
        
            
                
            
        

    
TABOO RELIEF






PART ONE
[image: ]


NICK STORMING


FRACTURED PRESS


CONTENTS

Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Authors Note
ALSO BY NICK STORMING



CHAPTER 1
[image: ]


Olivia watched the ball soar through the air, and she couldn’t breathe. Her entire body frozen, along with the rest of the crowd as the football arched high, spiraling, then fell into the hands of the receiver. The crowd erupted, and she flew to her feet, screaming.

“Yes! Run!”

Every head turned to watch the boy race to the end zone, except Olivia who turned the other way and watched her son pick himself up from a late hit. Her fingers twisted together as she worried, but Evan popped onto his feet without issue, and she sighed with relief. The crowd roared even louder when they scored, but Olivia didn’t watch the end zone. Her eyes were locked on her boy as he jumped for joy with the rest of his team.

It had become her habit to miss the touchdown celebrations and watch her stepson Evan instead. That first time he’d been hit hard, and while the crowd roared, she worried. The giant lineman was shouting something at Evan as he picked himself up, but Evan had said something and the boy stiffened, then began laughing and helped him up.

It was always like that with Evan. Miracle after miracle.

Motherhood hadn’t been in Olivia’s plan. She’d seen how it ruined her own mom. With seven girls and an abusive husband, her mom had crawled into a bottle to escape her fate. Olivia had thrown herself into work when she was younger. Rising to the height of her profession as an accountant. That’s where she’d met Gareth, Evan’s late father.

It was an old tale. New York boardroom. Older CEO and the younger woman. Olivia had resisted his overtures for years but he finally wore her down. No matter what she wore, men had always chased after her. And Gareth was the same. The man was aloof and driven. His intensity swept her off her feet, and she found herself in his arms and then with a ring on her finger. Now, ten years later, she was a widow and a stepmother to one, and she regretted none of it.

“Liv!” Olivia was jerked around by Susan. “That’s seven hundred yards! Evan’s thrown,” she turned her head to glance up at the scoreboard, where stats were written after the touchdown. “Seven hundred and Elven… that’s almost a state record… That’s almost a state record!”

Other parents cheered, congratulating Olivia like she’d done something. She cheered along with them, but her eyes remained glued to Evan as he jogged to the sidelines and joined his team. The tension only left her shoulders when his helmet came off and she could see that he was okay.

“They might as well call it,” Susan said with a laugh. “We’re so far ahead they’ll never catch up.”

Another parent agreed as everyone settled back onto the bleachers. Olivia tried to ignore the way the dads stared at her and Susan. She understood it with her friend. Wearing designer clothes and with her dark hair coiffed in elegant curls, her friend looked out of place on the high school bleachers.

Susan Wilson was a real estate agent who only dealt with the most exclusive and expensive properties. She came from the streets, but she could wine and dine with the best of them, and with her stunning looks and killer figure, doors opened wherever she went. Olivia didn’t have her friend’s confidence, or her long legs, but what she did have drew as many stares. Pulling the thick sweater down, she tried not to notice how the material conformed to her voluptuousness, or the angry glares it drew from a few wives whose husbands forgot to close their mouths.

“That’s Emma, the ex?” Susan asked as the defense ran onto the field.

Olivia followed where her friend was looking and grimaced, a sour taste entering her mouth.

“She got her acceptance letter from UCLA last week and broke up with Evan the same day.” She could hear the venom in her voice and didn’t bother removing it. “Something about not wanting to be tied down in college… It’s the first semester of their senior year!”

“Is he broken up about it?”

There was something in her friend’s tone that tickled the back of Olivia’s mind, but she ignored it and nodded.

“He tries to hide it, but he’s devastated. Other than football, he stays in his room all day,” Olivia shook her head as she watched him standing alone, off to one side. “He keeps up with all his obligations, but I don’t know how he does it. I can see it in him. The pain. I wish he could just move on; Emma certainly isn’t worth it.”

“She’s rather pretty,” Susan eyed the cheerleader with a cocked eyebrow. “Rather… chesty, isn’t she?” She turned to look at Olivia’s larger bust and the eyebrow rose farther. “Think he has a type?”

“Susan!”

Cheeks heating, Olivia looked around to make sure everyone’s attention was on the game. The other team was slowly marching down the field, but the mood was relaxed.

“What? Evan’s an adult… and a fine one too.”

“Susan,” there was a warning tone in her voice, and Olivia sighed to see her friend relent.

“They won’t make the first down. This game’s over,” Susan reached up, stretching her back, and Olivia’s frown returned when she caught Evan staring from the sideline.

Her friends bust rivaled the cheerleaders, and Evan wasn’t the only one who stared. She could see boys elbowing one another, and her cheeks heated further when some of those stares shifted to herself. Why did she wear this tight sweater in the first place? It was Evan’s favorite, but that shouldn’t be the only reason.

“Could you not. You know how mad it makes the wives.”

Susan’s smile was pure satisfaction.

“Oh, I know,” leaning close, she waved down to Evan, who jerked around to face the field. “I think I can help… get through to him. Make him see she’s no loss. Let her run off to California, he’ll have everything he needs right here.”

“What do you mean?”

Susan’s eyes sparkled with mischief, and Olivia’s eyes widened when she realized what her friend was saying. The pair had been best friends for years, and she knew the woman’s mind, inside and out. Evan was an adult at eighteen, but he was still her stepson and the thought of… that!... She sat still as the idea rolled through her mind, images flashing that she’d only entertained in private, under the cloak of darkness.
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She should be outraged. She should be furious with her friend, but the anger didn’t come. Instead, a warmth spread through her guts. Her wicked, taboo dreams were there, but she pictured Susan in her place and the quiver in her belly became a lightning bolt that shot between her legs. A seed of something she didn’t want to acknowledge was born, but she turned her mind away from it.

Evan was more than a star athlete. He was a leader. On the field, at school, church, wherever he went people flocked to him. It wasn’t just his bright blue eyes, ready smile and rakish good looks. There was a kindness and a strength to him that were intoxicating. Fiona had seen it since he was a boy, and as he grew, she couldn’t be more proud of the man he was becoming.

Her fantasies were just that, and she wouldn’t ruin his life with her selfish desires. She’d gone far enough with the massages. They helped Evan recover after games, and thankfully never commented about the awkward tension that formed as she worked. They left her in a lather, though, and she would spend hours afterwards with her little vibe, feeling his hard muscles beneath her fingertips. But if it was Susan… And Fiona could watch…

The crowd roared, stealing her away from her thoughts as the game ended. Self-conscious of the flood in her nether region, she and Susan joined the crowd as it filed down the bleachers and out into the parking lot. Evan had to change with the team but the parking lot was so full, only half had pulled out by the time he and the rest of the team came out of the locker rooms.

“That was amazing, Evan!” Olivia hugged him, face pressed against his game jersey as she inhaled sweat, musk and something else that was pure him.

Carefully putting a wrinkle in her nose and a frown on her lips, she pulled back and waved, “You need a shower, mister.”

“He needs a parade,” Susan said, pulling Evan into a hug after Olivia’s and not bothering to hide her smile as she pulled the huge boy close.

Taller than his father, Evan towered over Olivia. Combined with the muscle he’d put on over the years playing football, he cut a path through the crowd. Shoulders wide as an axe handle carried his gear, and he waved Olivia away when she tried to take it from him.

“I got it,” he said with a warm smile for his stepmom. “Where’s the car?”

The smile slipped when a clutch of giggling cheerleaders passed. Emma in their midst, center stage and ignoring Evan as she flounced past. The blonde’s smile soured when Susan draped an arm over Evan’s shoulder and whispered something in his ear that made the boy chuckle in amusement. Olivia caught the girl shooting a venomous glare at Susan’s back as the cheerleaders swept through the parking lot.

Not as confident in the breakup as you want people to think, is she? Olivia thought to herself.

The momentary pleasure soured when she saw who had stopped Evan. Savannah Mills was a senior member of their church and a board member at the country club. The woman never stepped out of her house without a Chanel bag, and she was wearing a tiny white dress and heels, of all things, at a high school football game.

“Hello Savannah,” she said with an icy smile.

“Liv, how are you?” The blonde woman spoke in an exaggerated manner that set some people’s teeth on edge, but Olivia had grown up with Savannah and knew the woman came by it naturally. “I was just telling Evan how marvelous he was this evening, and that he simply must come to the fundraiser we’re having tomorrow. With him there, the pies will taste all the sweeter. Oh, do say you’ll come to Livvy. It’s for a good cause.”

The woman was a force of nature. She had been since grade school. Tall, slender, and blonde, Savannah was always the center of attention. Her icy beauty, and the supreme competence she brought to everything she did, intimidated people. But Fiona had always felt a little sorry for the woman, though she didn’t know why. Seeing Savannah cling to Evan, hands gripping his muscular arm possessively that emotion was distant, and Fiona tried not to glare. Then Susan was there, slipping between the pair, and Savannah grimaced as her hand sprang away. The pair stood of a height with one another, but the brunette’s eyes held a glimmer of something hard, and Savannah backed off. Olivia’s love for her friend warmed in that moment, and she stepped up to Evan’s other side.

“It’s for the Firefighters Association, right?” When Savannah nodded with a painted-on smile, Olivia sighed. “That is a good cause.”

“I’m down to go if you want to,” Evan said to her, and she loved the boy for giving her an out. She nodded and painted her own smile on.

“It sounds like fun. We’ll be there.”

“Oh, wonderful!”

Savannah clasped her hands together, forcing the neckline of her dress together and squeezing the firm mounds within. Fiona’s smile got more difficult to keep in place when she felt Evan stiffen against her side, as the woman’s cleavage bulged.

“I’ll send you an email with all the details,” her bright red lips parted to reveal a glistening white smile. “And thank you again for fixing the deck this summer, Evan,” she reached forward to rest a hand on his arm, ignoring Susan’s own an inch away, and pressed her elbows even closer together, almost popping out of her top . “You’re a blessing. I wish there was some other way I could show my thanks.”

“You wrote that letter for my scholarship,” the boy said with a deep blush, his eyes bouncing between her too-big blue eyes and the pale expanse of skin heaving beneath her chin. “Honestly, it was the least I could do.”

“Well, if you ever need anything…- Oh, there’s Serena… Serena! Wait, Evan, she’ll want to say hi,” she smiled up at the boy as the girl peeled away from her friends and shuffled over.

“They don’t let the Color-Guard leave the stadium until all the kids are out, I don’t know why,” Savannah hid her fluster behind a nervous laugh and walked out to hug Serena, pushing the girl’s thick dark hair back to show her face as they came close.

“Hey Evan,” Serena was painfully shy, and the curtain of dark hair, thick glasses, and the bulky Color-Guard uniform didn’t help.

“Sup, Rena,” Evan smiled fondly at the girl and nodded towards their car, “Did you study for the Chemistry mid term? Moles are confusing. We’re heading that way, you coming?”

“Not really… Confusing, I mean,” the girl grabbed her mom’s arm and began pulling her in the opposite direction. “We’re parked over here. Mom, come on.”

“But he wants you to-.”

“Mom, come on!” Serena’s voice had a sharp edge to it, and Savannah sighed and gave an apologetic smile before letting the girl drag her away.
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Susan pulled Evan to the car, asking him about the game, and Olivia followed with a thoughtful look on her face. She’d seen how the girl looked at her son. Those large, dark eyes had a wildness about them that could only be obsession. Again, that feeling wormed its way into Olivia’s stomach. Twisting and fluttering, she couldn’t stop picturing Evan with the shy girl. Her wicked mind even threw Savannah in there, tied up and face smeared. She gave herself a shake, pushing the images from her head and climbed into the car.

“What the hell is wrong with me?” She thought to herself, then Susan’s question pulled her out of her thoughts, “What was that?”

“What’s got you so distracted?” Her eyes sparkled with mischief, and Olivia thanked God she didn’t push for more. “I asked, Do you want to grab food or head straight home?”

Evan had put his gear in the trunk and was climbing into the driver's seat when he heard the question.

“Whataburger and… you know, right, mom?”

“That’s right,” Olivia felt her cheeks heat, and she ignored her friend’s raised eyebrow. “It’s become a tradition at this point.”

“Dinner and… what?”

Fiona struggled to find the right words to explain her ritual with her stepson. Knowing how it would look the moment she began, but Evan spared her from the embarassment.

“I thought it wouldn’t work, but after that first massage,” Evan spoke quickly, spots of color appearing in his cheeks as he skipped past the awkwardness. “I knew Mom was right. The aches just melt away afterwards and my recovery time is crazy fast.”

“Recovery time? Now that’s interesting,” Olivia wanted to pinch her friend who grinned at her wickedly.

The dirty joke went over Evans’ head. “It is. It’s what got me interested in sports medicine and kinesiology. Freshman year I would leave practice unable to lift my arms, and by the time next practice came around I wasn’t much better.” He smiled over at Olivia, who tried to hide her blushing cheeks in the shadows. “Ice, heat, and a long massage to work all the recovering muscles back into place and I’m feeling perfect the next day.”

“It’s true. Massage can work miracles for the body. I went to massage school when I was about your age. Did I ever tell you that?’

“What school?” He asked, brightening as he watched his stepmom’s best friend in the mirror. “I think that’s so cool.”

“Swedish and deep tissue,” the minx leaned back in her seat, letting the bright lights and their shadows highlight the curves of her figure. “I never did it professionally, but it’s always been a passion. Maybe I could help sometime?”

“Yeah,” Olivia heard an edge to the excitement in his voice, and she watched curiously as he glanced at her, then blushed and tried to wipe the sound from his voice before continuing. “I mean, I don’t want to put you out or anything-.”

“Darlin’ after that game you deserve a massage and then some,” she’d leaned forward to pat the boy’s shoulder, but it was Olivia she looked at, and with the dark curtain of her hair hiding her face from Evan, she bit her bottom lip, eyes rolling back and lashes fluttering in a comical expression. “You can pull forward.”

“Oh, right,” distractedly Evan pulled the car forward, and Olivia could see him fighting not to look in the mirror after that.

Susan continued to ask him about the game, the mood relaxing, but Olivia had seen into his mind. He was imagining it… with her… Olivia shifted in her seat and forced herself to ignore the reaction of her body. She joined in with the conversation, but it was she who was distracted as they got their burgers and parked.

“They recruited you to play for their team, but they aren’t giving you a free ride?” Susan asked from the backseat, a fry dangling from one hand as she delicately arranged the food in her lap.

“They said Boosters would cover the rest, but I don’t know… it sounded kinda sketchy to me.”

“Honey, it’s the NCAA. I think everything’s going to be sketchy,” Susan laughed along with her friend.

“You never told me, but what kinds of things were they going to have you do?” Fiona asked.

“Nothing major, just you know… stuff,” he was trying to avoid answering, but Fiona put her stern-face on and he sighed. “One was a dinner each week with different boosters, but that wasn’t so bad. It was the private dinners they were going to schedule with the boosters’ wives that sketched me out.”

“Sounds like their wives get more from the investment than the husbands,” Susan chortled in the backseat, the sound so rich Evan and Fiona looked back at her. “I think most guys would jump at the chance to bounce a cuckhol’s wife on their lap. But you can have any girl you want, why would you want those old ladies?”

There was a hint of challenge to Susan’s stare, but her tone was light and amused.

“That’s not it,” Evan laughed. “Heck, have you seen some of their wives?”

“Then what was it?” Fiona set her burger down and rested a hand on his arm, ignoring his flinch. The thought of her sweet boy ‘meeting’ with a bevy of trophy wives should enrage her. She hoped it was rage she felt. Something burned in her gut, making images flash through her mind that were straight from Eyes Wide Shut.

“Do you really want to know?” Evan glanced at his stepmom uncomfortably, but he didn’t shy away from her touch.

“Of course I do,” her hand tightened. “I want to know everything, honey.”

“Hmph,” he snorted a laugh, and she guessed there were things he wouldn’t say. “It sounds dumb, or egotistical… Jesus, I can’t believe I’m saying this in front of my mom.”

“Forget her,” Susan pushed herself between the two front seats and gave Fiona a wink before turning to the young man. “I promise not to judge.”

“It’s selfish, but I didn’t, you know… I didn’t want to share them with anyone else,” he pressed his eyes closed in embarrassment, and Fiona’s heart went out to her boy.

Susan barked a laugh that made his eyes spring back open, “Is that all? Evan, that’s the most normal thing in the world. Maybe not wanting all of them, but a woman can forgive a man’s greed if it’s the right man.”

She chuckled and sat back in her seat, letting her silky blouse get pulled downwards by her bottom, trapping the material. Fiona didn’t miss how her friends’ large breasts were suddenly heaving out of the neckline and perfectly positioned to catch the light.

“Men are territorial and competitive,” Susan shrugged, and Fiona caught Evan staring in the rearview mirror, burger forgotten. “They don’t share well. Most women are like that too, but some of us… Some of us know how to share. To make a man know he’s the center of our universe… You don’t need the full ride. We’ll make sure you get everything you need… for school.”
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Fiona wanted to shift in place. The air had become so stuffy and tense in the car. Evan didn’t seem to notice, or hear much of what Susan had said. Eating with half his attention, the other half consisted of surreptitious glances to the rear and side mirror, staring at Susan’s breasts. Pulling her sweater down, Fiona shifted in place when Evan’s eyes moved to her.

Why did they have to be so blue? She thought to herself.

“You must be exhausted,” she said instead, then opened the fast-food bag for him to throw his trash into, rubbing his shoulder as he turned the car back on. “Let’s get you home.”

“There’s a party up at Dalton’s,” his eyes flickered to the mirror as he released the brake, and Fiona saw and felt the color on his neck as she let her fingers play with the dark curls there. “I was gonna go for a couple of hours. Emma might be there. Should I drop you off at home, Susan?”

“She’s coming over to stay the night.”

Fiona wanted to bite her own tongue as the words flew from her mouth, and her faint blush turned crimson when Susan raised an eyebrow at her, but she didn’t want him going to that party and getting his heart broken again. A plan began forming in the back of Fiona’s mind.

“Really?”

“Yes,” Susan said, as if it had always been the case. “Your mother asked me to a few days ago.”

“We are going to have a few glasses of wine and I thought it was safer,” Fiona’s stomach did a fluttery thing as the next words left her mouth, and she felt her friends’ eyes boring into her, and could feel if not see, the grin forming on her lips. “Susan is going to help me with your massage tonight. She’s going to give you a… professional rubdown.”

“Oh, okay… cool.”

Evan sat frozen when the light turned green, and it took him a full four seconds to realize it had changed. The car started up and Fiona’s brain whirred as she tried to think of something to say that would break the growing tension, but Susan came to her rescue.

“Will you be a red shirt your first season, or on the team?”

“On the team, I think,” there was more than a hint of distraction in his tone, but Susan kept the conversation going, melting the tension as Evan wound his way across town.

As they drew closer to their house, Fiona didn’t know if she couldn’t wait to get there or wanted Evan to drive around in circles all night. She’d started a ball rolling that would crash into her simple, little life, and its detonation would send aftershocks through everything. She knew what she wanted, but what about Evan? Would this really be the best thing for him?

The seed of fear didn’t leave when they pulled into the driveway, but she caught eyes with Susan as they climbed out of the car. Her friend wore a look of such profound love and gratitude that it set her back.

“Let me put my equipment away and I’ll get the table ready,” Evan glanced from her to Suan and swallowed. “If that’s okay.”

“That’s perfect, honey,” Fiona reassured him, her stomach doing a little flip-flop again as Susan came around the car to stand beside her. “We’ll be there in a minute.”

Evan glanced from her to Suan and back again. She read hope and fear in his eyes, and for some reason that quieted her own. Stepping forward, she rested a hand on his arm and tried to ignore the hard muscles beneath her fingers and the way they made her stomach flutter.

“I love you, and you were incredible tonight. Get the table ready and we’ll be there in a minute.”

He nodded and went in, shooting one last glance back at the pair of them before hauling his gear in. When Fiona turned to her friend, she found Susan wearing a curious expression, one eyebrow raised and a hint of a smile playing on her lips, but she said nothing.

“Everything changes tonight,” Susan’s smile left at Fiona’s words, and her expression grew serious. “I want you to know I love you and whatever happens…”

“Nothing will change that,” Susan drew her into a hug, and Fiona was shocked at the strength of it, and again when her friend pulled back and looked into her eyes, then leaned forward and kissed her.
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Fiona stiffened. She’d never kissed a woman, but before she could register how it made her feel, it was over, and Susan pulled back, staring at the closed door with a hungry expression that put the itch back into Fiona’s midsection. She knew that hunger. She’d lived with it for the past year. Before she could chicken out, she turned and grasped her friend’s hand, and as one they entered the house.

The lights were on, but Fiona flicked them off, leading Susan into the living room and flicking on the lamps in either corner. She’d first done this six months before, after Evan came home from a brutal practice and could barely climb the stairs. Working the knots out of his thighs and shoulders had helped him excel, but it filled her dreams with the most wicked images. Ignoring them she grabbed the oil and towels while Evan pulled the slender dining room table around on the carpet. It was just short enough for him to lie with his feet off and his head on a pillow, and at the perfect height for her to work.

When it had just been the two of them, she’d been able to write it off as rehabilitation, almost a medical procedure. But with Susan hovering on the edge of the room, watching the pair of them set up, Fiona couldn’t deny how sexually charged the atmosphere was.

“I think… I think we can begin?”

“I need a drink,” Susan wore a crooked grin as she took in Evan in a robe, then tore her eyes away with obvious effort. “Where’s the wine?”

“I’ll show you. Lay down and get yourself comfortable,” Fiona didn’t hesitate when he dropped his robe and took up the towel to lay over his backside, not exactly. And she didn’t stare as he climbed onto the table, muscles flexing in delicious ways, no matter what Susan hissed at her as they poured large glasses of wine.

“You do this all the time?” Susan asked with a conspiratorial grin as she peeked out of the kitchen.

“Once a week, after a hard game or practice… yes,” Fiona ducked her head at her friend’s look and buried it in her wineglass.

“You wicked devil… So… have you,” she made a motion with her head towards Evan, and Fiona’s eyes widened.

“No! Of course not, he’s my stepson, Susan.’

“Then… what is this? We’re going to have a threesome, right?”

“What?!” Fiona jerked upright and looked around as if for someone to help her. She heard the table creak and grabbed Susan’s arm and pulled her into the corner of the kitchen away from the door. “That’s not what this is… It’s just… you know…” she made a motion with her hand. “Something to keep his mind off that hussy, Emma.”

Susan eyed her for an uncomfortably long moment, and Fiona shifted in place. It’s not like the woman could read her mind. What Fiona proposed was outrageous enough. The idea of both of them… She took a long sip of her wine and banished the images that flashed though her head.

“I get it,” Susan said, and her smile said she couldn’t know the wicked things Fiona had been imagining. “Just something to… distract him. Help him… relieve tension.”

“Exactly,” Fiona half pulled, half dragged her friend back to the front room, taking another deep sip from her wineglass before they stepped in. God in heaven, what was she doing?

The table creaked as Evan rose on an elbow, bicep and shoulder flexing as he did. All doubt fled from her mind, and that buzzing was back. At her side, Susan let out a low growl, or was it a purr? Suddenly unsure how far her friend was going to take things, Fiona felt herself float forward, her center a quivering mass of jelly as she handed the oil to Susan.

“I’ll let Susan begin,” she met her son’s eyes and, in that moment, let him see a hint of the desire raging like an inferno within her. “Have fun.”

Evan looked from her to her friend and swallowed. The young man had no idea what was coming. His innocence blinded him, but he caught a hint in the air and his heart began hammering. The center of his world drifted into a cushioned chair, sitting herself in the corner of the room as her friend stepped close. Hairs rose on the back of his neck when Susan’s fingernails ran down his back, tracing the lines of muscle.

“I’ll begin with deep tissue, but first, we must warm up the oil,” lifting the bottle, Evan’s eyes tracked her movements as she set it near the heater, then leaning artfully against the wall, she kicked first one heel, then the other off, making a show of stretching her long, slender legs out.

“If I work in these, my back will ache by the end,” she gave a little laugh and moving like it was nothing in the world, unhooked her bra from behind her back and slipping it free of her dress, let it drop. “Now, I’m comfortable… Are you… comfortable?”

Fiona couldn’t see his face from where she sat in the corner, but she could picture it as he nodded quickly. She’d seen that casual look so many times. The aloof nod, trying to hide a stare that remained glued to her bosom. She saw Susan flush with pleasure at the attention, and she knew that feeling too.

Fiona had always been a focused woman. In school she was a straight-A student, and work was the same. When she did something, she threw her entire being into it. That’s part of the reason motherhood had been so hard for her. Evan’s dad was a sweet, if older, widower who’d left Evan to raise himself. The boy wasn’t just mature for his age. He was more responsible than most adults. Making himself dinner, cleaning the house, and even paying for his own clothes with paper route money.

She’d been ready to throw herself into motherhood like everything else in her life, but she’d found a little boy hardened by heartache and loss. He didn’t need a mother, not when he mourned one so deeply. What he needed was a friend, and Fiona had discovered Evan wasn’t just a sweet, handsome boy, but he was also an incredible listener and had a deep core of empathy that set him apart from others.

“I’m going to begin by warming up your muscles,” Susan’s eyes glittered, and she licked her lips before coating her hands in oil. “Just relax…”
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The young man shivered when her hands slid over his shoulders and down his back, and he couldn’t see it, but that little movement set Susan into a state. Rising onto her toes, she bit her bottom lip and had to press her knees together to keep from climbing onto the table and tearing the towel and boxers off the young man.

One thing at a time, Susan, she thought to herself.

Fiona was staring at her with an intensity that should have set her blouse on fire. It wasn’t envy or jealousy that burned in her friend. It was empathy on a primal level. Susan didn’t know what had gone on between Fiona and her stepson, but she could guess.

Fiona was an uncommonly beautiful but withdrawn person. She wasn’t antisocial, but her friend groups were small and she rarely, if ever, went out. Susan had tried to change that, but Fiona was set in her ways, and those ways, Susan now knew, had kept her near the male equivalent of catnip.

Susan had been infatuated with Evan ever since she learned about him tutoring the autistic boy who lived down the street. Apparently, he’d taught the boy at a summer camp and connected with the nonverbal middle schooler. Without asking for anything in return, or advertising it to anyone, Evan began showing up at the boy’s house and tutoring him. The boy’s mother and father wept when they told Susan about it.

No, she wasn’t surprised that Fiona had been charmed. In fact, she expected it. What shocked her was the raging inferno of desire she’d glimpsed behind those gentle eyes. Her initial thought had been wrong, though the idea of watching Fiona and her gorgeous son make love made her pussy leak, and joining in… God damn, would anything be more sinful or sexy?

Focus, woman, she thought to herself, you’ve dreamed of this moment.

Susan had been married to her high school sweetheart. Ten years ago, she’d found him in bed with his twenty-two-year-old secretary, and she’d left and never looked back. A decade of celibacy had healed her broken heart, but it wasn’t what she wanted. She’d tried dating, but the good men were either taken or fat and bald. She craved adventure, excitement, and to be wanted again, and her best friend’s son had awoken those feelings in her.

She knew he was good, but it wasn’t until their trip to the lake this summer that she’d begun seeing him as a man. The bikini was something she’d been wearing for years, and she thought nothing of it until she’d noticed Evan staring. The young man’s eyes had bulged when she slipped her loose shirt off, and they’d remained glued to her that whole afternoon on the beach.

By the time she reached her cabin, beside Fiona and Evan’s, Susan had been a mess, and it had taken three huge orgasms on her little vibrator before she could think clearly. She could admit it now, but she’d become a little obsessed. Sneaking pictures of Evan shirtless with her phone and stalking him on social media. She had a thousand questions for Fiona, but those could wait. Right now all her focus remained rooted in the moment, and the place where her fingers slid over muscle and skin so smooth her heart fluttered.

“That feels good,” Evan gave a grunt between the words, and Susan’s knees weakened.

“I’m going harder, just breathe,” her forearm worked between his neck and shoulder, digging deep into the trapezius.

She’d studied massage and done hundreds over the years, but Susan had never felt such supple strength. She could feel the damage from his game, but beneath that were clearly defined, smooth muscles. Every line of his body set hers on fire, and she tried not to rub herself against him as she worked, but it was impossible. Like a cat in heat, Susan began coming unraveled.

“It’s important to work the entire skeleton,” she left his back and began kneading the heavy muscles on his arms, working her way to hands that could palm her head.

Trying not to picture it, Susan couldn’t hide the hard points pushing against her blouse. She glanced up at Fiona and her anxiety flipped into amusement. Her friend was a mess. Her dirty blonde hair, normally in a neat bun, hung in thick strands about a face red with embarrassment and tight with desire.

She wants a show, does she? Then I’ll give her one.

“I’ll start on your calves now and work my way up your thighs,” she couldn’t erase the purr from her voice, but then she saw the large lump growing between his legs she didn’t care.

There was nothing about deep tissue massage in the way she caressed and stroked the young man’s powerful legs. Her own thighs were slick with her juices. Skirt riding up her hips as she bent over him. The smell of sweat and masculine musk filled her head, and she wanted to reach up between his legs and feel the thick trunk of meat growing there, but she kept her fingers to their task. It wasn’t long before she couldn’t contain herself, and with a deep breath to steady her nerves, she spoke the words she’d been waiting to say.

“Now roll over and I’ll take care of the… front.”

Evan tensed beneath her fingers, and she could feel him hesitating, and she imagined him willing himself to softness. She trailed light nails up his inner thighs as he shifted on the table, loving how it made the boy jump and wood creak as he settled onto his back. He tried to hide it, reaching up to cover himself, but she swept an arm down and trapped his hand against her hip. Powerful fingers gripped hers, but he froze when her other hand trailed up his thigh again, this time reaching under the towel that covered him, tented to outrageous proportions. As her fingers brushed his hardness, she gasped at the heat radiating from him, her cool fingers closing around his girth as their eyes locked.


CHAPTER 7
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Fiona couldn’t breathe.

Her entire body was frozen as she stared at the tented towel. She’d given Evan dozens of massages but had always been careful to leave once she was done working on his back. She’d seen hints of course, but she’d forced herself to ignore them. The toy she used. The one she imagined was him, wasn’t even close.

She sat up straight at the thought, forcing it to the back of her mind as she watched Susan. Her friend looked just as awed as Fiona felt, and she couldn’t see at this angle, but it looked like Susan was holding Evan’s hand right at her waist. As Fiona watched Susan reach under the towel and grasped his erection.

“Oh my god,” Fiona breathed to herself, at the same time Evan jumped and half say up.

“Mrs. XXX! What are you-.”

He stilled, and she must have done something because Fiona watched his face pinch in pleasure, mouth forming an ‘O’ as his words trailed off into a sigh. The towel moved as her wrist rose and fell slowly, and Fiona didn’t know if it was her son or her best friend who looked more amazed at how far it rose before falling again.

“This is just a massage,” Susan’s throaty purr set a tremor through Fiona, and she remembered the kiss from earlier and pressed a hand against her belly. “Relax… I’ll make sure you get all the relief you need.”

Evan stiffened, and his head whipped around to Fiona, but she placed a gentle smile on her face, pushing the animalistic hunger down deep.

“Susan’s here to help… I can go if you want me to,” the words cut worse than broken glass, but she would go if he wanted her to. Go to the other side of the door and listen with her toy buried deep in her…

“No… stay,” he said, those blue eyes of his burning with a fire that set Fiona’s hand slipping beneath her sweater and up, while the other fell between her thighs.

His eyes widened but rolled back a second later, and his attention returned to Susan, who had brought her second hand beneath the towel. The white fabric bulged obscenely, and the room filled with the unmistakable sound of her oily fingers gliding up and down his cock. Fiona could sit here and watch this all night. She already felt her first orgasm building, and she hadn’t even touched herself, but Evan stiffened and gave a warning grunt.

“Yessss!” Susan hissed, lowering herself to his face as her hand milked him. Evan turned to her, and Fiona witnessed the change in his expression when he stiffened and a pool of wetness formed on the towel.

The look on his face sent Fiona over the edge, and she curled forward over herself, missing when Susan stole a kiss from Evan. When she sat back, they parted from their kiss. Susan’s dark hair fell away from her face to reveal spots of color in her cheeks, and her lips parted as she panted. She said nothing, and Fiona noticed that her hand had never stopped stroking. Staring deep into his eyes, she cradled his head with one hand while the other flicked the cloth aside and Fiona bit her tongue to choke off the gasp rising in her throat.

He rose like a pillar of flesh, thick and throbbing. She watched it grow hard again as Susan stroked it. Fiona’s fingers twitched, and she had to force herself to stay in her seat. Her mouth salivated as she watched her friend’s fingers glide up it, then slowly circle the head, teasing the sensitive skin there. Evan groaned in pleasure. The wet sounds of him and Susan kissing started up again, but Fiona could only stare at one thing.

“You want to see them?” Susan’s throaty purr finally tore Fiona’s gaze away from that big, throbbing young cock and a flush swept over her when she did.

Evan was kissing the older woman’s neck, one arm off the other side of the table, doing something with Susan’s rear end. The other had crept up her blouse and was palming and massaging her big breasts. The shirt was ruined. Its rich material stretched by the eager boy, but Susan didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she tore the blouse open so quickly a button popped free, and she paid it no mind, eyes locked onto his face as the cloth parted.

She waited for him to respond, a hint of tightness about her eyes. Fiona recognized the insecurity in her friend, but her face relaxed. The young man looked as if he were staring at the Holy Grail. Thick, calloused fingers brushed the pale skin, and Susan shivered, making Evan tear his eyes away from her firm, round breasts.

“They’re more beautiful than I dreamed,” he breathed, cupping one and watching his fingers sink into the flesh.

“You’ve dreamt of me?” The pleasure in Susan’s voice was unmistakable, and she released him to run her fingertips down over his balls, making that huge cock jump.

“Oh God, yes… you’ve no idea,” he gave a half laugh and stopped as her hard nipple drew close to his lips.

“I want to,” Suan purred, moaning softly as she felt his tongue graze her flesh. “I want to know every detail… How else can I make it happen?”

Sitting halfway across the room, Fiona could see the effect her friend was having on her stepson. The boy had cum once, but he was already hard as steel and his hips were making little humping motions into her hand. A bead of precum oozed out of the tip, and Susan spied it. A look of longing came over her face, and she licked her lips.

Evan fell back onto the table and looked like he wanted to pull Susan up with him, but she had other ideas. With a firm hand on his chest, she licked her upper lip, and his eyes went wide. Her hand sank to the base of him, and she turned to look him in the eyes as she bent over ever so slowly. When he disappeared into her mouth, her eyes rolled back, and Fiona saw him stiffen, then relax as a moan escaped his throat. The moan deepened as Susan’s cheeks hollowed and she sank deeper, sucking him into her throat.

The sight was too much for Fion and she let her hand slip within her jeans. Her panties were a mess, but sweet relief washed over her as her fingertip came in contact with her clit. Her mouth watered as she imagined it. What it would feel like stretching her throat. The scent of him. The taste.

Fiona squeezed her eyes shut as an orgasm swept through her, but she fought it off and caught her breath. When she opened them again, her friend was worshipping Evan’s huge penis. There was no other word to describe it. Both hands worked the shaft, fingers splayed out and dancing along its length, while her tongue teased him above that, lips nipping at the head. She would suck him hard for a moment, then pop off to kiss and lick around the head.

“Jesus Mrs. Wilson… that’s so fucking good,” Evan’s words were a mumble as he moaned in pleasure, the look on his face sent Fiona into another wave of pleasure and she would have risen to kiss her sweet boy, but she didn’t trust her legs.

His head lolled to the side, and his unfocused eyes passed over her. When the focused and locked onto her face, Fiona wanted to shrink into a tiny ball and disappear, but something incredible happened. That look of bliss on his face relaxed into euphoria as their eyes locked on each other’s, and Fiona was witness to the ‘little death’ as he crested the peak into nirvana.

“Oh God, I’m…!”

His stepmom barely heard the words. A profound realization swept through her as she witnessed her son’s most intimate expression. His handsome face lit up as it twisted in pleasure. Awakening the same in herself. The orgasm rushed through her body again, heat flashing through her breasts and crotch, as she watched his cum fill her friend’s mouth and spill out.

She would to anything to see that expression again. Anything.

His seed pooled in Susan’s mouth, visible as she turned and showed it to him. Evan’s eyes were wide as he caught his breath, locked onto the older woman as she closed her mouth with a beatific smile and swallowed him down.

“Mhmm, delicious,” she purred, then she noticed his cock was still hard.

Fiona half moved to rise; the smell of him had reached her nostrils and, like a cartoon animal following a scent, it pulled her off the chair. Before she could though, Evan was off the table. Legs scraped on the carpet, but he ignored it as he swept Susan into an embrace. Fiona’s friend gasped in shock but melted into his arms, her fingers gliding through his hair as he devoured her breasts.

“You’re still… hard…”

“Nghhhghh!”

His answering groan said everything, and Fiona didn’t care that she was stretching out her jeans as she spread her legs and watched with envy as her son ripped the woman’s clothes off. Fabric tore as her skirt flew, followed a second later by a strip of black cloth as he ripped off her panties.

Susan got a hand on Evan’s throbbing cock and he calmed, his hungry grunts of desire melting into groans of pleasure as she stroked him. Her eyes were as wild as his, and Fiona thought they’d forgotten all about her in their lust for each other, but Susan broke off her kiss with Evan to flash her an impish grin.

She’s going to do it, Fiona thought to herself, fingers stabbing into her sex as she tried to imagine it. Oh my god, they’re going to do it!


CHAPTER 8
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Susan barely noticed Fiona.

Evan’s hands were like fire on her body. Cupping and caressing her breasts, she could still taste him on her tongue. She’s never swallowed so much cum at once, and it was making her head spin.

“I’ll suck you… or you can use my breasts…”

In answer, he growled and started pushing her back onto the table. It flashed in her mind what he wanted, and her heart leapt in joy while her pussy quivered. He would break the table with those powerful thrusts, so she twisted in his arms, angling him between her thighs as his lips touched her neck, making thought difficult.

Evan gripped her hips, and a sliver of fear shot down her spine, but then he was inside, her fingers pressing him up into her sex, before she slammed her hands down on the table. The world was a white haze as pleasure speared into her. His weight was on her back, fingers curling around her hip as his other hand slid up her back and took a grip on her shoulder.

Oh god, she thought as she braced herself, and then thought became difficult as Evan began moving within her.

Pleasure exploded, echoing through her body as his cock stretched every inch of her pussy. She could feel his thick head, the memory of it in her mouth making her salivate as he drew back, scraping her walls. Then he thrust back in and the world exploded with colors as pleasure washed over her.

The wet sounds would have made Susan self-conscious if she wasn’t lost in the throes of an orgasm. It crashed down on her as Evan continued to fuck her, his groans of pleasure mixing with her gasps, and the wicked sounds of his thighs slapping on her ass. His hand was in her hair, turning her, and his lips were fire on her neck. Then they were kissing, his soft tongue sliding into her mouth as another orgasm threatened.

“So fucking hot,” he growled into her lips, and she didn’t know what he meant, but she threw her head back and unleashed the scream of pleasure that had been building inside.

The primal cry came out horse but with it came a wave of pleasure as she came again. One orgasm rolling into another as Evan fucked her relentlessly. He wasn’t a jackhammer, pounding her hips, there was art to the firm thrusts, and he varied his speed, grinding his cock in a way that made her shiver, but there was no stopping the young man, even if she wanted to.

Eyelids rolling back, Susan caught sight of her friend hunched over, one hand under her sweater massaging a massive breast while the other bunched beneath her panties. Her jeans had worked their way down her hips and only her white panties, lacy and tiny, Susan noted, were all that covered her now.

Fiona was usually the epitome of poise. With her luscious dark hair, perfect smile, and a figure that had caused more than a few traffic accidents, she was also the most beautiful woman Susan knew. But right now, she was a wanton slut, masturbating to her stepson as he unleashed his lusts.

Susan could feel it when they made eye contact. The cock inside her suddenly thickened and grew hard as steel. His breath was hot on her neck, his weight pressing into her ass, but his eyes were locked on his mom. The steady thrusts slowed, and she thanked god, for the respite, but then that bar of hot flesh dug deep into her, suddenly moving with purpose, and she heard herself moan wordlessly.

“Tell me when you’re going to…” Fiona’s words were a throaty purr, her eyes half-lidded, legs straight and toes curled.

“Mom,” Evan’s soft moan awoke a hint of jealousy in Susan, and she jerked his head down, kissing the boy soundly as she felt his cock throb. Then her fingers grew too numb to hold on to his curly locks as an orgasm so powerful her knees gave out swept through her. Hot cum shot deep in her, flooding her womb and gushing down her thighs, and then he was shooting across her back, and she sank off the table, letting his cum coat her breasts and neck as she slumped to the ground.


CHAPTER 9
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Fiona had never seen anything as beautiful, but she almost missed the expression of euphoria sweeping over his face as her own orgasm crashed over her. Hearing him call her name had been too much. It came in waves, building as she watched him, Susan become undone. She fought against her eyelids closing and focused on Evan, witnessing the exact moment.

He was looking straight into her eyes when it happened. Then his eyes unfocused, his pleasure complete, and Susan was falling. Her friends’ legs had given out, but that huge, beautiful cock continued to spurt, coating her stomach and breasts. He staggered back, face slackening as the rush of pleasure subsided.

Fiona knew this was a precarious moment, and she knew what she had to do, but it was a struggle to master herself. She wanted to tear her clothes off and crawl to him, to suck that beautiful thing until it throbbed and let him loose in her dripping pussy. But that would ruin everything. Evan was kind, gentle, smart, and honest, but he wasn’t ready for that dramatic a change, not yet. She could see it in his eyes as he looked from her groggy friend to her. Panic was edging around them, and she could guess his fears.

“Now that you’re all relaxed,” her pants wouldn’t button around her hips and tugging them up would be too obscene with her breasts half out of her bra, so she ignored them and shuffled forward. “Why don’t you take a shower and wash the sweat off? I’ll take Suan to my room and… clean her up.”

“Ok,” his voice shook a little, and Fiona could still see the wildness around the edges of his eyes, but the panic was blunted by her gentle words. “Thanks.”

“Of course, baby,” she made fists of her hands, nails digging into her palms to keep them to herself as she kissed him on the cheek. “Maybe Savannah will be willing to help with your massage next time.”

His eyes widened, and Fiona couldn’t have said where the words came from. The blonde was the last she’d have wanted, but from the flash of something behind Evan’s eyes, she knew it was the right thing to say. His brow furrowed with questions, and he hesitated, not reaching for Susan who still struggled to focus at their feet, but towards her.

If he takes me right here and now, I can’t stop him… I won’t, god help me, please… please throw me down and fuck me!

But he retreated, and she watched his powerful back as it disappeared upstairs with a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. Things were set in motion and they’d never be the same. Not how they’d been these past few years. Then her gaze fell to Susan and the scent she’d been trying so hard to registered and her knees gave out.

She didn’t think as she kissed Susan, but the taste of him sent an electric pulse through her mid-section. Suddenly her tongue was there and Fiona sucked the cum off it, eyes focusing on her friends as they pulled back from one another. The stare held for a long moment, and Susan’s wide mouth curled into a crooked smile.

“How many do you plan to share him with?”

“As many as it takes,” Fiona shuddered as Susan’s hand slipped into the undone waistband of her jeans, but she didn’t try to stop the woman, and when her cool fingers slid across her aching clit Fiona ground down into it, gasping as a jolt of pleasure shot through her.

Susan slipped a finger inside her and Fiona closed her eyes, tasting him on her lips as she clenched around the digit. But the hand retreated and her eyes snapped open, a groan of protest choked off when she saw the look on her friend’s face. Susan held the finger up before Fiona’s lips, and she knew what was expected of her. Inching forward, she let her lips close over it and tasted herself mixed with her son’s cum, and her mind went white with pleasure.

“I want to be there… when he finally breaks and takes you,” Susan rose and, leading Fiona like a dog on a leash, her finger hooked in the shorter woman's mouth, she led her back to her room.

While Evan showered and wondered about his incredible evening. Susan shed the last of her clothing and helped Fiona out of hers. The pair fell into the bed, Susan on her back and Fiona kissing her way down her body, licking and kissing every drop of the young man’s cum off her until she reached the treasure below. As the hot water sprayed, Susan came again, but this time on his mother’s tongue as Fiona ate his cum out of her.

Fiona had never known the touch of a woman before tonight, but it was the most natural thing in the world. And when she rolled over and Susan’s tongue licked fire across her sex, she imagined him watching and came so hard she nearly tore her sheets. Hand unknotting from them, she and Susan rolled into the blankets together, sweaty but happier than either could remember, and let sleep drag her into a world of wicked dreams.
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