’t have pulled out if I wanted to as her ankles locked behind me and the tightness of her pussy spasmed in orgasm. The gentle walls milked my cock as I flooded her with an orgasm that had been building all night. Zoe’s eyes widened, and I saw a weak smile grow on her lips, then her eyes rolled back in her skull as the pleasure crested and she locked up again.

Minutes later we lay with our limbs intertwined. I stared at her naked body beside mine with wonder and was considering if maybe she was too sore to go for another round when there was a creak on the floor outside the open door. I shifted, startled, but Zoe rested a hand on my chest, settling me down.

“She wanted to watch,” Zoe murmured in my ear. “I hope you don’t mind.”

I shook my head, mute and suddenly throbbing when I saw a short, rounded shape emerge from the shadows in the hall. Red hair glinted in the faint light reaching in from the street, and I saw the nightgown she wore was bunched up around her waist, the fabric held in two trembling fists.

“Well, I
 don’t,” I said, resting a hand on Zoe’s firm ass and crooking a beckoning finger towards Stella, “so long as you don’t mind what’s about to happen next.”


“Baby, I was praying for it,”
 Zoe purred in my ear as Stella scurried forward into the room.

Much to my amusement, Zoe settled in to watch, propping herself up on one elbow and even pulling over a pillow to rest on as Stella crawled onto the bed. She trembled, and her shoulders were hunched in either shyness or embarrassment, but I knew exactly what she wanted.

“Let me see you,” I said, reaching down and angling my cock so it stood up straight.

Stella’s eyes fell to it as she moved closer, and my gaze shifted from her nervous face to the pendulous breasts swaying beneath her. Slowly she knelt up between my legs, lowering her arms to let me behold her hourglass form.

“Zoe’s only going to watch,” I said, seeing Stella breathe a gentle sigh of relief and flicker an almost apologetic glance to her friend. “But you don’t own me tonight…I own you.”

“Ohhh god, yesss.”

She was nodding like a bobblehead as I waggled my stiffness in her face. Almost in relief she dropped and took my cum-slicked cock deep in her hungry mouth as I groaned in pleasure. The sight was even more incredible than the feeling, with Zoe’s elegant form stretched out on one side, and Stella’s curvy body pressed between my legs.

As the redhead worshipped my cock with her wet, slobbering mouth, Zoe trailed a hand down between her legs, touching herself languidly as she stared at her friend. Every now and then Stella would remember she was being watched and grow self-conscious, her eyes flickering up and over to Zoe, but I noticed she would throw herself into the act even more after each glance, and when I finally pulled her on top of me she was wetter than she ever had been on our first night together.

I pulled Stella down onto my dick with deliberate slowness, loving her whimpers and shivers of anticipation. Her lips pressed firmly together as she tried at first to stifle her moans, then gave up as my cock stretched and filled her. My hands gripped her wide hips as I drove up into her soft pussy over and over.

I could feel the roll of her large ass and hear the sharp cries of pleasure each thrust was met with, but it was the sight of those massive breasts swaying and dancing above me that had me mesmerized. It was only as my orgasm neared and Stella fell forward onto me, her hands resting on my chest, that I noticed how close Zoe had come to us.

No longer resting on an elbow, the gorgeous woman had one hand between her legs while the other pulled on one inverted nipple, drawing it firm. I could see her jaw shivering as she bit her bottom lips, and I wanted nothing more than to reach over and kiss her, or draw her into the moment, but I was too focused on Stella.

Hands gripping her tight, I pulled her close and let loose as I hammered away. For a wonderful moment, my face was completely buried in her cleavage as my pounding drove her forward. She started to pull back with a muttered apology but changed her tune when she noticed the lust in my eyes.

“Mhmm, yeah, suck them baby! Suck them while you cum…in me!”

Stella pulled my face up between her breasts and I gripped her hips tight, fingers sinking into the soft flesh of her ass as the orgasm rushed through me.

I’d never been so completely engulfed in flesh before, and it was a heady thing, oddly comforting and arousing at the same time. Stella panted atop me, her body shivering as she pushed damp strands of hair away from her grinning lips.

“That was…intense.”

She glanced over at Zoe shyly and instead of getting off the bed, slipped onto my other side. Stella kissed me gently on the lips, then I saw her reach out with her free arm and pull Zoe close. The feel of both of them resting against me, hearing the ebb and flow of their breathing, was too much. My exhaustion caught up with me.

I heard Stella murmur something, but the words were faint and far off as I fell down into sleep. Just before I drifted off completely, I started dreaming about what might await me when I awoke.
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O
 ne thing I learned from spending the night in the small guest bedroom of Stella’s house is that as hot as a naked woman can get when she’d pressed up against your side all night, add a second woman on the other side, on a muggy Miami night, and it becomes unbearable.

At some point before dawn the three of us decided to escape the sweat-drenched sheets and stumbled upstairs to Stella’s much larger bed so we had more room. I took note of how the two friends lay beside one another. Zoe didn’t even seem to notice she was resting her hand on the other woman’s hip, but I saw Stella staring at it nervously.

Moving with deliberate slowness, I turned over and pressed myself up against Stella’s back and ran my hand down her side. She sighed in pleasure and turned her head to kiss me, but froze as I took her hand and reached it forward to rest on Zoe’s smooth belly.

Stella turned and stared at her pale fingers where they lay splayed across the dark skin. Her eyes were wide and her bottom lip trembled with nervousness, but I saw those massive nipples of hers hardening as she kept her hand there.

Zoe undulated gently, a little smile playing across her lips as she reached down and slipped her hand over mine and pushed lower. Stella’s breathing grew deeper, her fingers trailed over the woman’s smooth lips, and a gentle sigh escaped both of them as she came in contact with Zoe’s wetness.

“Ahhh…”

Releasing Stella’s hand, I reached down and pushed my thickening cock between her thick thighs as she turned and flashed me a shy smile. She shifted her ass around so her own wet lips rested against my cock. I didn’t move, staying still and watching her fingers gently tease Zoe’s pussy.

“Hmmm, you’re good at that,” Zoe murmured, her soft words encouraging Stella, who ran her eyes up and down the other woman’s lean torso. “Mhmmm but these are what I want.”

“Ohhh!” Stella moaned in surprise when the other woman latched onto one of her massive breasts. “Mhmm I could get used to…. ahhhh!”

My cock sank into her soft pussy with delicious slowness as her hands continued their ministrations.

“I want to watch you eat her out,” I whispered softly into Stella’s ear.

“Would that turn you on, baby?” Stella asked me huskily, her pussy tightening around my cock at the prospect. “To watch me lick my first pussy?”

“It sure would turn me on,” Zoe growled, shifting up against the pillows and spreading her long legs wide.

“Oh god,” Stella breathed, as I rolled her over onto her knees.

The woman was staring at Zoe’s tight pussy with a mixture of awe and trepidation. Holding onto her hips, I pushed my cock back into Stella’s pussy and she took the opportunity to run her tongue up Zoe’s tight lips.

“Mhhhhh,” Zoe moaned, reaching down to run her fingers through the other woman’s red locks.

Stella took the plunge, and I saw her grin before she pressed her lips against the other woman’s sex. The wet sounds of her licking tongue and kissing lips were soon joined by those of her own dripping pussy, as it gave off squishing sounds as I fucked her gently.

I took my time, in no hurry as I enjoyed the scene playing out under the moonlight before me. Zoe met my eyes and smiled a hungry grin as she rode Stella’s face. The woman took to the task as if she’d been doing it all her life. As I’d seen before, once she was past the initial fear or hesitation, it was easy for her to become uninhibited.

“Fuck, girl…right there…steady…you’re gonna make me…fuck
 !”

Zoe’s orgasm hit her hard and she shook, gripping Stella’s head tightly before sagging back into the pillows. The busty redhead meanwhile was busy having her own small orgasm, as her pussy shivered and gripped my cock.

“Oh god…please…too much…” Panting, she curled up in my arms as my still stiff cock slipped free.

Sore and exhausted from a long night, the pair of them drifted off in Stella’s big comfortable bed, cuddled close to one another, and I sank back into darkness as well, still horny, my dreams filled with sexy scenes.













* * *




I woke with the sunrise,
 the light reaching through Stella’s bedroom windows and illuminating the colorful paintings on the walls. The women still slumbered, and I lay there for a good twenty minutes, thinking about all that had happened since summer break had started.

The memories would be with me for a lifetime, but was I really building anything from it? My conversation the other day with Erika still reverberated in my mind. If I lived by defining myself merely in opposition to my father, I was doomed to unhappiness. I needed to find out what inspired me, the same way fashion inspired my stepmom.

These thoughts were still swirling around my head when Stella stirred awake. Yawning, she picked up her head, the red curls forming a wild halo around her pale face. When she noticed I was awake, she sat up on one elbow and offered me a warm smile.

“Morning, tiger,” she said softly, resting a hand on my abdomen, her green eyes fixated on the heavy log resting against my thigh. She licked her lips. “Last night you were a true gentleman, and I meant to…relieve this beautiful thing,” gently she ran her hands down my stomach, under my cock and hefted it in her hand as if checking its weight. “But I was so spent I passed out…will you forgive me?”

“There’s nothing to forgive,” I said, reaching down and running my hand up her creamy thigh to cup her soft ass. “But if you’re handing out blowjobs…”

“Mhmm, it just so happens I am,” she purred with a lascivious grin.

Turning her head sideways she dropped down to suck the underside of my cock, then drag her plump lips up to the head. As she slobbered all over the thickening tip, her moans and sucking sounds awoke Zoe, who peeked down and moved to join in, licking her lips to wet them.

“Mhmm Hmm,” Stella moaned, turning her head to the side again, plump lips kissing and sucking around the shaft as she pulled Zoe onto the other side of me.

“Holy fuck,” I breathed, watching in awe as the pair moved as one.

Their beautiful faces were coated in saliva, and the loud sounds of their moaning and sucking must have been heard next door, but neither seemed to care. Stella grinned in delight when she saw how deeply Zoe could take my cock, then choked herself on me when she tried to reach the same depth. When I gasped at the sudden and intense pleasure of her throat constricting around my cock, she dove again then traded with Zoe.

“I’m…”

I could barely get the words out, their fingers interlocked and hands working as one as they stroked me, tongues slithering side to side, warring across the tip of my cock. It was their cheeks pressed together and their beautiful faces gazing up at me, hungry for my cum, that finally did it. The pearlescent fluid gushed across their tongues and, moaning, both lapped it up.

They shared my cum back and forth, their kisses growing more passionate until I was forgotten. The pair made out for a long time, kissing, touching and teasing one another to shuddering orgasms. I was witness to the friends becoming lovers under the golden rays of early morning.
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W
 hen I drove off, it was with a mug of coffee and a small basket of croissants that Stella had insisted I take, claiming I needed to keep up my strength as she shoved an envelope in my pocket and shut the door before I could give it back.

“Go buy yourself something pretty!” Stella shouted from the other side of the door, then she and Zoe burst into laughter.

Her words reminded me that I hadn’t yet visited Rosco again to make a further payment on the car and I decided to fix that immediately. The freeway was blessedly empty of traffic as I hit the on ramp, and by the time the speedometer moved past 120, I was wide awake.

A black and white parked behind a billboard flashed its brights when I tore past, and my heart seized, waiting for the blue and red lights to flash, but they didn’t. Easing off the gas pedal, I thanked god for small mercies and took the next exit. I found myself in a familiar part of town and wound my way around the residential neighborhood until I found Rosco’s Used Autos.

A baying hound greeted me as I pulled the Mustang to a stop on the dusty lot. The squeak of a screen door opening told me Rosco was up, and a second later the man himself ambled around the corner of his mobile home.

“Morning, Rosco,” I said, climbing out and walking over with my hand extended.

The man ignored me and made a beeline straight to the car. He walked around it with a critical eye, even bending low and running his fingers over all four tires. Finally, he stood up with a frown.

“You’ve been driving her hard.” Flinching, I shuffled from foot to foot, knowing anything I said would sound like an excuse, but then the man barked out a hearty laugh and slapped me on the back. “Good! A car like this is meant to be driven and enjoyed. I’d be upset if the tire rubber was still squeaky. We might want to check the balance too; the left rear is wearing on the inside edge.”

“I brought this,” I said, reaching into my pocket and pulling out the envelope and handing it to him. He looked surprised as he hefted its weight and thumbed through it seeing nothing but hundreds.

“A man of his word,” he said, nodding with a pleased smile as he pocketed the cash. “That’s a rarity these days. Come on, we’ll see about that alignment.”

The birds were still singing their morning cacophony as Rosco began telling me about toe-in, how wheels were angled inward slightly to put a load on the bearings, and explained that they could be canted in or out, depending on the conditions the driver expected. As he set up his tools and spoke, I couldn’t help checking out the cars hidden beneath coverings and the mountain of parts he had carefully stowed away in the garage and storage sheds.

“You’ve got more parts in here than cars,” I joked.

“Bah. They’re all from European cars,” he said with a frown. Picking up various parts, he held them up to show me. “Aston Martin carburetor from 1945. A shifting box from an Alfa Romeo. It’s all useless nowadays.”

“What do you mean? People collect old cars all the time, imports especially, I’m sure you could sell this stuff. Is there a marketplace online?”

“Not really,” he said, scratching his chin and looking off in thought. “Ebay and the other online stores are hard to search, and it’s impossible to know a part’s condition or history when you buy it. No, it will all just collect dust till I die, then some poor fool will have to haul it to the dump. Anyway, let’s give her a test drive and see how she runs.”

We climbed into the car and I pulled out of his little lot and wound my way to the freeway. I put some Steely Dan on the radio and Rosco seemed to have a grand ole time as we cruised by the beach and attracted the attention of bikini-clad women making their way to the sands.

“Is it always like this?” he asked me as I pulled into the parking lot of a breakfast place.

“Like what?” I asked with a frown.

“Like that,” he said, throwing a significant glance at a pair of young women standing on the sidewalk near the crosswalk, watching me with shy glances as I climbed out of the car.

“I guess I never really noticed,” I said, offering a little wave to the two who burst into giggles as if they were schoolgirls.

“Good god damn,” he swore with a wide grin, “I tell you what, boy. I’ll work on the Mustang free of charge if you can get those ladies to join us for breakfast.”

“Seriously?” I asked with a raised eyebrow, but I didn’t need to hear his answer.

The man’s cheeks were scarlet, and he was fastidiously straightening his faded overalls. The sight would have been comical if I hadn’t seen how much it took for him to ask, and how lonely I suddenly realized he must be. Before he could answer I threw up a hand in greeting and waved to the pair who were still standing there speaking quietly to one another and ignoring the crosswalk light that had turned for them.

Both perked up when I waved, but then glanced behind them, clearly expecting that I was waving at someone else. When they saw I meant them, they let out another set of breathless giggles and flashing each other nervous grins came over to meet us.

“My friend and I were about to head in here for breakfast,” I said, offering the pair of them friendly smiles as I waved to Rosco who stood to one side bashfully. “But we need someone to settle a bet for us. I was wondering if you ladies might be able to help us.”

“Of course,” the blonde breathed, her eyes flickering between me and the furiously blushing giant over my shoulder.

“I’m Evan, and this here is my good friend, Rosco, a true prince amongst men. And your names are?”

The pair were a good ten years older than me, but with their makeup and expensive leggings and workout tops looked younger. The blonde had bright blue eyes but ducked her face down shyly when I glanced her way, and covered the softness around her midriff with an arm. Her friend was more outgoing, though equally nervous. She kept glancing side to side to see if there was someone else I’d meant to address instead of them. Finally, she opened her mouth and spoke.

“I’m Jo and this is Amanda,” she said. Amanda offered Rosco and I a weak grin as she finally peeked her eyes up.

“What was…” Amanda’s voice started high and girlish, but she faltered when she noticed she had our attention. Then she withdrew into herself before continuing. “…your bet?”

“I’m glad you asked, Amanda—”

“It’s ok, Evan,” Rosco began, waving his hands warningly, as the smile slipped from his lips, but I spoke over him.

“I bet Rosco here he couldn’t eat more flapjacks than me, or else I owe him another meal.” Rosco sighed in relief and grinned at the slightly confused women. “And you see, that wouldn’t be an issue, except I’m a known cheater.” I shook my head in mock sadness and went on. “So Rosco here won’t agree to the bet unless there’s two witnesses to make sure I don’t cheat if he has to go to the restroom or happens to turn around.” I offered the women a wink and Jo blushed and laughed, but Amanda shot me a frown of disapproval and stood a little closer to Rosco.


Interesting
 , I thought.

“As you can see, the bet won’t work without witnesses. So, what do you say? Want a free meal in exchange for making sure I don’t slip my food onto his plate when he isn’t looking or get up to any other shenanigans?”

“Is this true?” Jo asked Rosco with a crooked grin.

The man held his empty hands out wide with a helpless expression on his face that said he had no idea what he was getting himself into but would like to get the hell out of it, and fast.

“Well, we can’t have any cheating, now can we?” Jo asked. She shot Amanda a questioning look, and the blonde glanced from Rosco to me, then back and again and nodded.

We got a table outside and had a wonderful breakfast. My little ruse about the bet was revealed the moment we sat down, of course, and the ladies admitted I hadn’t pulled anything over on them. As the first round of mimosas went down, Rosco and the ladies loosened up. I refrained from drinking because I was driving, not that they would have served me anyway, and facilitated the conversation and growing flirtation between the shy Amanda and the gentle giant.

After the meal we all exchanged numbers and agreed to meet the next week for breakfast. I drove Rosco back to his lot and dropped him off, saying I’d love to stay, but I had to go home and get showered before meeting my stepmom.

“Boy, that surely was the best morning I’ve had in years,” the large fellow said, tipping his hat to me as I turned the Mustang around. “You get home safe now, and don’t forget about next week!”

“Don’t you lose that number,” I said with a wink. The man clutched at the tiny pocket in the center of his overalls’ chest flap with a terrified expression until he felt the little slip of receipt with Amanda’s number on it. Then he relaxed and smiled.
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A
 s I drove away, I saw him scurry inside and wondered if I should have warned him about playing it cool. Then I thought that games like that only happen if both sides are playing them, and I doubted Amanda was a player. Not with a career managing a day care center.

Erika was at the house when I got home, working on her laptop at the kitchen table. She shot me an amused look as I hurried upstairs to clean up and change, but never mentioned that I’d spent yet another night away. When I got downstairs, there was a cup of coffee waiting for me on the counter and I found her putting things into a large bag.

“Where are you headed to?” I asked. She must have been deep in thought because she leaped straight up, startled.

“Oh, Evan, you scared me.” Cheeks flushed, she pushed her hair back into place and slipped her bag over her shoulder before going to head out. “I have an appointment at the Salon that I can’t be late for.”

“Don’t let me keep you,” I said, turning sideways in the doorway to let her pass.

I deliberately didn’t step back out of the way, which normally would have been my first instinct before. This way my stepmom would be forced to sidle past me in the narrow opening. Shooting me a little frown, she turned sideways and slipped by, pausing with her massive breasts pressed into my chest and glancing up at me through her ridiculously long lashes.

“With Zoe and the others, I understand if you’re not wearing protection, but if it’s anyone outside their little…Club, I trust you’ll be more careful. Ok?”

My jaw worked up and down but no sound came out, and she gave an amused little laugh and patted my cheek lightly before slipping out the door and down the hall with a happy little skip in her step. I was more confused than I’d ever been, and more than a little pissed off, too.

I still had a couple of hours before I had to be at the store, so I pulled out eggs, muffins and some sliced ham. The stove had just popped on when the front door banged open again and I flinched, suddenly annoyed at the woman’s snide little comments.

“Look, I’m doing this escorting or gigolo thing because of you…Ohhh shit.”

“Doing what?” Esmerelda asked in a dangerous tone as she stepped through the kitchen door.

Her tone carried an edge, and the steely look dancing in her eyes was one I’d come to recognize. Tossing her keys and purse onto the kitchen counter, she stalked towards me with a long-nailed finger extended and a frown marring her beautiful features.

“If my daughter and her friends have gotten you mixed up in some bad business, it ends. Do you hear me, young man?”

“I’ve made my own choices,” I said, keeping my voice low and firm. “And what I do with my free time is my own business. I love you, grandma, but I’m a man now. Whether you want to see it or not.”

The anger fled her features and stance as quickly as it had come over them, and a sly smile grew on those full lips of hers.

“It is, is it?”

I didn’t care if I got to the mall early. I wanted out of this conversation. I switched off the stove, grabbed my stuff, and headed out without bothering to comb my hair. I arrived at the open-air mall and found it packed with people. They didn’t seem to be shopping but milling about the concourse as if waiting for something.

After poking about the stores until just before 1, I made my way over to Amò. I found Sophia in the shop, looking harried by the dozen or so women shopping in the store. When she spotted me, she waved me over with an exuberant motion.

“I didn’t think you’d make it. Quick, you need to get changed. Erika has your outfits all set up and ready to go in the back room. The show starts in twenty minutes and your hair isn’t even combed!”

“Show?” I asked with a frown, trying to ignore the stares from the female customers and the glares from their husbands as Sophia began pulling my shirt over my head. “I thought it was just a meeting with some designer.”

“Erika didn’t tell you?” Sophia snorted when my frown deepened. “Probably thought you’d bail if you knew what was going on. Enzio’s puts on a little fashion show every year, and some of the biggest designers in Miami and New York come out to watch. Amò joined the show this year. They asked us to provide a model and, well, you’re it, dude.”

“What the fuck,” I groaned.

This was the last thing I wanted to do, and I was still trying to think up an excuse to get me out of it when I spotted a familiar set of blonde highlights.

“Don’t worry, Evan, I’m here to save the day!” Julia is the type of woman that usually draws frowns from other women, and Sophia was no exception. The beautiful young woman saw the MILF in her tight little dress, with those bulging fake breasts practically popping out the top of it, and I heard a disgusted sound in the back of her throat.

“Sophia, just leave Evan to me and my friend Mia here,” turning sideways she drew forward a plump young woman with purple hair and a tackle box filled with makeup and all manner of beauty products. “Give Mia twenty minutes and she’ll have him ready for the catwalk. She’s doing all the models’ hair and makeup.”

“Catwalk?”

“Don’t repeat other people, dear,” Julia said, patting me on the cheek, “it’s rude. Now, Sophia, where can Mia and I work?”

“The backroom, I guess…” the young woman said vaguely. The intimidation she felt from the taller, older woman was palpable, as was the envy from the other women crowding the store. More than a few sent jealous glances Julia’s and Mia’s way when they saw them squeezing into the small back room with me.

“Perfect, all the suits are here and ready,” Julia said when she saw a rack shoved into the small space.

“Julia, what the hell’s going on?” I asked.

“It’s a fashion show, silly!” she said, ignoring my frown as she tried plucking my shirt over my head. “Remove your clothes so Mia can get to work.” Finally, she met my eyes and gave a great sigh. “Erika knew you wouldn’t agree to participate, but they needed a male model to show off Enzio’s suits. I figured as long as you got to keep the suits, it might sweeten the deal for you. Aren’t they amazing?”

She ran a hand down the rack of ten outfits, and I had to admit they did look phenomenal. Judging from the other clothes I’d gotten from the store thanks to Erika, the rack I was looking at cost more than the Mustang.

Drawing in a deep breath, I let it out slowly, releasing all the frustration and annoyance at having been shoehorned into this, and decided to try and make the best of it. I didn’t have plans for the afternoon, anyway.

Erika and I had discussed runway shows in the past. My stepmom was a huge fan of them, but I’d always argued they objectified women too much. She’d laughed, but I’d been young, and idealistic, and adamant that models gave girls bad body images—until my roommate pointed out that Marvel and GI Joe had been giving boys unrealistic body images for years and it hadn’t made us want to bulk up like Stallone of Schwarzenegger.

“Good boy,” Julia said with a wink when I let her friend pull the shirt over my head.

Mia blinked at my smooth, tanned muscles and I saw her blink rapidly, her breathing growing heavier before she shook herself and began fussing with my hair.

“You needed my shirt off to do my hair?” I asked with a sly grin, but Julia swatted me on the shoulder.

“No more cheek out of you. I’ll go make sure the other models are ready. Mia here will get you all pretty, and handle anything that…arises.” Julia threw the plump woman a sly wink and Mia blushed an even darker shade of red. When I frowned, she pressed a kiss to my cheek and whispered in my ear, “I’ve arranged for a half dozen possible clients for your business. Make sure you let Mia do her work, so you’re properly…impressive. And don’t make any plans for this evening, I’ve already scheduled a date.”

“What?” I asked, but Julia just winked and slipped out of the backroom.

Mia was left alone with me, and she shuffled from foot to foot awkwardly.

“That woman’s something else.” I said with a rueful shake of my head. “How do you know her?”

“Julia’s been coming to my salon for years…” She pressed both of her hands to her fiery cheeks and shook her shoulders. “I’m sorry, I can’t seem to get a grip on myself but you’re sooo beautiful and I don’t think I’ve ever seen a man as pretty as you are, I can feel it in my belly and now I’m babbling like a fool and I can’t seem to shut up but I’m too nervous to do what Julia suggested I don’t—”

Her torrent of words cut off only when I laid a finger across her lips. I could feel her trembling, but instead of stepping back, she pushed forward, kissing my finger. The door swung inward and Sophia poked her head in, staring in shock at my shirtless torso and taking a second before she could speak.

“Julia said to tell you thirty minutes. Do you need any help?”

“We’re fine,” I said with a firm smile. Pouting, she pulled the door closed, cutting off the noise from outside and leaving Mia and I in silence once again.

“I think you should get started now,” I said in a calm voice. Mia jumped as if I had goosed her.

“Right! Sorry, I’m such an addle-brain, let me get some hairspray…”
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I
 sat in the lone chair as she rifled through her box and selected various items. As she worked, I took the opportunity to admire her in the tall stand mirrors around the small room. Her body was thick and curvy in all the right places. The woman reminded me of Esmerelda, with her round rear end and massive breasts that hung heavily, but the shy glances she kept shooting at me in the mirror weren’t like Essy’s at all.

After giving it a quick trim to neaten it up and styling it with product, my hair looked better than it ever had before. I’d been growing it, mostly out of laziness, and the longer locks were curling slightly at the ends. Mia slicked it back, which made me look years older than I was.

The first outfit they had for me was a tight woolen suit with a vest and a frilly shirt. I was not a fan of the shirt, thinking it looked more like a blouse than a men’s dress shirt, but Julia bustled into the backroom just as I was holding it up and frowning.

“Hurry up and put it on, the girls are good to go, and the DJ wants to get started.” Glancing down she reached over to pull Mia close, “Fluff up our stud, I want the ladies to get a good gander at what he’s packing.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Mia beamed, licking her lips and dropping to her knees right there.

“What the…” I raised an eyebrow when her quick hands fished my cock free and gripped the base tight as she stared at the fat head as if it were a delicious treat she couldn’t wait to gobble down.

“Don’t worry, baby,” Julia purred as she slipped out of the room. “Mia is like family, safe and completely clean. We’ll make sure you get some relief before you’re done for the day. Just keep that chin up and break a leg out there.”

“Ohhhh god,” I moaned as my cock disappeared into Mia’s mouth.

She held my dick there, humming gently as the door clicked closed, her dark eyes burning up at me from under the bright purple hair. My entire dick disappeared inch by inch down her throat until she was resting her nose against my pubic bone without effort. This woman was something special.

“Jesus, you’re good,” I breathed as she pulled back, my cock coated with the slick saliva from the back of her throat.

Grinning with pride, she brought her second hand up to join the first. They twisted opposite one another, gliding easily up and down my cock. The feeling of her talented hands added to the slick saliva was heavenly.

“I have a lot of friends who are gay men,” she whispered, pursing her fat lips and sliding them all around the underside of my cock as she sucked, causing my toes to curl. “I’ve learned a few things. Enough to take my love of cock and worshipping it to the next level. Mhmm, baby, you have the biggest, most beautiful dick I’ve ever tasted…it’s just a shame I have to wait until after the show to taste you properly.”

Her eyes burned with an inner fire as she pressed her body against mine, her loose clothing and thick bra pulling down to show me hints of pale flesh beneath.

“No waiting,” I said, letting my hunger fuel the firm command. “I’m going to cum in your mouth, now.”

“But Julia said—”

“So you’d better hurry if you’re going to have me hard again by the time I have to walk out there, hadn’t you?”

A touch of darkness entered my voice, and Mia whimpered in desperate pleasure and threw herself into the task. Reaching behind me, I had to hold on to the rack with one hand and the wall with the other, as the woman sucked the life out of me.

She drove forward and backwards, her fingers interlocked, forming a tight ring in front of her lips. There was shockingly little sound as she kept the seal of her lips tight around my dick. The intense suction, together with the magic she was working with her nimble tongue on the underside of my cock, had my toes clenching in less than a minute.

“I’ve never…been sucked…so fucking good.”

Her eyes flashed wide at my words, lips curling up at the corners, and a low moan of pleasure escaped the back of her throat as she released my cock with her hands, reaching around to grip my ass. Hauling on me, her eyes hungry, I got the message.

Reaching down, I slipped my fingers into those purple locks and began fucking her face with short, fast thrusts. Mia kept her lips in a tight seal, tongue teasing and throat swallowing each time I drove into her pretty face, and in seconds my balls tightened, and I grunted in pleasure. As my cock throbbed, I watched her wide ass shiver and a radiant smile stretch across her lips as she pulled back.

Opening her mouth and rolling my cum around on her tongue, she closed her eyes and savored the taste of me. She ran her hands over her body, massaging her breasts and even pressing a hand between her legs, forming a damp patch on her dress.

“That was…”

“Mhmm my pleasure,” Mia purred, leaning forward and swiping the tip of my cock with her tongue, then gently nursing on the tip.

I inhaled sharply at the intense sensation of having her suckle the head so soon after cumming, but the woman never let up.

Drawing my softening cock back into her mouth and swirling her tongue around it, I was treated to a second round of heavenly sucking. A minute later my dick was solid again, and I was contemplating what her breasts might like feel wrapped around it, or even better how soft her pussy might be, when there was a knock at the door.

“Evan, Julia sent me to get you…are you decent?”

Sophia didn’t wait for an answer before she entered, and I felt a thrill of delightfully erotic panic as the door began swinging inwards, wondering what the pretty young woman would think when she saw the plump hairdresser on her knees worshipping my cock. Only I didn’t get the chance.

Mia’s quick little hands had my dick tucked back into my tight boxer briefs and was buckling the designer belt on my pants when the girl walked in.

“Can’t do up your own belt?” she asked with a mocking sneer.

“I wanted to make sure Evan’s…endowment wasn’t quite so visible,” Mia said with a raised eyebrow as she stood aside to let me pass.

Sophia’s eyes went wide when she saw my manhood hanging like a log down my thigh, the fine material pressed tight against its firmness. Contrary to what Mia had said, it couldn’t have been any more visible, unless I were nude. Sophia gulped and blinked again, her gaze locked downwards.

“We should go, they’re about to begin…” The young woman’s voice was a touch breathless, and Mia had a satisfied look on her face as I followed Sophia out.

“I’ll be here for…wardrobe changes,” Mia said as I left the room, and I couldn’t help but shiver a little at the promise of her help. The woman was a genuine treasure.

Sophia led me out of the store and down a curtained-off path to a small backstage waiting area. There I found seven women and two other men, all dressed in designer clothing of one brand or another. Three of the women were wearing outfits from Erika’s store, but she wasn’t there doing the fittings, leaving those to one of the junior sales associates. Frowning, I tried poking my head to look out, but one of the guys stopped me.

“I wouldn’t do that, they don’t like it when we reveal their art before we walk.” He had an apologetic smile, and I offered him a smile of thanks.

“I’m a bit lost here. Do you know what we’re supposed to be doing?”

“Honey, you’re not lost,” the man said, patting me on the arm and drawing me over to where a lady was doing last minute touches to make-up and hair. “And this is the easiest job in the world. For us, that is,” he winked. “We don’t have to do it in heels. It’s just a walk. And look good while doing it. For you, darling, that won’t be a problem.”

He shot me another wink, and I saw the other man frown at him.

“I’m Evan,” I said, reaching out a hand, and he took it.

“Bradley.” His eyes took me in speculatively as he said, “Come on Evan, I’ll introduce you around.”
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O
 ther than Bradley, most of the models were an unfriendly bunch. One or two of the women might have been interesting, but their guards were up for some reason, perhaps nerves. When it came time for me to head out, I was near the end of the group, last amongst the men.

Perhaps I should have been more nervous, but to be honest I thought the whole affair was slightly amusing. Compared to sitting topless in a restaurant with everyone staring at me, this was a piece of cake.

When I stepped out, I was shocked at how they’d turned the open-air concourse into a full runway. I stood on an elevated platform and walked out in front of hundreds of spectators sitting in neatly arranged chairs all around the runway. Packing in behind them, smashed up against the buildings, were more people and photographers.

I’d been expecting a small local gathering, but this felt serious. Especially as ten or so photographers scurried up from the back when I was nearing the T at the end of the catwalk and followed me all the way back. Their flashbulbs might have blinded me had I not taken Bradley’s advice and stared at a fixed point the entire walk.

I couldn’t figure what the fuss was about. Not knowing what to do, I’d opted for a quick stroll, but it came off a bit bored. When I stepped past the curtain and the next model passed me on the way out, a lady with a clipboard was there. She seemed harried but was grinning as she hurried me along.

“Great job! Now get into wardrobe for the second walk, hurry!”

Mia had the next outfit ready for me, and the crowd in the store was even bigger this time as I ran through. Sophia was busy at the register as I ran back past, still buttoning up the loose silk shirt they’d given me.

By the second outfit change, I had no idea what was going on. Instead of getting more orderly, the place fell deeper and deeper into chaos as girls cried out for hair extensions, makeup touchups, or their shoes. In the end, the show went off without a hitch, and I even had fun in the midst of the chaos. I grew a deeper appreciation for the fashion industry, that’s for certain, and even for the outfits I got to wear.

All the models did a final loop around the runway together and the floppy-hatted women and Italian-suited old men offered us a polite standing ovation. As we waved back, the designers and boutique owners came out, and I saw Erika. My stepmom had gotten her hair done for the occasion, the dark locks newly highlighted in gold. She was wearing a deep blue dress that hugged her every curve.

She threw me a wink when she walked past, but when we got off stage, I couldn’t find her in the confusion. Mia and Julia stopped me as I was heading back to Amò to look for her.

“That was amazing!” Julia enthused, her firm breasts bouncing as she jumped up and down enthusiastically.

“You’re a natural,” Mia said, pointing to where a small group of photographers stood. “I overheard some of them talking. They think they can get good money for today’s shots.”

“Really?”

“Come along, dear,” Julia cooed, hooking her arm in mine and steering me towards the parking garage, “I believe I promised you a reward for your hard work today.”

“Did you see my mom?” I asked, craning my head back to look over the crowd one last time.

“Erika had some things to do at the office. You understand. Come along, Mia. Unless you’d rather not—”

“Coming!” The purple-haired makeup artist said, her tackle box of supplies rattling along at her side.

“I’ve been meaning to speak with you,” Julia said, once we’d left the crowds for the quiet darkness of the garage. “I think I told you…I’ve arranged a very special date for you tonight. I hope you can be ready by 7 to meet her.”

“Yea…Julia…I think I should spend the night at home with Erika,” I said, frowning. “It’s not that I’m not grateful or anything, I really am, it’s just that I’ve hardly spent any time with her since I got home from school.”

“That’s sweet, baby,” Julia said, patting my cheek, “but just do me this one favor…please?”

“All right. But only because it’s for you,” I said, and the gorgeous blonde did a little gleeful jump, making sure her firm breasts shook against my arm enticingly.

“Mmm, good boy.” Julia purred, kissing me hotly on the lips.

“Julia…”

The pleading in Mia’s voice was clear as she bit her bottom lip.

“My, you’re a hungry little whore, aren’t you?” Julia said with a laugh.

Mia nodded and grinned wickedly, her eyes gazing up at me through those long lashes of hers.

“Yes. I’m a hungry cock-worshipping whore, and I’ve found one I want to worship all day long.”

“All day
 ?” Julia asked. Mia nodded again. “Prove it.”

The look of delight on the plump woman’s face silenced any objections I might have had. We made it to Julia’s car, where she pushed back the rear bench seat and quickly pulled off my pants before I pulled the two of them in with me. Mia’s lips locked around my dick the second it was free, and she only released it to share with Julia.

The blonde MILF took her time sucking and licking all over my cock, loving the look of delight on my face as their tongues warred across the tip. When the plump younger woman took me back into her mouth and encouraged me to fuck away, Julia slipped up beside me on the seat.

“Fuck her face hard, baby,” she purred in my ear, “and then I want to see you coat it in all that delicious cum.”

“Mhph! Hmph!” Mia’s garbled agreement was cut off as I shoved my dick back down her throat and held it there for a long second as she swallowed the head.

Julia got her wish a few minutes later as Mia stroked my dick with two hands, the tip spewing pearlescent cum all over her cheeks and lips. But I wasn’t done with her, and before long had her bent over the back seat, her purple hair hanging in her face and her massive breasts flopping as I railed her from behind with long, hard strokes. The woman shot off like a rocket the second my dick slid into her soft depths, and though she never screamed in pleasure when she came, I left the encounter with nail marks on my arms from where she’d gripped me.

Her tight little pussy could only take so much of my big dick before Mia had to tap out, and Julia crawled into my lap. Her big firm breasts out, the happy MILF rode me with delicious slowness, our kisses and touch gentle as she coaxed another big load from my cock, this time deep within her womb.

“Mhmm, I needed that,” Julia purred as she slipped off my lap.

“When do you need me again, Mrs. Julia?” Mia asked with a mischievous little grin.

“Next week, darling. I’ll need your services to fluff young Evan here before the show at Epcot in Orlando.”

I raised an eyebrow at the woman, but she just gave a shrug. “It’s up to you if you want to keep up with it or not, but today was an audition. The gig’s yours if you want it, pays ten thousand.”

“It pays what?” I asked, sitting up straight and catching the amused grin Julia wiped off her face.

“Hmm, yes, I thought that might make it more interesting. Did you enjoy yourself today?”

“It was fun,” I said. “Nothing like what I’ve done before…well almost nothing.”

“Your mom put you up for it, so if you’re interested in taking the gig, let her know.”

“Please take it, Mr. Evan,” Mia said, her massive breasts jiggling as she shifted around on her knees from where she’d been licking my balls as Julia rode me. “Then I can be your personal makeup artist and…hairdresser.”

“She was telling me how much she loves this cock,” Julia purred as she shifted around on the bench seat and joined Mia in kissing my cum-slicked cock.

“You ladies are going to be the death of me,” I said, but it only took seconds for their skillful ministrations to have me completely stiff again.

“Mhmm, the magic of youth,” Julia murmured before joining her tongue with Mia’s as they flicked gentle licks around the head.

Outside the dark windows of the woman’s SUV, the occasional shopper passed, but none happened to look in and see the wild show happening inside. The plump woman sucked me as if her life depended on it, proving how eager an employee she would be, and eventually she and Julia coaxed one last powerful orgasm from my cock.
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I
 got home an hour later and fell into bed, passing out just few seconds after setting an alarm for a two-hour nap on my phone. There was a buzz of energy coursing through me from the runway show, but I’d pushed myself too hard over the last 48 hours and it had finally caught up with me.

Waking in a pool of sweat, I cursed when I noticed the purple haze of twilight outside and realized I’d slept through the alarm. Leaping from bed, I jumped in the shower and did my best to copy Mia’s technique from earlier in the day for my hair. I pulled on one of the new pairs of slacks and one of the shirts Erika had bought me on that first trip to Enzio’s.

The TV was on in my stepmom’s bedroom, but when I poked my head in to say goodbye, Esmerelda was there, lying on top of the comforter. The woman wore nothing more than a small chemise, and the black silky material did little to hide her stunning curves.

“Come lie with me,” she said as she patted the bed beside her with a warm smile. “I’ll even let you pick the movie…anything you want.”

She bit her bottom lip and raised one knee as she shifted to the side, forcing me to swallow hard before replying as I took in her spread thighs.

“I’m meeting someone for dinner,” I said. “Is Mom here?”

“She said she had something at the office tonight and that she wouldn’t be home until late. If you need something…anything…I’ll be here when you return,” she said. There was unmistakable promise in her husky words, but she made extra sure I got her meaning as she ran one hand down the neckline of her nightgown and cupped one massive breast.

Not trusting myself to speak, I nodded, fled downstairs, and grabbed my keys. Her seductive laughter followed me out the door, and I could have sworn she was torturing me on purpose. I tried to push thoughts of the woman out of my mind, but they kept creeping back in as I made my way downtown to the restaurant Julia had told me to go to.

I found a parking spot in the back and pulled on my coat as I made my way around the building. The hostess greeted me, and I took the opportunity to scope out my date as she led me to a table in the back. I couldn’t make out the woman’s face with her head turned away, but the moment I saw her shadowy figure the familiar feeling of butterflies arose in my stomach.

I was readying a line as we approached the table when the woman glanced around, and my breath caught when my stepmom’s eyes met mine. For one frozen moment we stared at each other. Erika’s gaze had a shyness and a nervousness in it, as a fragile smile broke out on her lips. I don’t know what was registering on my face, but my shock dissipated, taking with it the butterflies in my guts. Unbelievably, I was completely calm.

“Julia said nothing…” The words sounded stupid coming out of my mouth, but I couldn’t think of anything else to say as I took my seat.

“I asked her not to,” Erika said with a blush, and turned to the hostess before she left. “Could you ask the server to get us a bottle of Dom? Thank you, dear.”

The hostess nodded and beamed at my gorgeous stepmom and I was once again reminded of the effect she had not just on me but on the whole world. As the girl walked away, the two of us glanced at one another nervously, then away, unsure how to begin. The moment stretched for a long, awkward second, but I just couldn’t tear my eyes away from her gorgeous face. It still didn’t seem real that she was sitting across from me.

“Say something, don’t just stare at me,” she whispered with a shy little smile. “Is this how Julia and Stella taught you to treat a lady?”

“What the fuck?!” I breathed, the exhalation turning into a chuckle, then a full-on laugh.

“Stop that!” Erika said, but her frown of annoyance slipped into a grin of amusement as I tried to get a handle on the laughter. “What’s so funny?”

“You,” I said, then twirled a finger around, indicating us, the table, the whole situation. “This. If it’s some kind of joke—”

I reached across the table and took both of her hands in mine, trapping them against the table and forcing her eyes to meet mine. There was no need to ‘show’ her the desire and passion burning within me because it was right there, hovering just beneath the surface. As my fingers tightened on hers and those pale blue eyes recognized just how serious I was, the server arrived with the bottle of bubbles.

“Were you two ready to order…?”

“Give us a minute,” I said, not breaking eye contact with my mom, who swallowed hard, her eyes smiling. There was so much I wanted to say, so many questions I wanted to ask, but I pushed them all aside as I realized I was exactly where I wanted to be. The server poured two flutes of Dom, placed the bottle in an ice bucket off to the side, and discreetly disappeared.

“I’m sorry I laughed, it wasn’t you, or the situation, just…everything in general.” Releasing her hands, I handed her one of the glasses of amber liquid and held the other up in a toast. “I have a hundred questions, and maybe you do too, but let’s forget them for now and just have a good night.”

“To the perfect date,” she said, taking a sip, and I felt a shiver of pleasure run down my spine when she said the word. “What did you think of the runway today?”

“It was absolute chaos there for about an hour, but it was surprisingly fun. Why didn’t you warn me what I was walking into?”

“I didn’t want you to be nervous,” she said with a shrug, then added with a little laugh. “Or wiggle your way out of it. Remember how many times when you younger, and I tried to get you to do things you didn’t want to? You’d always find a way to bail on me.”

My smile soured as I recalled the last fight we’d had, and Erika seemed to know exactly what I was thinking about.

“I’m sorry about last summer,” she said with surprising emotion in her voice. “You don’t know how much it’s torn me up this past year…the things we said to one another.”

“We always hurt most those we really love.”

Her eyes flashed to me and I saw a tear shimmering on one of her lower lids, but it didn’t fall. She stared at me for a long second, then took another sip from her champagne.

“I’ve loved you since I was a boy,” I breathed the words, sensing that I’d never get a better opportunity to be honest with this gorgeous woman than right now. “I know it’s wrong and I’ve hated myself for years for it, but you’re everything
 I’ve ever wanted.” My eyes flickered down from the perfect lines of her face to the deep neckline of her blouse and back up.

“I love you too, Evan—” Erika began, but I cut her off.

“Let me finish.”

Blinking, she sat up, and I realized this was the first time I’d ever used such a firm tone with her. Instead of frowning or getting upset, as I half suspected she would, spots of red color bloomed in her cheeks, and she sat quietly, and nodded for me to go on.

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever known, both inside and out. You’re brilliant, capable, and made a home for me when I’d never known one. It killed me to see you unhappy, and the whole of this past year I was miserable thinking you hated me. I can’t tell you what this is, but I know I can’t go through that again.”

“Well,” she said, sitting forward and resting her elbows on the table and crossing her hands, “you’ve certainly grown up, haven’t you?” Her eyes sparkled with amusement and emotion as she went on. “I can’t tell you what this is either, Evan…I barely understand it myself…but I can promise you I’ll never push you away again.”

“And if that isn’t enough for me?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?” She countered with a raised eyebrow. She held the expression for a full second before blushing furiously and drinking deep from her champagne glass.

“You’re not going to make this easy for me, are you?” I laughed.

“I’m going to make it very, very hard,” my stepmom purred, a fire suddenly entering her eyes that dried my laughter. Suddenly confident and in charge again, she leaned forward. “You were amazing on the runway. What did you think of Enzio’s clothes? Brilliant, right? I don’t know who told you to do that arrogant stroll, but it drove the designers in the crowd crazy. They love it when people wear the shit out of their art. Do you think you’ll do the show in Orlando?”

“I want to,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat at the memory of Mia’s eagerness but pushing the lascivious thoughts down. “But I had an idea today. If I can get it up and running in time, then I’d love to go.”

“What’s the idea?”
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I
 told her about Rosco’s and the thousands of parts for vintage European cars just sitting around collecting dust. As I sketched out my idea for a website that sold or traded rare auto parts, the idea grew and expanded as Erika threw out problems and issues I might face. The woman was brilliant at business and got as worked up about the idea as me.

“I don’t know anything about the engineering,” she said, our plates pushed aside as she sketched out a business model, “but you’ll potentially be dealing with older, less tech savvy people so ease of use will be important. We see that in fashion all the time now with online sales. Nobody wants to get bogged down when they’re ready to buy. One click is the way to go. For this stuff you’ll need some kind of software that can recognize parts with just a picture.”

“That’s a good idea,” I said, nodding. “It’s actually not that hard to do, but it would take a lot of computing power. Machine learning to analyze a database of pictures of the parts, and a data center to feed it.”

“If it’s a data center you need, then talk to Renata. She could also help with legal or recommend someone who could.”

“Yea, I don’t think her partners would appreciate working with a man,” I laughed.

“I wouldn’t be too sure about that,” Erika said, sitting back and sipping her champagne. “This could be something big, and every law firm likes to represent big name clients. If you can show enough value, they’d have to take you on as a client. What about the website design? Have you thought about that?”

I did have a few rough ideas, but as we spoke they grew and were refined. The server returned with the appetizer we’d ordered but it sat barely touched as we talked. Erika dug in her purse and came out with a pen and scrap of paper, and we began sketching out the landing page, even playing around with what the user interface of an app might look like.

Our conversation flowed into her business and the crossroads she found herself at.

“The car business is on autopilot,’ she said with a sigh. “The gang can run it fine without me.”

“What about Amò?”

“I love the store, but it feels like taking a step backwards, moving into retail. It was supposed to be a pet project.”

“You seem to enjoy spending time there. I know it’s a bad time to think about opening up brick and mortar stores, but what if you used them as venues for more events like today? I bet women all over the country would like to see fashion shows, but they seem to only happen here, LA or New York.”

“That’s a terrible idea,” Erika laughed, “but you might be onto something with the runway shows. They have been coming back in fashion, pardon the pun, over the past decade. If you take more modeling gigs, we might get a chance to work together.”

Her eyes sparkled with merriment as she sipped her champagne. I’d barely touched mine, so it couldn’t have been the alcohol, but it felt like I was floating on a cloud. Remembering Julia’s words from our first night, I reached out and snatched the server’s hand as she passed and slipped a pile of folded bills into it. The woman glanced down and blinked. I was already standing. Erika looked up at me and frowned.

“We’re getting out of here,” I said, and held out a hand to her.

Those brilliant eyes of hers considered me for only a second before reaching up to take my hand. As I pulled her up and led her from the restaurant, my heart was racing inside my chest, but my nerves were calm. I’d know the woman beside me to be stern, short-tempered, irritable, and every other emotion over the years. But I’d never seen her like this.

The woman who stood beside me was submissive and calm, perfectly content to have me take charge, eager even. When I glanced down and allowed myself to take in the black dress that hugged her hourglass figure, I saw two large peaks on the tips of her breasts and the confidence that had flooded me a second before grew even more.

“We have a room set up…there,” Erika said, her finger pointing to the hotel that stood beside the restaurant, and I saw her swallow hard as she slipped free of my arm. “Give me twenty minutes to get ready? I want everything to be perfect…”

I couldn’t wait, and neither could she. Before I would let her go, I hauled her forward and took my stepmom into my arms right there on the sidewalk outside the restaurant. The second her lips touched mine, it was as if the world froze. I’d felt passion, desire and all sorts of other intense emotions when kissing or making out with women before, but never this
 .

Pulling back with a gasp, we both stared into each other’s eyes and I saw the same illicit desire in her. The same all-consuming fire that filled me.

We released each other as if we had been scalded, the other’s skin so hot we could no longer touch for fear of ripping one another's clothes off then and there. I saw a shudder pass through my stepmom when the realization hit her of just how taboo and wicked what we were about to do was.

“Go up to our room and get ready,” I growled, “you have five minutes.”

“Oh god, this is really happening!
 ”

Her excited whisper sent a thrill down my spine and I nearly stepped forward to pick her up again. Flashing me a nervous but excited smile, she nodded. “Room 343…and if you decide it’s too weird and you don’t show up—”

“Go,” I said, “and stop being foolish.”

I watched her hurry into the hotel and couldn’t help staring at the perfect curves of her ass. Suddenly my nerves were jangling, and I felt sweat form on the palms of my hands.


What the fuck and I doing? With my mom?!


The taboo thought only made me more nervous and excited as I paced the sidewalk outside the building. Pulling out my phone, I saw I had missed a few text messages from Julia.


Julia:
 How’s it going?


Julia:



Julia:
 Erika says you kissed?! Call me!

The last text was from seconds before, so I hit the call button and Julia picked up immediately.

“Oh my god it’s about to happen isn’t it!”

“I’m freaking out a little,” I admitted.

“You’ll be fine, honestly, it’s Erika I’m worried about. Just do everything you’ve learned, and you’ll be fine. So, slugger, how’s it feels to know you’re about to fuck your mom?”

“Jesus,” I breathed, glancing around the street in embarrassment, though of course none of the people passing had heard her.

“It’s been a long time for your mom, so take your time with her, ok? And go buy a bottle of wine and some flowers, surprise her.”

“Good idea,” I said. “Thank you, Julia, for everything.”

“Don’t thank me yet, tiger. This is going to be the night of your life, just you wait. Now don’t keep her waiting.”

I found a gift shop in the hotel that had small bouquets of roses and bottles of cheap wine. I bought one of each, plus a tin of candies that I knew she loved, and found the elevator. An older couple rode up with me and smiled knowingly when they saw the gifts.

“Go get her,” the man offered as they exited, as his wife gave me a nod of approval.

My nervousness faded as I walked down the hall. In a lot of ways, it felt like I was walking home. I knew this woman, inside and out. Better than anyone else in the world, even myself.

Pushing the door open, I froze at the sight before me. Erika lay atop the bed in a white negligee that covered yet hinted at the treasures beneath. Her legs were bare, and the white panties covering her sex were sheer and molded to every delicious fold. Her face was shining but nervous as my eyes took her in from head to toe.

“You’re gorgeous,” I breathed. The words ripped from my chest as I stumbled into the room, setting down my purchases on the nightstand.

“Mommy can’t wait any longer, baby,” Erika moaned as she shifted around on the bed to kneel on its edge. Reaching out she snagged the tails of my jacket and pulled me up against her. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

“Me too,” I breathed, letting my trembling fingers trace down the woman's incredible curves. “Oh god, you have no idea.”

“Tell me,” my stepmom breathed as she pushed the coat off my shoulders. “I want to know everything, every wicked detail.”

“I—” The words died in my throat as the memories rushed back up and triggered a wave of embarrassment. But Erika planted a kiss on my neck and repeated her words in a hot whisper as her fingers found the buttons of my shirt and began working them free.

“I used to come home from school…and stare at you…sunbathing. My room looked right out over the pool...”

“And what would you do when you stared?” She asked with a teasing grin, her fingers tips tracing lines of fire across my chest and abs as she tugged the shirt free.

“You know what I’d do,” I said, the embarrassment burning in me.

“I want to hear you say it,” my mom hissed, her eyes pleading with me.

“You want to hear how I stared at my stepmom and jerked off?” I asked, suddenly seizing her hips and grinding her panty clad pussy against the stiffness in my pants and slid my hands around to massage her glorious ass. “How I stole an old magazine spread you did and kept it hidden under my bed?”

“Oh god, yes,” Erika moaned, and I realized she was on the verge of orgasm without even being touched. “What did you imagine doing to mommy?”

Julia’s words about women liking men who knew what they wanted and reached out to take it came back to me, and I took a half second to read the signs in my mom. From the dilated pupils to the flexing of her hips and the iron hardness of her nipples, it was clear that she wanted this as much as I did.

“I wanted to see you take that top off…dreamed about your boobs every damn minute of every day. Even tried to steal glances when you were in the shower,” I said, blushing at the admission, but Erika only ground herself all the harder against me, her whimpers of pleasure growing more desperate as she flicked my belt open. “I would dream of you crawling into my bed at night and making love to me.”

“More,” she purred, her eyes flashing up to meet mine as one hand slipped down into the waistband of my pants.

“Jesus,” I gasped as her fiery fingers slid down the length of my stiffness. “I would dream of you crawling beneath my desk when I was studying and giving me a blowjob…of pressing my face between your legs when we were watching TV…oh god...”

I couldn’t take any more of her teasing touch and threw her back onto the mattress and kicked my pants free. Erika’s eyes flashed with hungry desire and she pulled me atop her, her fingers desperate to pull my cock into her depths. But I had my own plans.












Chapter 37











I
 whipped the negligee over her head and, sitting on my knees, took in her perfect figure. She didn’t preen under my gaze, but neither was she shy as I stared at her body. She reached up behind her back to unclasp her bra. Eyes watching my face carefully, she released the thin white cups and I let out awed breath as her perfect breasts sat there, capped in puffy areolas and hard nipples.

She took my breath away.

“Erika…you’re incredible.”

“Call me mommy…please?”

The plea in her voice had a huskiness to it, and I could tell how deep the desire ran. In answer, I leaned back and let her see how much harder my cock got when she said those words. With wide eyes she watched it bounce and let out an awed sigh.

Bending low, I took a hard nipple into my mouth and suckled on it. Erika let out a gasp of pleasure that grew into a scream after just a couple of seconds. The hand which had reached down to grip my cock grew weak, the fingers letting go, and her body curled in around me. Glancing up, I was shocked to see her face was pale and dark spots of red marked her cheeks.

“Oh baby,” she moaned, gentle fingers gliding through my hair as she cradled me close. “That was…intense. Does my good boy need some relief?” Her eyes alit on the throbbing spear standing up between us, and she reached over with shaky fingers.

“Tonight is all about you,” I said, laying her back down and kissing her.

The kiss awoke that same intensity in my breast again and it was long seconds before we broke off, both of us gasping. I took the chance to taste the smooth skin of her neck, taking small nibbles and leaving trails of hot kisses as I made my way back down to her glorious breasts. Sucking first one, and then the other, I confirmed how sensitive they were, as well as how much she seemed to love me nursing from her.

My other hand reached down and ran up her thighs. They parted around my fingers and I found her panties were soaked through. The scent of her sex aroused me so much that I nearly came across her belly. Kissing my way down, I ignored her weak words of protest.

“I’m going to make you feel good, mommy,” I growled, just before planting a kiss on her puffy lips.

“Oh god!”

My tongue sank into her fiery depths, and I heard her moan in pleasure. The feel of her body shuddering beneath me had my cock throbbing, and the taste of her intoxicated me. In seconds I was feasting on her pussy, my tongue digging into her in between running tight little circles around her hard clit.

“Yes, my son!” Erika hissed, “Lick mommy’s pussy…ohhh good boy…ohhh god…mommy’s cumming baby! I’m cumming!”

The world went silent as her thighs squeezed my head between them and a gush of her fluids coated my tongue. The bed convulsed as she released me and flopped back, her body coated in a thin sheen of sweat as she panted, eyes wide.

After catching her breath for a minute, she began crawling down my body, her lips suddenly on mine as she tasted herself, moaning even more.

Then it was my turn to gasp as I felt her hand grip my steel hard cock.

“Tell me what you want,” Erika purred in my ear as her fingers glided along my length with teasing slowness. “Tell mommy what you need her to do for you, my son.”

“Suck me, mommy,” I breathed, shocked at how turned on the illicit words made me. “God, I want to watch my cock sliding in and out of this sexy mouth.”

Hauling back on my hips, she scooted me to the edge of the bed and slipped down between my legs. I sat in awe and watched as my stepmom cradled my cock in her hands, staring in fascination at its length and girth before pressing her cheek against it and inhaling deeply.

“Relax, baby. Let mommy take care of you like she’s always wanted to.”

My jaw fell open as she ran her hot tongue up the underside and then swirled it around the head. Watching my dick disappear into my mom’s mouth was so hot and intense I nearly came right there, but I held back, intending to enjoy this. Reaching down with one hand, I pushed the dark hair out of her face and met those brilliant blue eyes of hers and marveled at the unconditional love and devotion I found there.

“I love you,” I breathed, “unnnhhh!”

I groaned aloud as she sucked the head of my dick into her mouth, tongue swirling around the slit. Her acts said more than any words could as she worked my cock deep into her mouth. She wasn’t a brain-melting talent like Mia, or even as wickedly enthusiastic as Stella, but what she lacked there she more than made up for in the slow, loving touches that drove me to the brink again and again.

I’d never had someone take their time and lavish so much attention on my cock as my stepmom did. Gripping the base tightly, she ran her tongue up and down the underside with delicious slowness, her eyes watching the pleasure turn to agony on my face as she edged me ever closer to an explosive orgasm.

“I…can’t last much longer…” I panted. “God, I want to fill your mouth with my cum, mommy.”

“Yes, baby! Fill mommy’s mouth, give me all of that delicious cum.” Her hands flew now, one still gripping the base, the other stroking me with quick little motions as her lips and tongue teased the head.

Our eyes were locked on one another right until the last second, and I saw a thick spurt of thick creamy cum coat Erika’s bottom lips and tongue before she dove forward to trap the tip of my cock between her lips. She sucked, stroked, and milked every drop of cum from me.

My toes were curled, and the world had gone to white, but as I slowly came back to myself, heart racing and body still shaking, the sensation in my dick never ceased. Reaching down, I gripped my mom’s head as she rose and fell over my cock, her sucking now a full body motion as she drew my dick back to stiffness.

“Mommy can’t wait baby, I need to feel this fat cock in my pussy.” Her fingers clawed at me, and mine at her, as I pulled her body beneath me.

I threw aside the hotel sheets, twisted and damp with sweat, and crawled between Erika’s legs. Her heels pulled me into her and in seconds we were lost in a passionate embrace, our hands exploring one another’s body, as my hard dick pressed against the entrance to her wet lips.

Like teenagers making out, we rolled around on the bed for a few minutes, just enjoying touching and being touched. I took her breasts in my hands again and felt her shudder beneath my touch. Gentle fingers pressed the fat head of my cock against her opening and Erika pulled my lips to hers. Our eyes were open as we kissed, and I was filled with joy as I felt her wetness grip me.

“I love you.” We both breathed it at once, our tongues dancing against one another as my hand slid down to grip her ass.

Growling in desire, I could hold back no longer and thrust my cock into her pussy all the way to the hilt. My fingers sank into her perfect ass and I felt my stepmom’s incredible tightness shiver around my cock as she let out a shriek of pleasure.

“YeeEEESSSSS!”

After that, words were difficult to come by, as we made passionate love. I took her with hard and fast strokes that first time, both of us needing to get it out of the way. As her heels locked together behind my back, her fingers hauling on my ass, our grunts in sync, our eyes met once more, and I could hold back my release no longer.

“NgghhhHHHH!!”

Collapsing atop Erika, my cock continued to flood her depths as it pulsed, and I saw her eyes go wide as she felt the powerful blasts. Body seizing, she gripped me tight, and another orgasm coursed through her body. It was an incredible sight.

“That was unbelievable,” she breathed as we rolled onto our side, catching our breath.

“I never dreamed it would happen,” I murmured into her hair.

Her fingers trailed down my stomach and along the length of my cock, still slick with my cum and her juices mixed together.

“Mommy should clean you up…mhmm, you’ve been such a good boy.”

“Oh, mommy,” I groaned in pleasure when she bent down and sucked my dick into her mouth.

Swirling her tongue around my soft cock, she sucked me clean in moments and soon had me firming up again.

“Bend over,” I growled, levering myself off the bed and pulling her ass back.

“This is how I like it, baby,” she purred, whipping her thick hair back over one shoulder, then she noticed me admiring our reflection in the mirrored closet doors and let out a purr of pleasure. “Fuck, we look hot.”

Lining my dick up, I pushed again into her depths. Nothing had prepared me for how sexy the sweeping curve of her back and sides would look as they met at the twin globes of her perfect ass. Gripping her waist, fingers sinking into the hollow of her hips, I let loose, taking her with long, hard strokes.

“Fuck yes!” my stepmom cried out.

I couldn’t stop myself from slapping her ass as it rolled before me, or from running my hands up underneath her and cupping those glorious breasts. My favorite was when she arched back, twisting until her lips met mine and I rolled my hips, digging into her pussy with fast thrusts.

Erika loved it when I reached into her mouth with two fingers and pressed down on her tongue. It acted almost like a button, same as sucking her nipples had, sending her into an intense orgasm. Instead of slowing down, I fucked her straight through and felt the tight grip of her pussy carrying me over the edge again.

When we collapsed back onto the bed, bodies damp with sweat and contented smiles on our faces, we lay for a long time just holding one another, lost in our own thoughts. We made love another three times that night, fucking in every position imaginable.

She confessed the shame she’d always felt for her desires, and how her friends had found out about it. They’d been more than supportive, and even offered to help, and in the end they’d decided on something more…communal.

“I hope you don’t think we’ve used you,” Erika said, her cheek hot as she pressed it to my chest. “The gigolo thing was my mom’s idea, and Julia took it and ran.”

“Esmeralda?!” I asked, my voice rising an octave at mention of my beautiful grandmother.

Erika sat up on her elbow and looked down at me slyly.

“Did I detect a twitch…down there…when I mentioned my mom?” Her eyes burned with an inner light as I squirmed and nodded. Hating myself even as I admitted it, yet unable to lie to her. But instead of laughing or getting upset, she threw her leg over my hip and slipped my dick back into her soft depths. “I made her promise not to jump you…mhmm…unless you want her too…ohhhh…but…god baby, you’re so hard!”

“This is hot as fuck,” I growled.

“Mhmm, then I should tell you she can’t wait to suck this big dick of yours and…ohhh fuck!...Oh god…I can’t wait to watch!”

Gripping her hips with both hands, I drove up into her with powerful thrusts until we both reached our peaks together moments later. Her wicked words had sent us both over the edge and we collapsed back onto the bed, spent.

We stayed up until the sun rose, talking. Erika opened up to me about many of her predilections, though she only hinted at the most scandalous ones. She’d had few male lovers in her life, and all of them had been either a lot younger, or a lot older. She and Zoe had been lovers in college and picked it back up after our fight when she’d gone to her friend for comfort.

Julia and the others she’d only flirted with, but I got hints of what might be in our future. Erika got off on the fact that I was sleeping with her friends. More than just getting off on it, she had a decidedly old-world idea of the way a man should be treated by those women closest to him.

As I held this gorgeous woman in my arms, her chest rising and falling against mine as she drifted off to sleep, I couldn’t help thanking god for this night, and all the nights still to come.












Epilogue











“R
 osco says they like the update, but wondered if you can make the drop down boxes activate with a click and not a hover. He says the hover is…hang on, I wrote it down… ‘annoying as all get out and reminds me why I hate the internet.” I looked up from my notes and grinned.

Ty let out a huge laugh. He’d gotten used to Rosco’s opinion on technology, just as I’d gotten used to Ty. Turned out he wasn’t really the jerk I had thought and I was glad I’d had the idea of adding him to my tech team. “Ha! Easy fix, we can have that out in the next patch. Was there anything else?”

“No,” I said, scanning my spreadsheet and the list of action items Rosco had written down for me. “Everything is scaling really well. At this rate, I might have to start prepping for a Series B investment round.”

“You have to let me put this latest video up on YouTube. The gearhead community is already wild for you as the face of the company. You’re what’s going to get us mass market appeal, not our silly logo.”

“Hey, the logo isn’t silly!” I said, but Ty rolled his eyes.

“At least we have a cool company name. Eurparts is fucking badass, you have to admit it now.”

“Sure it is,” I said, pasting a smile on my face. The domain had been free, small wonder, and at least Google searches gave us the top listing for European car parts. Still, I always died little inside every time I heard the name he and Rosco loved.

“It’s dumping outside and I want to hit the slopes,” Ty said, peeking out his bedroom window. “Are we done?”

“Umm, that should be everything,” I said, scanning the list before me once more. “Have fun and remember to patch the—”

“Yea, yea boss, I got it,” he said with a grin. He flipped me the finger and slapped down his laptop, cutting our connection.

Sighing, I set down my notepad, then finished off the last of my beer and rose. The pool glittered outside and even though it was November, in Miami it still felt like summer. Tossing the empty beer can, I grabbed a fresh one from the fridge and turned to head outside to grab a few rays before dinner.

As I was reaching for the sliding door, a hand slapped against the glass, freezing it in place. Looking up, I spotted Esmerelda glaring back at me with a dark, dangerous look in her eyes.

“Where do you think you’re going, young man?” I opened my mouth and pointed to the pool, but she spoke right over me. “You know what’s happening tonight, all the preparations your mother’s made. You promised I’d get my chance to congratulate you first, before all those putas’ get their hands on you.”

In all honesty, I’d forgotten with the craziness of my life over the past few weeks, but I knew better than to say that to Esmerelda. She already gave me a hard enough time for working too much, in addition to school. If I wasn’t careful, she’d pull another trick like the one over the summer.

That had been an interesting experience, waking up tied to my bed with my step grandmother’s mouth worshipping my cock. All day she’d licked and sucked me, teasing me with those massive breasts of hers and dragging her daughter in to fuck my brains out, then leaving me to sleep for eighteen hours straight. I’d finally gotten a good night’s rest, but she herself was exhausted for days afterward.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, and she gave a sharp nod, then licked those thick, ruby red lips of hers and scurried over to the couch.

Patting the empty seat beside her, she flicked open the top three buttons of her blouse, so that the edges of the checkered pink material barely contained her breasts. She drew her fingers up the inner slope as she squeezed her forearms together.

“Why don’t we start with your favorite,” she said with a knowing smile.

A shiver passed through me as I walked over and untied the string on my board shorts. Esmerelda’s smile grew lascivious as she saw the hunger growing in my eyes. She knew I could never turn down the heavenly feeling of fucking her tits.

Erika had been adamant about her boundaries, and we’d honored her wishes. However, her wicked mother had found all manner of ways to push the envelope.

“Come, let me take care of you baby,” Esmerelda purred as she reached out and flicked aside the laces of my shorts and watched with a happy smile as they fell to my feet.

Dribbling a stream of saliva onto her tits, she pressed them tightly together and I slipped my cock between. The feel of her soft tits wrapping around my glans was incredible, but not as hot as the sight of her beautiful face, upturned and shining with desire.

The woman’s breasts were so massive that I could fuck straight into them, and the tip of my cock barely brushed her breastbone. With every thrust the soft flesh jiggled and shook, and Esmerelda's grin grew as she saw the pleasure growing on my face.

“Mom, you said you’d wait!”

Turning my head, I saw my stepmom coming into the living room. She wore a frown that soon melted into a grin when she saw how much fun we were having.

“I couldn’t, baby…your boy just looked so tasty.” Esmerelda grinned at her daughter, who had already slipped into a cushioned chair facing us and dropped a hand into the waistband of her pants, eyes burning with intensity as she watched us.

“Show him what you learned from Mia, mom,” Erika said softly, her eyebrows raising enticingly when I met her eyes. “Yesterday while you were at Rosco’s, Mia gave us all a blowjob lesson…very educational, huh, mom?”

“Jesus,” I whispered, imagining what that class must have looked like. “I wish I’d been there for that.”

“I’m sure you do, big boy,” Esmerelda purred. She’d been rolling her breasts around my cock since her daughter sauntered in, but now she stopped and glanced at the younger woman speculatively.

When we’d returned home from the hotel that first day after we’d gotten together, months before, Erika had explained her limits to me. Then later, the night that Esmerelda had crawled into my bed while I slept and woken me with an amazing blowjob, it wasn’t until I was coating the beautiful woman’s thick lips that I noticed Erika standing in the shadows of the doorway.

At first I’d been scared until I noticed her fingers pulling on a nipple and the other hand working between her legs.

Now the woman raised a questioning eyebrow at her daughter. The pair held each other’s gaze for a long moment, as if having a staring contest, and I began to wonder what was going on. Then Erika relented and gave a quick nod.

“What’s all this?” I asked, the warm air caressing my cock as it was suddenly released, and Esmerelda eagerly pulled me around and slipped in front of me.

“Today is a very important day for you,” Esmerelda said, her gentle fingers taking my cock as she planted a soft kiss on one side and glanced back at the chair where her daughter sat. “And I wanted to do something special for you. Your mom does too, but she’s shy.”

“No, I’m not,” my stepmom said, then frowned at the hint of petulance in her voice. Slipping off the chair, her eyes met mine and her cheeks heated. “Don’t look at me like that.”

She knew how I’d glance over and stare at her hungry lips while her mother was busy worshipping my cock. She’d hinted that maybe, for my birthday, or a special occasion…but I hadn’t been expecting it now, in the middle of the day, in the bright living room. But as she whipped her top off, and unhooked the strong black bra encasing her large breasts, there was nowhere else in the world I wanted to be.

“We’re both so proud of you, baby,” my mom said with a smile, her breath tickling the head of my cock.

Esmerelda gripped the base, her eyes wide with a hunger I’d never seen in them before as she held my cock out straight. The women’s eyes met, and I saw something wicked pass between them, then their lips pressed to either side of my shaft and my soul melted in bliss.

They began with gentle kisses that became suckling and licking. Their tongues grazed the bottom side and teased one another. Twin sets of pale blue eyes gazed up at me as their cheeks pressed together and I was sucked gently into one mouth, then pushed into the other. Back and forth they went, tongues teasing my cock awake.

My mom’s hand rose and joined her mother’s as they stroked me to steel hardness. When my balls tightened as the massive orgasm approached, the women sensed it and backed off. Erika rose, dragging her big breasts up my chest as she trailed kisses along my lips. I moaned into the kiss, her tongue darting into my mouth as I felt Esmerelda’s throat caress my cock.

Breaking the kiss and glancing down, I stared in awe as her nose pressed into my crotch. The woman could only hold my thick cock in her swallowing throat for a second, before hauling back on it and stroking the slick saliva back down its length, only to go again.

“Mom’s been begging me to let her, and I think today’s finally the day,” Erika purred in my ear, her fingers gliding along my scalp.

“For what?” I asked, my voice breathless as I watched my mom push Esmerelda’s head back down my cock and hold it there for a long second.

Esmerelda pulled back off me with a gasp, her eyes wild as they met her daughter’s.

“Oh god baby…really?!”

“You’ve both been so good, and I trust you now,” my mom said. As she bit her bottom lip and gazed up at me, I realized what she meant.

“Turn around,” I growled, unable to wait a moment longer.

Esmerelda looked between me and her daughter and spun around so fast you’d have thought she was kneeling on a turntable. The long floral skirt she wore disappeared in a second and I pushed aside her thong panties, the head of my cock at her steaming entrance. I paused, then looked over to my mom and reached out an arm. She flashed a grateful smile and I drew her close, her lips meeting mine as I sank into her mother.

Our moans disappeared amid our kiss and were drowned out by Esmerelda’s shriek of pleasure. The older woman’s arms gave out and her face pressed to the cold tile as that first, massive orgasm swept through her body, my cock barely halfway into her. The tightness of her pussy was incredible, and I thanked the heavens she’d stayed celibate since her husband passed.

It was almost like taking a virgin as I eased into her with short thrusts. Her wetness drained down her thighs and coated my cock, but it was Erika’s gentle guiding hand on my ass that dictated my movements.

“I love you,” I breathed into my mom’s mouth and she grinned into the kiss, mouthing the same words back.

“Oh god…I love…this!” Esmerelda cried, her eyes pressed shut and her massive breasts almost choking her as they pressed in around her head, swaying with every powerful thrust.

“He’s mine, Mother,” Erika said, and there was a sharpness to her tone that wasn’t there when we played with her friends. It didn’t surprise me. Of all the women in my mom’s life, it was her mother who most threatened her. The woman’s beauty and charm had been a dominant force in her young life, and it had taken years to feel she’d outgrown her shadow. I took care now to hide just how exquisite the older woman’s tightness felt as I took her with long, slow thrusts.

“But you can fuck my beautiful boy when I give you permission.”

“Thank youu nnnGGGG!”

“Yes, thank you, mommy,” I breathed as she lifted a swollen nipple to my lips.

My mom’s sigh of pleasure as I sucked and nibbled on her nipple, together with the feeling of her mother cumming on my cock again, had me right on the edge. My motions began to falter, and I moaned in frustration when the perfect tightness left my cock, then gasped in shock as the women dropped down, cheeks pressed together, and stroked my jerking cock all over their upturned faces.

“Holy fuck, that’s hot,” I breathed, my knees trembling and toes curling as I watched the thick pearlescent lines arc out and cover their chins, lips and cheeks.

Panting, I staggered back and fell onto the couch and watched as they pushed the cum into their mouths.

“That was…” Words left me as I stared at the pair and felt my cock throb.

Esmerelda gave a delighted grin when she saw my dick twitching, but her daughter stopped her from crawling over. They shared a look, and I saw the older woman give a petulant frown that made her look like the younger of the two.

“We have a busy evening ahead, and everyone will be showing up in the next hour or two. I’d hate for them to arrive and find the place…and us…in such a mess.”

“You’re right. Let me know when the delivery arrives,” I said as I rose.

“Mia texted and said she’d be arriving any minute with the promotional material,” Erika called after me as I headed into the yard.

Stepping over to give them each a deep kiss, I headed out to relax by the pool for an hour. Erika and Julia had planned this big party for the release of my biggest ad campaign yet. If it had been up to me, I’d have told nobody and hope I was never recognized. But a center spread in GQ was a big deal in the modeling world, and the agency had insisted I do something splashy so they could leak it to the papers.

Those first few runway shows had been fun, but the really lucrative jobs had come when Erika got me in contact with an agency. I’d made it clear that modeling was a side hustle, and nothing more, but I was making them so much money that they were happy to fit the photo and video shoots around my schedule.

And once again, Erika had been right. The contacts I’d made from modeling had made it easy to secure a round of investors for my start-up idea. Once the funding was secure, I’d been able to rope a few college classmates in to do the coding with Ty on board as the team lead. Rosco had been a godsend, giving feedback all throughout the process. That is when he wasn’t busy with Amanda, with whom he’d struck up a budding romance. I’d been concerned at the age difference, but they seemed incredibly happy together.

I had no idea what Erika and Julia had planned for the evening, but they’d refused to let me cook. In exchange, I asked them to order Focaccia from Gugino’s. The oily flatbread spread with tomato paste was my latest obsession and the little Italian bakery I’d found in Coral Gables was unbelievably good at it. Sometimes I got the one with black olives, too.

The hour I spent lying in the sun every day was the only time I took for myself now, besides cooking, and I’d grown to crave it as much as I did my morning workouts. So it was with a frown of annoyance that I picked my head up and looked to see what the sudden commotion was.

“Evan!” Julia poked her head out of the sliding glass door and waved her phone. “Have you checked your phone?”

“I’m on it!” Mia scurried past the slender blonde, her body jiggling as she hurried over to me.

“What is it?”

“Someone at the magazine leaked your photoshoot.”

“Oh god,” I thought, remembering how many ridiculous outfits the photographer had made me try on.

“No, you’re going viral! Look,” she scrolled through her phone and I saw the images, photos of me shirtless and posing. “They don’t know your name, but this is going to make your asking price for any future shoots skyrocket.”

“Oh, well, I guess that’s good then,” I said, seeing it in a different light.

“Come on you two,” Julia called, “The agency people are here, along with the caterers.”

I leapt to my feet but didn’t fail to notice the slight frown of disappointment on Mia’s face. The woman was proving to be an excellent assistant. She was efficient and knew how to run a small organization, nor was she afraid to lay down the law with anyone. But the one thing she required to keep her focused and on task was a regular chance to place her mouth on my cock. We headed in and passed Julia, who gave the plump woman a wink.

“Save it for the after party, sister.” The blonde hooked an arm around my shoulder and drew me over to a suited pair from the agency who stood chatting with my stepmom. “Renata won’t get here until after seven, so keep our guests charmed until then, and I’ll rush them along when we’re…ready to go.”

I swallowed hard as the woman gave me a gentle pat on the ass and one wink of her impossibly long lashes. She peeled away from my side, drawing Mia over towards the bar where Zoe stood mixing a cocktail. The dark-skinned beauty threw me a wink as she pulled the thin black straw to her thick lips and sucked.

Shivering, I tore my gaze away and found the slick-haired little man who’d signed me grinning up at me.

“Have you seen what’s happening! It’s incredible, Evan, the best thing that could happen to your career, err, you know, whatever you want to call it. If you sign with us again, we can get you a campaign with anyone!”

“That’s great, man,” I said, hooking an arm around his shoulder and drawing him over to where a portly fellow was unloading large pizza boxes of bread onto the tables they’d set up. “But let’s not talk about business tonight, we can do that tomorrow. Or better yet, on Monday,” I said, and the fellow joined in with my laugh, though his was a touch uneasy. He was a nice enough man, but I was sure he was under strict orders from the agency to sign me to another contract as soon as he could. Meanwhile I wasn’t in any hurry to sign, especially if my price was about to jump. “Have you ever been to Coral Gables?”

“Can’t say I have,” he said with a frown as I flipped open a box and inhaled the sweet aroma of dough, spices and tomatoes. “Ohhh, that smells delicious…is it pizza?”

“Better,” I said with a smile, picking up a piece and taking a hearty bite.

The party picked up after that, as people streamed in steadily. The company was good and the food better. By the time the catering company had packed up and left, and the sun was beginning to sink towards the horizon, I found myself back out by the pool sitting beside Erika and nursing a beer.

“I can’t tell you how happy I’ve been the past few months,” she said, smiling at the guests inside as Zoe and Julia pestered Renata to confess her secrets. “You’ve made me so proud, Evan.”

“And you’ve made me so happy,” I said, taking her hand and drawing it to my lips. “The luckiest and happiest man in the world.”

“Don’t you forget it,” she purred, twisting in her chair and leaning over to plant a warm kiss on my lips.

“Hey, don’t get started without us!”

Breaking our kiss, I turned to see Stella and Zoe tugging off their tops to reveal the bikinis they’d changed into beneath. The busty redhead wore a green two-piece in material so thin I could make out the dimples on her areola, while Zoe wore two scraps of fabric that could barely be called a swimsuit. Tiny triangles covered her firm breasts and another small one lay over her sex, with a thin line riding the crack of her pert ass.

The pair flashed me grins as they hopped into the pool, waving for me and Erika to join them. As I was getting up from the seat, Julia stepped out of the house and let the loose white robe covering her bikini-clad body drop. Erika dove in, and I found myself slowing as I stared at the gorgeous blonde.

Other than my stepmom, no woman could command my attention like Julia. Her small white bikini barely covered her sculpted breasts, and the bottoms rode high on her hips, highlighting the smoothness of her stomach.

“Hold up there, tiger,” the blonde purred, her fingers hooking in the waistband of my board shorts as she pulled me close and planted a passionate kiss on my lips.

I lost myself in the kiss, feeling my cock respond as she hooked a leg around the back of mine and ground her bikini-clad pussy against my crotch.

“Congratulations, baby,” Julia purred in my ear, her hot breath tickling the sensitive flesh. “When I saw those pictures of you in the magazine…. Mhmm! I couldn’t wait to eat you up.” I kissed her full lips again, gripping her ass and grinding my cock against her pussy, not caring who was watching. Then she broke off the kiss and pulled back with an effort, her breath ragged.

“God damn you’re dangerous…Renata, get out here! I can’t wait any longer.” As she kissed my neck, my focus was riveted on the tall, slender figure coming through the open sliding glass door.

Renata wore her hood, and little else. Black leather straps wrapped around her torso, leaving her tits and everything below the waist exposed. The black hood covered her beautiful and severe face, and the ring at the mouth made her lips puff out into a tempting ‘O’.

Julia saw me staring. “Your mom asked Renata to help make this an extra special night…is there anything you’d like to do with that tempting mouth-pussy of hers?”

Glancing over my shoulder, I saw my mom and Zoe sitting together on the pool’s deep step. Their hands were moving below the surface, as Zoe planted kisses on my stepmom’s long neck. Erika’s pale blue eyes were locked on me, and I could almost hear her wicked thoughts. Her lips curled up into a grin as I commanded Renata to kneel with a single motion of my finger. Stella hung onto the edge of the pool, her eyes wide as saucers as she watched her friend.

The gorgeous lawyer fell to her knees, and I saw her tongue shivering in her mouth in anticipation of what was to come. Her small nipples hardened as I dug out my cock and placed a hand on top of her head. Holding her in place like a toy, I drove my dick in with deliberate slowness as the muted sound of her gagging and swallowing filled the air.

“Amazing,” Julia whispered as she watched.

“Tongue,” I growled, and reaching down wiped my dick all across Renata’s masked face.

The woman obeyed immediately, stretching her tongue out as far as she could. Placing my dick on the perfect landing strip, I drove forward into her face, taking the sides of her head in a firm grip and fucking with long, powerful strokes.

Renata’s back locked up, and she nearly released her hands, which had been clasped behind her back. She knew what kind of punishment she’d get if she released those hands without permission, and I wasn’t ready for her to suffer that level of humiliation in front of her friends just yet, so I was glad she was able to control herself.

Julia’s jaw dropped, and when I heard a shocked cry of pleasure from behind me, I recognized it as my stepmom’s voice. Water splashed as Stella climbed from the pool and watched in amazement along with Julia as I fucked Renata’s face with powerful thrusts. I knew not to bottom out in her throat when going so hard, but by pushing it, I was driving Renata mad with desire. The air was already filled with the scent of her sex.

“I’m close, whore…you may…cum…” She let out a garbled ‘thunk yub’ but didn’t release her clasped hands, sensing I had more to say. “…but you have to cum before I do, and wear my cum all night…understand?”

I drove my dick down until her throat caressed the tip, but she still managed to give a small nod, her eyes hungry with the need to please and be used.

“Now take off your hood and show your friends what a good little slave you are,” I barely recognized my own voice.

As I pulled out of her mouth, Renata whipped off her hood and opened her mouth wide. The beautiful, noble planes of her face looked even sexier with her hair in disarray and desperation etched on her features. I’d only given my dick a single stroke before Julia was suddenly there on one side, and a wet Stella on the other.

The two women took over for me, and I saw Renata give another shudder of embarrassment as her friends stared down at her in all her shame. The orgasm that wracked her body a half second later was one of the biggest I’d ever seen from her, and she nearly missed receiving my load across her gorgeous features as she curled around her fingers working desperately in her pussy.

When I bellowed a warning, my hands gripping the women beside me tight, Renata turned her face up and took the full load across it. Julia angled the tip so thick ropes of cum covered her, sparing no inch of the woman’s skin.

“Fuck that’s hot,” Stella said, “I want to try it too, baby, will you fuck my face next? Just as brutally?”

“Take a number, Stella,” Julia said huskily as she planted a firm hand on my chest and pushed me backwards into the house and onto the couch. “Unless you want to join me, I get him next.”

“Sure!” The redhead enthused, and I was delighted to see her march inside, following Julia.

“Renata, come get Julia ready for me,” I ordered as the blonde and redhead pushed my thighs apart and attacked my cock as one.

My slave swayed up to her knees and crawled inside, her hips shifting from side to side.

“Yes, Master,” the woman said softly, and a second later Julia’s eyes flashed wide, and she let out a long ‘Ooooooh’ of pleasure as I heard the wet sounds coming from her pussy.

Stella’s thick lips took me deep as Julia’s nails dug into my thigh. The redhead stared up into my face, intent on watching my pleasure overcome me. As the woman’s talented tongue slithered and snaked around my glans, she was rewarded. The world faded as my eyelids fluttered and I gripped the couch’s cushions to keep myself from flying off.

“Fuck him, Stella,” Julia hissed, her back arching as she pushed her firm ass into my slave’s hungry mouth. “I’m going to…Jesus baby…she’s teasing me…tell her to let me cum, Evan…please!”

“Not until it’s with my cock inside you,” I growled. “Understood, slave?”

“Yash sah.” Renata’s muffled voice was paired with another groan of pleasure from Julia.

Before I could pull Stella onto my lap, a pair of hands closed around my hand and tilted my face back. Zoe planted an upside-down kiss on my lips and flashed that Cheshire cat grin of hers.

“Swing around, love.”

Her hair still dripped cold water, but I barely noticed as I lay back and she swung her slender leg over my head. I felt Stella grip the base of my cock and angle it back. Her incredibly tight pussy gripped the head, and I heard her sharp gasp of pleasure, stifled by Zoe’s mouth as the slender woman leaned forward and kissed her.

My tongue caressed the firm nubbin above me for a brief second before driving it up into her and tasting her juices. As Zoe pressed down on my tongue, I drove my hips up, causing Stella to groan into Zoe’s lips, which in turned cause the slender woman to grind her pussy down on my tongue and me to drive my hips up.

Around and around in a circle we went, and the occasional glimpses I could see over Zoe’s elongated torso only filled me with more passion. The pair of lovers clung to one another, their kisses passionate, and their hands slid all over one another’s backs as their breasts pressed together.

Over the past few months, the two had become even closer friends. Zoe would spend most weekends either at our house, or with Stella. The redhead was on a journey of self-discovery and there was no one better to lead her down that path than the open-minded Zoe.

I couldn’t reach up to caress Stella’s phenomenal tits through all the press of bodies, but I could grip her narrow waist as I drove up into her. The feel of her big ass slapping down onto my thighs as her tightness shivered around my cock sent me over the edge again and I flooded her womb with a massive blast of cum.

The two of them tumbled off me, twisting in each other’s arms on the other side of the couch, Stella driving two fingers into her lover’s pussy and sending her into a spasm. A whimper at my side drew my attention back to Julia who lay in a sweaty pool in the center of the rug.

A fire was now crackling behind the glass. The LED flames gave off no heat, but the red and yellow light cast a romantic glow over the room.

Rising, I dropped to my knees and pressed the slick head of my soft cock against Julia’s puffy lips. The woman was lost in a world of torturous bliss as Renata still teased her pussy. Her eyelids struggled open, and it took a second for her eyes to focus on me, but when they did, a guttural sound escaped her throat.

“Get it hard so I can fuck your perfect pussy,” I growled. Julia’s eyes burned with desire but her neck was too tired to lift her head and take me into her lips.

Before I could say anything, Erika was there.

“Mhmm,” my mom purred as her lips pressed against the other side of my cock.

They sandwiched me between them, both sucking hard, tongues slithering through wet lips and in no time, I was hard as steel again. Julia’s arms were weak as I crawled between her legs, but her heels hauled on my ass, and I sank into her sopping pussy to the hilt.

“Yes!” she cried out, her long nails digging into my back as she clung to me.

The woman was a sexual dynamo, her body writhing beneath me, nails scratching and hips flexing. She fucked up and back into me, matching my every thrust, and within moments I could feel the pleasure seizing her body. It felt like I was melting into her as the spasms of her pussy milked my cock, but I managed to keep control of myself.

Julia sagged against the rug, her body relaxing beneath me as tremors passed through it, aftershocks of her orgasm still consuming her body. As I sat up, Renata knelt and presented herself to me, hands clasped behind her back and hood back in place, with my cum spread beneath it.

I could see her dark eyes staring at her friend’s cum dripping from my cock through the fine mesh of her hood and rose to my feet. My stepmom stepped forward and grabbed me by the back of the head and pulled me into a deep, soul-shaking kiss. At the same moment, she shoved her friend’s face forward onto my dick.

Renata’s surprised moan of pleasure came out garbled as Erika yanked her back and drove her forward again. I’d taken control of my slave’s head this way before, but having my stepmom doing it was ten times hotter.

“How does that feel baby,” she purred into my ear, her warm words at odds with the guttural grunts of pleasure coming from the lawyer. “Is mommy doing it right?”

“Slower and…ngh…deeper,” I huffed out and slipped an arm around her waist, cupping her perfect ass with one hand as she snuggled up close.

“How’s that?” She asked, keeping her grip on Renata’s head tight as she glided the woman’s lips down my cock with delicious slowness. “Mhmm mommy likes playing with this toy…but I need you, baby.”

Grinning, I pushed Renata’s head back and pulled my mom before me. My slave knew what I wanted from her without me speaking, and she flipped over onto her back and used her tongue to tease my mom’s clit before I pressed the fat head of my cock to Erika’s soaking pussy.

“Oh, god…fuck mommy baby…fuck me!”

Erika’s growl drew heads all around the room. The sight of her body arched in bliss, as I fucked her with long strokes from behind, each thrust making her breasts shake, would have been enough to send me over the edge. But Renata’s dangerous tongue moved from Erika to me and bathed my shaft as I drove in and out, and as my mom shook in her second orgasm, I slammed deep and joined her, my cum flooding her womb.

The six of us collapsed onto the thick rug, cuddling. After a time, our quiet words and gentle touches devolved once more into a chaotic orgy. I took my mom first this time, rolling her atop me as her friends embraced at our sides. Then I took Renata, the women all watching in interest as I put the leather clad beauty through her paces.

When I had the tall lawyer on her knees and my cock buried deep in her ass, Erika’s tongue worked just as well as a standing vibrator. I opened the hooded woman up to a whole new world of pleasure that night, as her shame and embarrassment triggered the biggest orgasm of her life.

The night that we all celebrated my start-up and magazine spread was one of the greatest nights of my life, only topped by those nights when Erika wanted to explore her ‘mommy fetish’. We would explore all types of scenarios, from her walking in on me jerking off with her panties and ending with a loving blowjob, to me sneaking into her room and playing with her while she slept.

Every Sunday we take a long drive up the coast in the Mustang. Usually it’s just Erika and I, but occasionally Esmerelda will join us if she is in town. Life has become interesting and crazy lately, but we make sure to slow down at least one day a week and deepen the growing connection between us. Her love and faith has given me the confidence and strength to do anything, and I can’t wait to explore every moment of my life with her at my side.




THE END

















Authors Note










Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review.



To find more stories I’ve written, check out the links below.



You can sign up to my website
 , and you’ll get access to my newsletter, which I send out once a month (or so), with information about new releases and the occasional free story.



Best regards,

Nick Storming


www.nickstorming.org














 Twitter
















ALSO BY NICK STORMING











Series: Fae King's Harem




Coven Master: Book One





Coven Master: Book Two





Coven Master: Book Three





Coven Master: Book Four






Series: Harem World




Harem World: Book One





Harem World: Book Two





Harem World: Book Three






Series: New World Alpha




New World Alpha: Book One





New World Alpha: Book Two





New World Alpha: Book Three






Series: Mountain Man's Harem (A Western Harem Fantasy)




Mountain Man's Harem - Part One: Strikin’ It Rich





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Two: Laying Claim





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Three: Mountain Wolves





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Four: Into the Valley





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Five: Frisco Fling





Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Six: Northern Rush






Series: Vox-AI: The Simulation




Vox-AI: The Simulation - Book One: A Space Harem






Series: God-Kings Harem (A Taboo Magical Harem Fantasy)



Complete (1-8)




Crowning of the King





Drums of War





Assassin’s Gamble





A Noble Mount





Birth of an Empire





Enemies & Allies





Sword & Plow




Prophecies End





Series: The Golden Age



The Golden Age: The Novel (Bundle)




The Golden Age: Part One





The Golden Age: Part Two





The Golden Age: Part Three






Series: MILF Neighborhood




MILF Neighborhood: The Novel (Bundle)





MILF Neighborhood: Part Two





MILF Neighborhood: Part Three





MILF Neighborhood: Part Four





MILF Neighborhood: Part Five






Series: Summer of MILFs




Summer of MILFs: Part One





Summer of MILFs: Part Two





Summer of MILFs: Part Three





Summer of MILFs: Part Four





Summer of MILFs: Part Five






Series: Lost at Sea




Taboo Family Crusoe: Part One





Taboo Family Crusoe: Part Two






Other works by Nick Storming





Stand Alone Novels




The Power - Taboo Harem Fantasy





MILF Apartments - Harem Fantasy





Rockstar Harem - Harem Fantasy





The Species Imperative - Post-Apocalyptic Harem Fantasy





Harem on the Prairie - Taboo Harem Fantasy






Stand Alone Novellas



Snowed In: Taboo FFM Fantasy




Mommy’s All-Star: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Magic Seed: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Taboo Foreign Exchange: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Mother’s Helping Hands: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Taboo Cabin Fever: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage!: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Mommy’s College Prep: Taboo Harem Fantasy





Sinful Seduction – Taboo MILF Romance





MILF Mansion Inheritance – MILF Harem Fantasy





Mother-In-Law’s Ménage – Taboo FFM Fantasy





A Mother’s Awakening – Taboo MILF Fantasy






Short Stories




The First Subject’s – Part One





Mother’s Motivation





Mourning Father – Family FFM, Step Fantasy





Taboo MILF Blackmailed! – MILF, Step Fantasy





The Man Next Door – Mom Daughter FFM, Step Fantasy





Milk Farmer: Runaway Transformation





Summer Fling – Sister Brother, Step Fantasy





Sign up for the 
newsletter

 to get updates on stories and exclusive content not available on Amazon!





cover.jpeg






