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ONE


FRIDAY MORNING

Savannah Mills took her seat in the boardroom and waited for her CFO to begin the presentation. New wells were being drilled, and she was set to review their profit-and-loss statements. It was important information, but her attention kept shifting to the screen of her laptop where a certain young man’s Instagram feed was displayed.

“With the spike in Brent prices, our margins are slimming, but we’re well positioned in the Fermian Basin. Our older vertical rigs are appreciating better than we forcast-.”

Savannah had grown up breathing oil. Her father was an oilman, and his before him, so it had fit that she married into the Mill’s. She was the perfect wife to her Dave. Hosting dinners for prospective clients and chairing their church’s board, she was the epitome of a southern lady. But then Dave got sick and the cancer spread fast. Her heart broke as Dave wasted away, but she never left his side.

In her grief, they told her to sell her controlling interest in the company. To go raise Serena and leave it to people who knew what they were doing. But the lawyers and Mill’s family didn’t know Savannah. Bereft and unmoored, she’d latched onto the work and thrown herself into it. Proving them all wrong and building the mid-level oil company into a growing player in the marketplace.

“The lack of growth we see in production is being offset by our profit margins in logistics. Modernizing is proving to give us an edge over our competition.”

“Focus on friction points,” she cut him off, and he grimaced before nodding and continuing.

Updating the systems had been her decision, but he’d brought it to her and never missed a chance to farm praise. Savannah was surrounded by bootlickers and cattle. There wasn’t a man in the lot. Not one that would challenge her, or better yet, put her in her place. Savannah shifted in her seat and let her eyes stray to the smiling young man in a jersey filling the bottom third of her screen.

They do exist though… I’ve watched one grow up.

The church wasn’t a place that revealed. Savannah wasn’t foolish enough to ignore the masks people wore. But there were moments when a person showed their true character. Such as a boy taking a foster child under his wing and acting like his older brother until he was adopted. Or saying nothing when he learned of an elderly neighbor’s broken porch, but fixing it under the cover of darkness so she wouldn’t feel guilty for the time or expense.

Or when he’d sat with a grieving widow for hours and listened to her cry. Know it wasn’t words Savannah needed but a warm shoulder to cry on. Those were just a few of the reasons she couldn’t get him out of her thoughts, and she wasn’t the only one.

Savannah’s mouse flashed over the like button, but she resisted the urge to like another of his posts. Serena’s screen name hovered next to the heart, and Savannah smiled to herself. Her daughter had been in love with Evan since middle school. The first time she laid eyes on him at church, the girl stopped, eyes round and feet rooted in place.

“Mommy, he’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” she’d whispered to Savannah later that night.

Normally shy and withdrawn, Savannah had welcomed her daughter’s crush but hadn’t thought much of it. As the years passed and they grew to know Evan and his family better, Serena’s infatuation had blossomed into an obsession. One they both shared.

He would at the fundraiser. She saw him every week at church, but this would be different. Savannah had set the bake sale map, and she made certain to place Evan and his mom right next to her booth. Where the young man wouldn’t be harassed by her fellow mom’s.

“Last on the agenda is the intern program. We have the budget for three students, but it might be best if-.”

“Hold one of those positions for me,” Savannah cut the man off. “I have the perfect candidate.”

“I thought we were cancelling the investment?”

“Not this year. Serena’s joining.” Savannah clicked the heart button and closed her laptop. “And a young man from my church shows promise. This would be a great opportunity for him.”

“Your daughter? She applied…”

“Savannah’s position is secure. She’ll take control of the company one day, if we don’t run it into the ground before then,” she appreciated the man’s hearty laughter, but her mind was on Serena.

The girl had a sharp mind and a natural aptitude for the numbers side of business, but she needed confidence. Finding herself hip to hip with Ethan as they did projects for her would either break the girl or crack the shell she hid within.

“I’ll forward you his email. You can choose the third, but send the invitations first thing tomorrow. Is that all?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he closed his computer and tried to hide his stare as Savannah rose to leave.

She ignored him and the rest who craned their necks or leaned over in their chairs to stare. The control it took was as natural as breathing by now. Savannah lived her life in supreme control. Of her business, of her daughter, and most importantly, of herself. No man had ever cracked that control, not even her late husband, and Savannah had given up hope any ever would. But lately… lately hope had returned, and she let herself picture black leather cuffs and wicked crotchless panties. Both hidden in her closet where no one would ever find them.

“I’ll be going home for lunch,” she said to her assistant as she grabbed her bag. “Hold my calls for an hour. I’m going to clear my head.”

“Yoga?”

“No,” XXX smiled at the girl and pictured the long, thick vibrator waiting in her bedside. “I think I’ll work out.”


TWO


SATURDAY MORNING

Evan woke with a groan of pain. He’d taken a hard hit in the game, and his hip and side ached when he tried to sit up. Last night…

The night came back in a rush, and he shot up to his feet, ignoring the pain in his hip. Images from his wild night flashed through his head, and with it the shame he’d felt in the shower. He’d lost control with Susan. Fucking his mom’s best friend like a madman right there in the living room and what’s worse his sweet, gentle stepmom was sitting there watching the whole time.

She hadn’t only been watching.

His mind strayed from that image, knowing if he dwelt on it, he’d think of nothing else. His stepmom was pure as snow. She hadn’t even been on a date since his dad passed. She went to church every week and volunteered on the holidays, and the massages had been one thing, but she could never know what he really thought about her.

She could never find out about the countless nights he spent dreaming over her sexy, pouty mouth, or those massive breasts. His stepmom was the reason he and Emma broke up. She said if he spent one more party at home alone with his stepmom; they were over and it had either been get rubbed down by the sexiest woman he knew or hang out with drunk kids and throw rocks at an old train. It wasn’t a competition.

Susan was a shock.

His mom’s best friend was pretty, and she always smelled good. A constant at their house and summer parties, Susan was a flirt but harmless. She quizzed him about football and girls, and he kept a mental file of the tops that highlighted her large breasts best. She’d been a mainstay in his nightly fantasies, and that was part of the reason he could barely believe what happened.

It was the single hottest night of his life, but he didn’t know how he was going to face his stepmom today. He let images from the night before float to the top of his mind, then banished them as his cock rose before him. He needed another shower. Grabbing his phone, he went to leave his room, but the notification made him pause.

“An internship?” The idea intrigued him.

He didn’t know what he wanted to study in college, but a few months spent as an intern wouldn’t hurt. It would let him explore different career paths and learn something about the oil industry. He didn’t kid himself into thinking as an intern he would be spending much time with the CEO, but being near Savannah Mills was a bonus.

Serena was the first person to show Evan kindness after his father passed. Most people were too nervous to approach the boy at the funeral, but Serena ignored the casket and walked right up to him, saying nothing. Those large brown eyes filled with emotion. She’d wrapped her arms around him, and the emotion broke.

He’d wept there, in the back alcove of the church. With his stepmom standing between them and the rest of the guests like a guard dog. Serena hadn’t said a word, but her warm embrace and the way she’d kept his tear-smeared face against her bosom until the last fell, he would never forget. He didn’t understand why she wasn’t one of the most popular girls at school. Her mom was straight out of a beauty magazine, and Serena had a body that made boys whisper in corners as she passed.

In a few hours they’d be working beside each other at the fundraiser, and he grinned at the thought. The bake sale would run for hours, but it was for a good cause. That only sweetened the fact that he would be hanging out with Savannah and Serena all afternoon. Sinking into his computer chair, he turned it on and pulled over his headphones. He tried to lose himself in the video game, but his thought kept returning to the night before and worries crowded his mind.


THREE


On the other side of the house, Fiona stretched and sighed in pleasure. The blankets were warm, but the body curled against her side was warmer, and she rolled into her friend with a purr.

“Mhmm, morning,” stifling a yawn, she gave a start at the kiss, then let herself relax into it. “Hmhmmhh.”

“You slept in,” Susan broke the kiss and half rose on an elbow, not bothering to cover her nakedness as she observed her friend. “You looked so peaceful I didn’t want to wake you.”

Fiona stretched again, reaching her arms up above her head and pointing her toes as her joints popped. She was glad Susan hadn’t wakened her. Her dreams had been wicked things, and the memories filled her with warmth.

Evan and her on the beach, waves crashing nearby as he bent her over a large boulder, bikini bottoms twisted to the side as his thickness drove into her. Another bit of dream surfaced, and in it Savannah knelt, face a mess as Evan fucked it with long, powerful strokes. The woman’s eyes had been glazed in pleasure, whether from the boy’s cock stretching her throat, or Susan who lay beneath her legs, feasting on her pussy. The last dream was so wicked she should feel embarrassed, but a familiar heat burned in her belly.

“I thought you’d be freaking out this morning. That’s why I stayed,” Susan wore a wary look, as if expecting Fiona to break out in hysterics any minute.

Fiona’s cheeks heated, and her chin rose. “I’m not going to ‘freak out’. Last night was… different… than I imagined it. But it was something I'd been thinking about for a while.” Susan raised an eyebrow, her expression saying volumes, and Fiona’s cheeks grew warmer. “Don’t tell me you’ve never thought about it.”

A rich laugh left her friend, and she surprised Fiona by leaning down and brushing a kiss across her lips.

“I’m surprised you didn’t sneak into his room while I was sleeping.”

“Trust me, I thought about it.” Susan grinned, then her expression grew serious. “But I wanted to make sure you were okay.”

Fiona took a second to plumb her emotions before replying, “I am, truly.”

“Good,” Susan flounced onto the pillow beside her. “Because it was the best night of my life and it better not be the last.”

“It won’t be,” Fiona felt the warmth reach down her neck, but she ignored her embarrassment as she detailed her plans to Susan.

Her friend’s eyes grew wide, but she nodded along, even offering suggestions for some of the racier bits. The fantasies had grown over the past few weeks, but it was the night before, when Fiona watched that stiff-necked blonde from church melting in front of her boy, that they crystallized into a plan. It wasn’t detailed, but she saw the shape of a future that was possible. Unconventional and even sinful, she knew in her heart it was the best path for everyone.

“Are you sure about Savannah? The woman’s got a stick up her ass.”

“Precisely,” Fiona nodded. “No offense, but there is no one, besides maybe her daughter, who’s more devoted to Evan than Savannah. And I say that as his mom. Honestly, it’s a little sickening, but she loves him as much as we do, and so does her daughter.”

“Worship might be more accurate than love with that girl.”

Fiona snorted a laugh at her friend’s observation and nodded, “I think she was drooling last night when she ran into him at the game. She or her mom would trip over themselves to get in his bed, but I don’t know how they’ll feel about sharing.”

“Savannah has too much pride not to feel like I do,” Susan sighed and rolled onto her back. “I’d rather pull my own teeth out than share the man I love's heart with anyone, but with Evan it’s strange. I can’t wrap my arms around his soul and feel satisfied that I’m enough. He burns too brightly. I would feel like I’m stealing something from the world. Does that make any sense?”

She turned to her friend and saw more than understanding there. Best friends these last ten years, Susan thought she knew the extent of her love for this kind and gentle woman, but her heart swelled even larger.

“We are sisters in this,” Fiona rolled onto her side, and her breath caught when her heavy breasts pressed against her friends. Skin to skin, the contact sent electric bolts down her spine, and she drew a leg forward, and Susan’s thighs parted as they slid along one another. “In this and all things.”

When they kissed, Fiona imagined she could still taste him on Susan’s lips. Then fingers trailed fire between her thighs, and she lost herself in the moment. Pressing Susan back as her fingers tangled in Fiona’s hair. Their kisses were hungry things, growing more desperate until the first earthquakes of pleasure shook the bed.


FOUR


Five hours later, Fiona was pulling platters of cupcakes out of the car and handing them to Evan. Baked that morning, they were unfrosted but cool now, and she made a mental note not to forget the toothpicks.

“Where do I bring these?” He asked with a frown.

“Savannah has the map. Find her and she can tell you,” Fiona checked off her mental list as she filled a tote with piping bags and toppings.

The parking lot of the community center was chaos as dozens of families unloaded baked goods, and Evan navigated it carefully with three trays in his arms. He found Savannah standing in a crowd of women, directing them around the room and referencing a tablet. She spied him approaching and waved the other women away.

“Evan! You made it,” flashing a white smile she stepped adroitly past a woman glaring at her and hooked her arm in Evans. “I have you and your mom right next to me and Serena down here. How are you feeling after yesterday? That was a big hit you took in the third quarter.”

“It was nothing, honestly, I feel fine,” he felt bad and smiled in apology to a woman who had been waiting with a frown of disapproval. Her expression smoothed into a smile, and she even blushed as he passed. “Where am I going?”

“Right over here, dear.” Savannah’s hand was warm on his back, and he tried hard not to glance down.

The woman wore tight white slacks that conformed to her wide hips and round rear end. The peach blouse and thin green cardigan she wore over it were equally conforming, and she bounced with every step. If his coordination was even a little worse, the cupcakes would have gone flying as he watched her sweater swaying out of the corner of his eye.

“Did you get my email? About the internship?” Savannah’s tone was light, but he could feel tension in her arm and wondered about the stress of planning and organizing such a big event.

“I did, and I’m flattered,” Evan set the trays down on a folding table and sighed in relief. The weight hadn’t been terrible, but the angle was awkward. “More than flattered. This is a tremendous opportunity, and you’re showing a lot of trust by offering it to me. I won’t let you down. I haven’t talked to my mom yet, but I’m sure she’ll be okay with it.”

“Brilliant!” Savannah felt a weight lift off her shoulders, and the world got suddenly brighter. “I’ll have my assistant forward you the details. Oh, Serena’s going to be so excited,” at mention of her name, Serena stepped out from behind the heavy curtains hiding the stage and frowned at her mom. When she noticed Evan, the frown melted, and she shuffled in place, offering a little wave. “Serena, Evan’s agreed to enter the internship with you!”

Waves of conflicting emotions swept over Serena’s face, too fast for Evan to process, but she gave him a little smile before darting back behind the curtain.

“She’s excited, I promise,” Savannah enthused, then she noticed the group that had trailed after them and sighed. “Back to herding cats.”

She gave him a little wave, then, tablet in hand, she marched off to confront the crowd. Evan helped his stepmom carry the last of the cupcakes inside and filled piping bags with her pre-made frostings as she decorated them. Too hot to do at home, she’d fretted all the way here, but she worked with calm efficiency, and the freshly decorated cupcakes were flying off their table.

The hall was familiar, being the place he’d once had an art show in middle school. It looked transformed now with dozens of folding tables covered in checkered cloth and baked goods. Most of the people buying were from their church, but enough others had come that it was a busy afternoon.

While he and his stepmom worked to ice and sell their cupcakes, Savannah passed out pies beside them. The woman somehow made a hundred, and it looked like she was going to sell out. With the blackberry going quickest. Serena hovered nearby, helping to pull pies out of coolers and fill their table, but she avoided the crowd.

“This should be the last of them,” his stepmom pushed a strand of dark hair from her face with the back of her hand and grinned up at him.

An image from the night before flashed through his mind, and he felt his cheeks heat. She looked so pure and innocent right now, with a bit of icing on one cheek and a flush to her pale skin. The picture of motherly virtue. He struggled to square that with the woman he’d seen last night.

“Do you know what Susan’s up to tonight?” He kept his tone casual, but from the way her smile grew sly, she’d read his mind.

“She has a showing tonight, but she wanted to come over tomorrow for dinner.”

“Oh, nice,” he set the tray of frosted cupcakes on the table and suddenly didn’t know what to do with his hands. “I’ll be there.”

Fiona hid her smile as she went to clean her hands. She found Serena sitting on a bench near the bathroom reading and waved as she passed. She paused on her way back, and the girl glanced up quickly before burying herself back in the book.

“Homecoming is approaching… Do you have a date for it?”

“What? No,” Serena looked up, startled, a frown growing on her face.

“Neither does Evan. I think it would be good if you two went together,” the girl’s frown grew into a look of disbelief. “Would it be alright with you if I suggested it to him?”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” Serena scrambled with the book, fumbling it half out of her hands and bending several pages as she rose to her feet. “I mean, if he wants to, that would be cool. It could be fun,” her cheeks grew red. “I’d make sure he has the best time.”

“I know you would, dear,” Fiona slipped her arm in Serena’s, surprised at the stiffness of the bra she felt within her baggy sweater. “How are your classes coming? Last time we spoke, your mother mentioned a literature course you were taking at the college.”

“It’s the best,” Fiona listened to the girl with interest as they returned to their tables.

Savannah caught sight of the pair walking back, and she wore a pleased look when they stopped before her.

“You two have been off making friends, I see,” she threw a wink over at Evan who had a long line of women buying cupcakes one at a time. “We’ll have to elope and beat them to it.”

Evan only half heard and nodded in reply, but Savannah didn’t flinch. Fiona marveled at the woman’s poise and tried to ignore her envy as those long legs flashed. Built like Barbie, Savannah would always be beautiful, but there was a poise to her. A grace to her movements that set her apart and put Fiona’s teeth on edge. The woman cared for Evan though, and Fiona had glimpsed her secret.


FIVE


At the pool this summer, Savannah had been reaching for her bottle of coke when a wasp swooped down. Evan had grabbed her wrist, locking it in a steel-hard grip and saving her from brushing the wasp. Fiona was the only one sitting at the right angle to see the expression that had come over Savannah’s face the instant Evan grabbed her. She’s also witnessed the struggle as Savannah put the mask back in place and graciously thanked him. The woman had cradled the wrist all night when she thought no one was looking, lips curling into a secretive smile.

Fiona had known the woman was right for her little project after that, and she suspected Serena was too. She watched the girl fawn over Evan along with the rest of the women in line, and the wheels of her mind began churning again.

“The event’s going so well, but it’s going to be a chore breaking down by myself,” Savannah blew a chunk of blonde hair out of her face, hands planted on her hips.

“Serena won’t be here?” Seeing an opportunity, Fiona glanced around the hall and its side rooms.

“She has choir tonight.”

“I’m sure Evan wouldn’t mind helping,” Fiona offered, knowing the opposite was likely true, but her instincts told her to push forward. The woman at her side was the picture of elegance, but there was just a hint of wildness about her eyes whenever she glanced over at Evan, and Fiona guessed with the right spark she would blow this afternoon.

“I couldn’t ask,” she said, but her expression said she desperately wanted to.

“Nonsense, it’s good for him to give back. I know we’ve never been very close, but you’ve been such a wonderful example for Evan over the years. I know he looks up to you. Why, just the other day, he was saying we should have invited you to the pool party this summer.” It was a lie, but a harmless one, and Savannah’s lips broke out in a beatific smile when she added the next part. “I think it’s so he can see you and Serena in bikinis.”

Fiona gave a shrug of amusement and grinned inwardly at Savannah’s high-pitched titter. The woman positively glowed at the thought, and her eyes locked onto Evan handing out cupcakes, and that spark of interest was a raging inferno behind her eyes.

“Well, boys will be boys.”

“True, and with his breakup, it’s been hard on him.”

“Oh? I didn’t hear that he and Emma broke up, that’s so sad,” again her tone and expression said the opposite, and Fiona didn’t think Savannah was aware of how she busied with her hair and tugged the thin wool sweater even tighter against her impressive bosom.

This is going to be easier than I imagined, Fiona thought and forced her thighs together as an ache radiated out from her midsection.

The rest of the hour flew by and the crowd thinned. Savannah found herself in Fiona’s booth every chance she got. The woman hovered around Evan, questioning him about college or remarking about his summer internship to come. That’s how Fiona learned about it. It warmed her heart that Savannah thought of him. It was a great opportunity, but she wondered how it would progress when the dynamics of their relationship shifted.

Another boy might have been annoyed with the woman hovering about. Or maybe not, Fiona thought with a smirk, tracking her son’s eyes as they bounced between the blonde’s heavy breasts and her eyes. Savannah didn’t seem to notice the effect she was having, but Fiona caught her brushing up against him more and more. She wasn’t the only one who caught it.

Srena sat in a folding chair near the curtains, reading. But the girls’ eyes were rarely on the words before her. Those heavy black glasses helped hide her stares, but Fiona caught her locked onto Evan over the rim of her book. Those eyes didn’t tighten with envy or jealousy whenever her mom brushed herself against Evan’s back or his side. They reflected Fiona’s own desire, and when she recognized it, she froze in place, eyes wide and locked on the girl.


SIX


“Mom, is everything okay?” Evan turned to where she stood with an empty stack of trays in her hands and frowned.

“Yes,” she mollified her smile, fighting to keep the manic glee out of it and set the trays down. “I just remembered there’s something I need to do. Serena would you mind helping?”

“What do you need?” Serena asked, and Fiona wanted to laugh at the hint of frustration lacing the girl’s words and expression.

“It will take a while, but I promise you’ll have fun, and there will be a reward.” Fiona flashed a frown at Serena, “I’m sorry to take her, but she’ll be a tremendous help. And Evan can help you break down and drive you home afterwards.”

“Oh, well,” Savannah flashed a hopeful smile at Evan but he was looking at his stepmom.

“What reward? I can do it. What do you need?”

“No, you stay and help. She’ll need your muscles with the tables.”

He frowned at her, clearly not understanding, but Savannahwore such a grateful expression that Fiona wanted to laugh. Before she could second-guess herself, she grabbed her purse and herded a clearly disgruntled Serena out of the hall and towards the parking lot. The second he stepped outside, Serena’s frustration boiled over into a grumble.

“What’s so important anyway?”

“No idea,” Fiona felt a flush rush over her skin as she admitted the truth. “I made all of that up so they would think they’re alone when everyone leaves.”

“You what?!” Serena’s frustration flipped into a mix of incredulity and amusement as stopped in place, forcing Fiona to do the same.turn, Her eyes locked on the young woman’s.

“I lied.” Serena’s eyes grew flat, and Fiona drew in a deep breath, meeting the girl’s gaze. “My plan was always to leave early. So, your mother and Evan could be alone after the fundraiser,” the flat stare softened. “She wouldn’t have been able to stand it. She’s already coming undone and there are a hundred witnesses around.” A hint of embarrassment entered the girl’s expression, but not for her mother. “You saw it too. You know what’s coming if we leave them alone.”

Serena half opened her mouth but then closed it, and Fiona recognized the lack of confidence in herself.

“I’m going to leave, circle downtown and come back in there,” Fiona pointed to a dense stand of trees curtaining off a section of the fairgrounds. “The 4H parking lot is hidden and a short walk back here. I’m curious what I might find when I slip in the backstage door. Aren’t you… curious?”

The girls’ glasses had slipped down her nose, but she didn’t seem to notice. Her eyes burned with an almost manic light, and Fiona clutched her purse when she stepped close.

“You want to watch it too…”

Fiona lifted her chin as she nodded, and the girl grinned, a smile breaking out on her face. They shared something. Kindred spirits in this wicked world, and Serena clasped her hand as they hurried to her car. As they did, she peppered Fiona with questions, and her cheeks burned, but she answered the girl, describing the previous night to her as they rolled out of the parking lot.

“You’re so lucky,” the girl breathed, a curtain of hair masking her face.

“You aren’t jealous of your mom?”

“Of course I am,” Serena’s voice had a hint of bitterness, but it melted as she spoke. “But look at Evan and look at me. My mom though... She’s got like a million followers on Insta and she never posts. Emma did too, but she’s a bitch and thinks she can find better. You’ll have to watch out for her when she realizes she can’t.”

“Hmph, Emma’s out of the picture.”

Serena turned to her with a raised eyebrow and a look of disbelief, but Fiona ignored her. Emma broke Evan’s heart, and she was picking up the pieces. The girl had been manipulative and withholding. Teasing Evan to the point of frustration and ignoring him when he needed her most. It was his decision to make, but she would make certain he had better options if he ever had to.

The girl sitting beside her was a bigger problem. She hadn’t realized Serena’s self esteem was so bad, but it made sense. They had more in common than she realized. Fiona had grown up with a larger-than-life mother, who turned heads and made all the boys in her class silly. Developing late, she’d grown self-conscious as her breasts grew and grew, and when the male attention shifted to her, she’d retreated into herself. She knew what Serena felt all too well, and her heart went out to the girl.

Fiona promised herself Serena wouldn’t suffer from the same body dysmorphia she had. It had taken decades and the compliments of her innocent stepson to open her eyes. Attention from other men had felt threatening, but from Evan it felt genuine. Which was strange because the boy could find something beautiful in anyone.

“Your mom’s very beautiful, but Evan’s had a crush on you since middle school.”

The girl’s expression turned to one of disbelief, and Fiona smiled to herself as she recalled that evening years before.

“Do you remember the Bonfire on the Bay? It was a summer event three years ago where we barbecued and spent the evening on the beach.” Serena nodded, but her expression didn’t change. “Someone got soft serve, and you had a cone. Sitting on a log, licking the ice cream up and down as it dripped from your chin… Evan couldn’t keep his eyes off you.”

“No…”

“Oh yes,” Fiona wove her way through downtown as she told the story. “I suspect it was the tight shirt you wore. Pink with a graphic on it?” Serena nodded faintly, and the girl’s cheeks turned pink. “You know how teenage boys are. I found pictures on his phone the next day. Dozens. All of you, and most of them zoomed in on your,” she eyed the girl’s baggy sweatshirt and Serena grabbed herself with a start.

“I remember that night…” her little grin turned into a frown as she crossed her arms. “We hung out a lot that summer, but he suddenly stopped talking to me after that…. I thought I did something wrong.”

“He got shy around you,” Fiona laughed when the girl turned wide eyes to her, and they rode in silence for a couple minutes as Serena processed this new information into her picture of the world.

“Here we are,” Fiona turned into the small, covered lot and found a spot.


SEVEN


When she shut the car off, the silence was deafening, and she glanced at the girl, suddenly nervous about her plan. It was insane, and Savannah would probably throw her out of the church if she knew everything Fiona had in mind. The girl too. Her butt remained frozen to the seat, as another storm of thoughts and emotions swept through Serena. The girl wasn’t anxious though, and the spots of color in her cheek had nothing to do with embarrassment.

“How do we do this? Can we just watch? Will they even do anything? And isn’t it wrong if we sneak in? Like an invasion of privacy, or something?”

Serena’s torrent of questions washed over Fiona and settled her nerves. Her excitement was obvious, and Fiona rode the emotion as she blurted out.

“Who said anything about keeping it a secret?”

Serena’s eyes widened in shock, but her smile grew. Fiona climbed out of the car and smiled to herself when the passenger door slammed shut a second later. Serena hurried to her side and in her excitement forgot to curl her shoulders inwards or let hair mask her face.

It’s a shame her mother’s shadow looms so large. She really is a lovely girl.

“The parking lot’s almost empty,” Serena pointed.

“If I know our congregation, no one will stay to help clean up.” Fiona angled them towards the rear entrance of the hall, and when she pulled the door open, Serena darted inside with a giggle of delight.

The pair felt like girls on an adventure as they slipped through the darkness. Serena almost knocked a broom over, but Fiona snatched the handle up before it could hit the ground. The girl sighed and gave her a grin of thanks, then the faint sounds of conversation reached them, and the pair scurried forward until they found the storage room’s door.

Catching Serena’s eye, the pair drew in deep breaths before Fiona cracked the door. She winced when it creaked, but the room beyond was dark and they slipped in, freezing when a familiar voice reached their ears.

“We don’t go to the lake house as often as we should. I miss it up there. Sunbathing all day and swimming in the lake… I know Emma’s parents have property on the water. Did you ever get up there?”

“Once,” Evan replied, followed by a grunt as he lifted something heavy. “It was cold, but I got to try wake boarding. That was fun.”

“I’m sure it was. Here, let me help you with that…”

“No, I got it. Wait!”

“Oh, dear!”

Fiona parted the heavy curtains at the back of the hall and grinned when Serena wedged in beside her. The tables were already mostly broken down, and Evan had been carrying a pair across the room. They’d fallen and slid across the floor, but his attention wasn’t on them but on the woman who’d fallen into his arms.

“I’m such a klutz,” they stood roughly forty feet away from where Fiona and Serena hid, but even at that distance they could hear Evan’s audible swallow. “I think I twisted my ankle. Do you think you could help me over to that chair?”

Serena made a sound of disbelief in the back of her throat, and Fiona almost snickered. Savannah is good, she thought to herself. The woman had removed her thin sweater as they worked, and beneath it she wore a tight peach blouse that hugged her curves. Evan’s eyes were locked on her decolletage and Savannah made certain to carry herself bent over as they made their way, letting her heavy breasts sway with every step.

“I think he’s drooling,” Serena snickered, and Fiona didn’t ignore the way their hips pressed together. “Should we go out?”

“Not yet… she almost has him.”

Serena frowned, but Fiona could see it. The girl was almost right about him drooling, and Savannah’s every graceful movement worked him up further. He was breathing heavily when they reached the chair, and Fiona saw him struggling to come back to reality but just as he was shaking himself out of the haze of desire, Savannah reached up and drew his face to hers, a single nail under his chin.

“Thank you,” their eyes locked, and Savannah hovered there, bottom lip trembling, her other hand pulling at him subconsciously.

Fiona drew in a sharp breath, ready to hold it, but Evan moved before she could exhale. Pushed off his axis by the night before, and driven to the point he couldn’t hold himself back, he pulled Savannah against himself, and their lips locked together like magnets. Savannah made a faint noise of shock in the back of her throat, but it turned into a purr as one foot rose behind her, the heel hanging off her toes as she melted into the younger man.

Fiona felt Serena stiffen beside her, but she didn’t hear a hiss of jealousy. Just the opposite, in fact. The girl breathed heavily and Fiona felt her nipples harden against her arm as Serena grip on her tightened.

“Now?” Serena asked, but Fiona held her back and shook her head.

Her attention was riveted on her son as his tongue danced with Savannah’s. His arms were around her waist, one hand sliding down to cup her rear while the other pulled her torso against him. Savannah had lost her heel, and the other was on the verge of snapping, but she didn’t seem to notice as her body curled against his.

A full minute the pair made out, and they might have done more if Serena’s thigh hadn’t bumped a table. The sound of its legs scrapping broke the spell of desire over the two, and Evan jerked back, panting and blinking owlishly down at the equally breathless woman. They stared at each other for a pregnant moment, and Fiona could feel the mood shifting from heated to awkward, and she nodded quickly.

“Now,” she breathed, suppressing her grin and putting a stern expression on as marched out with Serena at her side.


EIGHT


Evan had just made the biggest mistake of his life.

He prided himself on his self-discipline, but it had been shattered. Between his confusing thoughts about the night before and Savannah brushing up against him all afternoon, his desires had become a raw nerve. Then she stumbled into him, those heavy breasts pressing against him and her blue eyes so wide and inviting, and he snatched the poor woman into his arms, stealing a kiss from her.

Savannah Mills could ruin his life. One call from her and his scholarship and future would be gone, but those thoughts were a distant buzz in the back of his mind as their tongues danced together. His lust rose as she clawed at him and his fingers flexed on her wide, firm ass, digging into the material of her skirt, a second from tearing it free. Pulling himself back from the brink, he broke the kiss and reality crashed down, replacing his desire with a growing worry.

“That was…”

Whatever Savannah had been about to say was lost when the curtain on the stage billowed and his stepmom and Serena strode out. The worry in his gut curdled to fear, then anger flashed hot in the back of his throat when he realized she’d been spying.

“Don’t stop on our account,” Fiona’s stern expression wasn’t fixated on him, though, and Savannah shuddered in his arms.

“This isn’t what it looks like,” Savannah shook her head, but she didn’t move away from him.

“What are you doing here?” He demanded of his stepmom, though he didn’t mean for his voice to come off so rough.

Fiona didn’t flinch, and that little smile was playing along her lips. The one that confused him. She was his best friend. The person he went to with all his problems. But that had changed over the last year, and it was his fault.

He’s always thought she was beautiful, with her pale skin, long dark hair and curves that rivaled a porn star. And to his shame, she’d been the central figure in his nightly fantasies, but something had shifted in the last year. Her warm, motherly smiles now had a hint of something that inflamed his boyhood crush and had him jumping out of his own skin. The massages were part of it. Sending him to bed once a week feeling refreshed but also with a raging hardon that wouldn’t go down until he exploded a few times to thoughts of his busty stepmom and her skilled hands.

“I said we’d return,” she answered him with amusement dancing in her eyes. “Don’t let us stop you,” her eyes left his and her gaze sharpened on the blonde woman who still clung to him like he was a life raft that would carry her away. “You’ve certainly done nothing wrong. Not because you kissed some trollop that insists on teasing a young man until he can’t control himself.”

Savannah cringed away from his mom whose eyes flashed, but Evan didn’t think it was anger, despite what her voice sounded like. The confident woman from a moment before was gone, and Savannah’s eyes shifted from his mom to her daughter like a cornered animal, and her breathing came fast and heavy.

“My mom planned this out,” he jumped this time when Serena spoke. The girl didn’t look upset, he saw with relief; in fact, she wore the same strange smile as his mom. “She was going to seduce you today, or this weekend. I read it in her journal.”

“Serena!” Savannah’s voice was scandalized, but she didn’t deny it, and when she looked back up at Evan, her cheeks colored and she moved to pull away from him, only he pulled her tighter against his side.

They want to watch, do they? Is that what this is?

Last night had been an eye-opening experience for Evan. He was still confused by it and had a hundred questions, but one thing had been obvious from the start: she loved watching. The sight of her splayed out on that chair, thighs spread around her working hand and those massive breasts swaying in time with her movements, was the single hottest thing he’d ever seen in his life and Evan wanted that again, as his fingers curled around the small of Savannah’s hip.

“Evan,” she trembled against him, tilting between fight or flight in her panic.

She wanted to run and ignore this moment ever happened, as the shame spread throughout her body. But that shame awoke something. Something that filled her mind with the most wicked and sinful thoughts. Impossible thoughts, because she would never reveal those secrets. She couldn’t.

“My mom has handcuffs beneath her mattress,” Serena stood taller than normal, and she’d forgotten to bow her shoulders, making her look more like her mom than ever, despite the dark hair and large glasses. “When she thinks I’m not home, she locks herself up in them and rubs on her bedframe until she collapses.”

“Serena!” Hearing her shame spoken aloud should have unraveled her, and it did, but it also sparked a flame in her belly that grew with her embarrassment.

“There are ropes hanging from the ceiling backstage,” his stepmom flicked the curtains aside, revealing the darkened stage. “Serena and I could leave you two alone to… investigate.”

A sound escaped the back of Savannah’s throat, and Evan’s cock hardened when he read the expression on her face. A mixture of shame and desire so powerful she looked in pain. It was Serena’s face that intrigued him, though. Eager since she appeared, her face fell when his stepmom mentioned her leaving, and it was her he stared at as he spoke.

“You two will stay… you can watch, but you will not interfere.”


NINE


Serena had always been a mystery to Evan. Unaffected by the regard of her peers, she had her own interests that drove her. She could be the most breathtaking girl he’d ever seen one moment, but then she’d remember herself and the bright flame of her personality would shrivel, her thoughts turning inwards. She was both cool and crippled by self-doubt, and he’d never known how to reach through that shell. But now she stood tall and stared back with a burning intensity that shouldn’t be.

Savannah’s wrists slipped easily into his hand, slender enough that he could grip both between thumb and forefinger. She struggled for a moment, putting real force into it, but he held her easily, and the shudder that passed through her body made his half-hard cock ache as it stretched the front of his pants.

“You’re going to… use me?” she breathed, glancing from him to his stepmom and back quickly, “Do… wicked things with my body?”

“You tell me?” Evan let his eyes trail down her figure, allowing himself to recognize that this was actually happening, he could feel his stepmoms eyes on him, just like the night before but he ignored her, Savannah half stumbling on the stairs as they climbed onto the stage. “What am I going to do with this pretty mouth… and the rest of you?”

He traced her bottom lip, the soft pink skin trembling beneath his touch as her pupils dilated and she twisted in his grip, like a cat trying to rub herself against him. Evan felt drunk on power, and he drew in a deep breath to center himself. As he did, several things became obvious to him.

The first was that these women needed a firm hand. The barest hint of command from him had them jumping to comply. They craved a powerful man like deserts crave water. It had been absent from their lives so long they drank it down like it was life-giving.

The second was that they were hungering for something extreme. Their town was a small, quiet place. And their lives the same. Tied down by their faith and friends, his stepmom, Savannah, and even Serena were chaste and conservative. But they had the same desires and needs as any other women, and given the opportunity they would come bursting out in ways like this.

As he marched Savannah past his stepmom, he let his gaze drop from her large brown eyes to the firm swell of her bosom. The largest in their congregation, she somehow stayed slender, making them look even larger. Tracing their heavy curves, he ignored Savannah’s whimper and lifted his gaze back up to his mom's, letting her see his anger at being manipulated, coupled with an inferno of desire that stretched back to his earliest boyhood memories.

“You and I are going to have a long… talk, later.”

Her lips trembled into a fragile smile, and she nodded. He couldn’t read the confusing swirl of emotions on her face, but she ducked her head submissively. This entire situation was madness, and it might blow up in his face at any second if any feeling got hurt or jealousy reared its ugly head.

“And you’re gonna be there too,” his eyes locked onto Serena and her grin slipped. “My mom likes to have something to watch.”

Serena’s eyes widened behind thick lenses, and her bottom lip trembled.

“This little show comes with a price.” He didn’t know where the confidence came from, but it had an effect on both his mom and Serena. His gaze traveled down the older girl’s figure, pausing at the swell of her breasts and shifting over to his stepmom’s equally impressive bosom. “Either you both agree to pay it… together… or you can leave.”

The pair nodded after sharing a quick glance. Savannah trembled in his arms, and when he looked at the blonde, he felt a hint of embarrassment for ignoring her, but she didn’t look upset. The opposite. Her expression was twisted with desire, and her knees sagged together, her weight pressing against his side as she breathed a single word.

“Please…”

Evan forgot the world as the heavy stage curtains swung closed behind him, and Savannah turned in his arms as he marched her into the dark interior. He’d nearly ruined his life when he stole a kiss from those soft, red lips, but the memory of it was lighter fluid to the flames of his lust. Even with that, however, he would have escaped the situation and its many pitfalls and tripwires, but after last night, he was awakened to a broader world of pleasure and desire. One he stepped fully into as he lifted the older woman’s chin and stared down into her blue eyes.

“This is your last chance… go… or become mine.”


TEN


Savannah pressed her thighs together. The growl in his voice when he said ‘mine’ sent a lightning bolt straight through her.

She could feel Fiona and Serena’s eyes on her, and she wanted to hate it, but her tummy fluttered at the thought of being watched. Of having her wicked desires witnessed.

Savannah’s carefully crafted image was shattered when they caught her kissing Evan, but she couldn’t help herself. He was so handsome, and watching him charm the housewives who lined up drove her crazy. It didn’t help that he turned red and got all flustered whenever she brushed against him, and she made certain to angle her low-cut sweater so he could get a nice view whenever she bent down.

Ten years since she last flirted with a man had made her rusty, and she’d gone a bit overboard. Savannah knew her mistake when she pulled the sweatshirt off and bent low over a table, reaching for the tablecloth covering it. She’d seen the look in the boy’s eyes, and her insides turned to goo when he dropped what he was holding and snatched her close.

The world turned white as his lips crushed hers. His strength overwhelmed her. Making the heat in her crotch turn to fire, and she heard herself moan like a trollop. Shame came in a rush as she saw herself from the outside. Twenty years this boy’s senior and a church leader, moaning like a whore and pawing at him like a desperate schoolgirl.

The heat grew as those thoughts floated through the haze of pleasure. Her tongue brushed his lips, and they parted. The fiery kiss grew into something inexorable. Savannah wondered with a stray thought how horribly her life would crumble if she was caught with this young man between her thighs. The heat sharpened on her clit, vibrating into lightning and then a sound had jerked her head around and shame blossomed as she took in her daughter and Fiona. Not because they’d been caught, but because they must know by the look on her red, sweaty face that an orgasm was ripping through her body right at that moment.

The memory sent another flood of wetness to her pussy, and she felt something hard rub against her ass. It dug into her rear, and she shifted her hips, a sigh escaping her parted lips as she marveled at its length and thickness. Wrists still locked behind her back, she rubbed herself against him like a cat in heat, and the lightning bolt returned when she remembered who was watching.

“Mom… are you cumming?”

“Please don’t watch!”

Her words were a desperate plea, but even she could hear the lie in them. His free hand rose to cup one breast, and she was cumming then, as he slipped the spaghetti strap off her shoulder and let it fall, dragging the cup of her bra along with it.

“Go lock the doors,” his deep voice was firm with command, and his stepmom leapt to obey.

Savannah watched the woman scurry off, and her breath froze when she saw the ropes hanging from the ceiling. The stage’s wings were filled with scenery and furniture, and above them were rafters with heavy and slender ropes hanging down. Evan saw where she was looking, and their eyes met. She tried willing him to read her mind, pushing the wicked hunger to lose all control into his head, because she could never admit it.

The grip on her wrists firmed, and his smile grew an edge to it. As his eyes traveled down her body, Savannah trembled, knowing it was finally here. What she’d dreamed about since she was a girl, twisting her wrists in her panties as she rubbed herself on a pillow. No man had ever seen past the polished exterior to the woman within. To her true desires.

Locks clicked, and the lights dimmed as Savannah was led to a cushioned chair. High-backed and the type that would be dragged out for a monologue, she stiffened when she was spun around and both wrists lifted above her head.

“If you want this to stop… say the word ‘watermelon’,” he stood above her, the heat of him making it hard for her to breathe.

His hand rose, fingers brushing her neck, sending shivers down her spine that grew as they continued to trace their way down. Curling into her heavy bra, they pulled the fabric down until she felt cool air on her nipples and her hips convulsed as the lightning bolt returned. The boys’ eyes were pure desire as he bent to brush his tongue across the stiff nubbin and Savannah whimpered as pleasure radiated from the touch.

A rope wound its way around her wrists as she struggled to stand. Evan wove it around, then in and out of itself, so the rope cinched around her wrists. The rough hairs scratched at her skin and it was so tight about each arm that she could hang and it would hold her. Evan had tied the rope around each wrist independently so the blood didn’t cut off to her hands, and it let her pull the hands apart by a foot.

Once tied, the young man stepped back to appreciate his handy work and Savannah almost came again. His pale blue eyes scanned her body like she a piece of meat and he was picking the parts he would enjoy most. Her white pants were twisted on her hips, shirt askew, and she could feel the fly-aways as her perfectly styled hair fell into disarray.

She tried to pull her shirt back in place, but the rope tugged against her wrists and she pressed her knees together as her lack of control sank in. Panic rose, and she almost shouted ‘watermelon’ to escape the constraints, but she fought it back and was rewarded with a wave of pleasure so sweet she bit her bottom lip. Teeth leaving a mark as the fact that she was bound, helpless and at the mercy of this gorgeous…. Massive young man.

Evan’s hand ran down his length, giving it a squeeze through his pants, and Savannah’s mouth watered. She remembered it pressing into her rear and a line of drool tracked down her chin at the thought of it filling her mouth. Her tongue reached out, brushing the zipper of his pants, and Evan grunted in pleasure, then took ahold of the rope, dragging it down so her knees struck the ground.

Movement from the corner of her eyes made her glance over, and Savannah felt a fresh wave of embarrassment and shame, followed by the most delicious warmth radiating through her body. She’d put Fiona and Serena out of her head, but seeing them, pressed together on a ratty old couch, and staring, something new flared to life. Kneeling on the stage, she let her inhibitions fall away and embraced the shame as her teeth closed upon his zipper. Evan popped the button, then his pale blue eyes bore into hers as she dragged the zipper down, his large, powerful hand guiding her. The scent of him filled her nostrils, and she forgot their audience. She forgot everything as she was transported into a world of pleasure she never knew existed.


ELEVEN


Savannah looked like a sex goddess.

Fiona wanted to hate the woman. It wasn’t fair that she felt so frumpy while Savannah looked so ravishing. Elegant in any setting, the woman even managed to be graceful as she was dragging her stepson’s zipper down. Her slender limbs jerked in their constraints, and fine clothes were in disarray, but she maintained her composure until Evan’s huge manhood swung free and flopped out onto her face.

“Oh my god,” Savannah breathed, her moan growing as the young man dragged the heavy log of flesh across her face, and then her tongue ran over the head of his cock.

The world froze as all four of them watched Savannah’s tongue trace Evan’s flesh. The woman trembled, her eyes round as saucers as she tasted him. A whimper escaped her throat as her lips circled the head and sucked him into the fiery confines of her mouth. Savannah’s purr was so loud Serena and Fiona couldn’t miss it, or the sound of her gagging when he stretched her throat.

“Fuck,” Evan groaned, and Fiona felt Serena grab her arm, the girl pulling Fiona’s hand into an iron grip.

She glanced at the girl in concern, fearing to find jealousy or, worse, anger. Serena’s eyes were wide, and her round cheeks spotted with color, but her expression was pure wonder. The girl’s looked over to her and her blush deepened, but she squeezed Fiona’s hand and licked her lips.

“I might… touch myself,” Serena bit her bottom lip in shame, and Fiona grinned, letting their gripped hands press into the girl’s lap.

“Good,” she breathed, letting the wicked sounds from a few feet away draw her attention back around.

“Do you have any idea,” Evan’s growl sent shivers through her, but its effect on Savannah was even more powerful.

Savannah moaned around his cock, her head twisting as she went to suck him deeper. But Evan had other ideas. He gripped her blonde hair in a fist, holding her in place. Savannah’s lips and tongue reached for him, but he pulled back until the tip of her tongue teased him.

“I’m going to cover this… mmhh… gorgeous face in cum,” he pulled her head back and was rewarded with a gasp of pleasure from her, and she jerked her head against his grip, nodding, “And you’re going to… mmmhm… beg me for it.”

Savannah moaned in agreement and her hips flared as she lowered herself, lining her mouth and throat up for the young man to fuck. Her eyes were locked on his, pleading, and when he hauled her forward onto his cock, stretching her pale throat around his girth, Fiona saw euphoria come over the woman’s face.

She wanted to watch Savannah. To see the sexy, chaste woman turned into a moaning whore for her son, but he towered over the blonde. Commanding her attention. His eyes tightened with pleasure, and her sex warmed. That look was everything to Fiona, and she wanted to rip her pants off to relieve the ache he caused.

Serena was no better at her side. The girl watched Evan’s thick penis like it was the holy grail. Lower jaw working and tongue brushing her lips, as she imagined herself sucking him. She looked like she might crawl over there at any second. Fiona unlaced her fingers from Serena’s and let the hand fall between the girls’ thighs. Thick but firm, they parted, and the girls eyes flickered over to hers, desperate and pleading. When the top button of her jeans popped beneath Fiona’s fingers, Serena nodded eagerly and her own hand crept into Fiona’s lap.

Evan commanded her attention. He drew the shirt over his head and let it fall to the ground. Revealing a lean, muscled body that her fingers twitched to explore. As the garment fell, he closed his eyes, letting himself enjoy Savannah’s warm mouth as he slowly fucked her face.

The woman was on cloud nine. Her expression was one of pure euphoria, eyes unfocused and body struggling to stay upright as it convulsed with explosions of pleasure beyond her control. Hands bound above her, there was nothing touching her sex but Fiona was certain Savannah was in the throes of an orgasm that wouldn’t stop.

“That’s making her cum,” Fiona would have had the words back. They sounded so loud in the small, darkened space, but Serena whimpered in agreement.

“Throat orgasms… I have them too,” Serena smiled when Evan’s head tilted and his eyes focused on her. “Cover her face in your cum… God, please.”

The hairs rose on the backs of Fiona’s arms at the intense look on Evan’s face. He was so powerful and commanding standing there. Fiona pressed herself into the girl’s hand, and her skin flushed when his attention shifted to her. The smile that curled his lips was predatory, but his eyes were filled with an emotion that quickened her heart. As powerful as the moment was, it was over that fast, and he focused on the woman kneeling before him.


TWELVE


Evan was down the rabbit hole, and he had no intention of returning to the real world.

The moment he sensed her submissiveness, it awoke the monster in him. One that craved control over the foolish adults that had ruled his life. Everywhere he looked, he saw weak leaders who lacked the will or conviction to effect actual change. Adults who presented themselves as the authority when they secretly craved someone to take charge.

Savannah was no different. He saw into her soul. The center of attention since she was a girl, the played the role that was expected of her. Always put in a position of power, she controlled herself and those around her with an iron grip. No one could maintain that forever, and Savannah wanted more than anything to relinquish that control. But not to anyone.

That wasn’t all that drove the gorgeous woman. As he laced the binding around her wrist, he noticed how aware she was of being watched and how the embarrassment made her hips and thighs rock in subtle fucking motions instead of curling inwards. She was getting off on it.

When the woman who taught Sunday school dragged his zipper down with her teeth, he came to terms with the darkness inside himself. He loved this. The power and control, the two on the couch who watched and wanted. He would fuck both of them, he knew it now.

His eyes cut over to his stepmom as Savannah whimpered and struggled to free his cock with only her mouth. She was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen, and it was a struggle not to march over and take her, but he knew after last night that she liked to watch.

Then Savannah’s fiery mouth closed over the head of his cock and Evan forgot all about the voyeurs. She sucked so hard and fast that his knees almost buckled, but he locked them in place and ran his fingers through her thick blonde hair. It was stiff in places from hairspray, but Savannah moaned when he took control of her, tongue flickering around the head of him as she sucked.

As he spoke, he watched pleasure grow on Savannah’s face and, to his amazement, she shook as an orgasm swept through her body. Hands tied above her head and knees spread on the hard ground, the only thing that got her off was his dick stretching her throat, and he growled in pleasure as he took his from her.

When Serena spoke, he remembered the pair on the couch and looked over. He wasn’t surprised to find his stepmom’s face red and sweaty, but seeing the same on Serena was interesting. Shy and prone to flee when he spoke to her, the older girl was as locked into the scene as Fiona. When her eyes locked on his, she spread her thighs, letting Fiona’s hand slip into her waistband.

A promise was shared in that look. One that had his cock throbbing. While her mother’s face was fucked, Serena ran a tentative tongue across her lips, then turned and kissed his mom. Fiona stiffened, but her eyes closed and she sighed into it, turning and driving her hand down into the girl’s panties. The sight was so hot he couldn’t hold the orgasm back any longer.

“I’m cumming,” he growled, and Savannah mewled in pleasure, cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard and eyes wide as she watched his face twist in pleasure.

Fiona and Serena broke off their kiss too, his stepmom twisting against the girl as she stared. He saw all of this with the smaller part of his focus. The larger part was overwhelmed with waves of euphoria as he dumped the biggest load of his life into Savannah’s mouth. The beautiful blonde swallowed with a moan, and her body convulsed again, hips shaking as she came and forgot herself.

Evan still gripped a mass of her thick hair and as her body went slack, he let her head loll back and the last of his cum painted her cheeks and chest. Drawing in a deep breath, he stepped back to appreciate his handiwork and then let his attention shift to the pair on the couch.

“Don’t stop,” he let the grin play out on his lips. “I want to see Serena cum before I breed this little fuck toy.”

He didn’t know where the words came from, but the women responded instantly. His stepmom turned back to Serena with a purpose, peeling the girl’s thick sweatshirt up, even as the girl trembled with nerves. Savannah moaned the loudest of all, and she pulled at her bindings, reaching forward a stretched-out tongue and trying to lick his cock.

Evan planned to use her talented mouth again, but first he needed to see that incredible body. As his stepmom broke Serena out of her shell, he let the last of his clothes fall to the ground and appreciated Savannah’s guttural grunts and hisses. Completely lost in her lust, she didn’t struggle when he lifted her by the ropes and peeled the torn shirt and bra off her.

He took a few minutes indulging his teenage fantasies. This woman had factored into many of them, and he cupped her large, firm breasts and sucked hard on the pale nipples, his cock rising again as Savannah hissed in pleasure. The hiss cut off with a strangled gulp when he spun her, forcing her to watch her daughter come undone beneath his mother’s fingers. As she did, he slid his cock between her thighs, loving how she convulsed the instant it touched her.

“Don’t you dare cum without asking permission.”

Teenage dreams were one thing, but these women craved a man. They craved someone strong and in control. To give them direction. He’d known it since he was a boy, but had ignored it. He couldn’t any longer.

Savannah nodded, and pushed her ass back into him, breath hissing inwards as his hands traveled over her breasts and down her side to take her hips. Calves flexing, she rose on her toes, trying to shove his cock inside her, but he held her in place with an iron grip and her jaw dropped, breath hissing as juices leaked down her thighs.

“Tell me what you want.”

Savannah shook her head, eyes pressed shut as she bit her bottom lip. Evan didn’t move, but as his dick hardened it pressed into her clit, making her groan in protest.

“Say it… say it loud enough for them to hear.”

The whisper sent another shiver down Savannah’s spine and he grinned when he felt her wetness grow. Her lips parted, and she tried to speak, but the words didn’t come. Drawing a deep breath, she tried again, and it wasn’t hard for her to speak, he realized. She was trying to keep the desire from her voice but failing miserably.

“Please… please do it to me…” when he didn’t move she squeezed her eyes shut then opened them, staring right at Fiona and Serena as the words came out laced with a desperate hunger, “Fuck me, oh god fuck me, please!”

“Good girl,” his eyes caught Serena’s, and he watched her large brown eyes grow wide with pleasure as her mother moaned wordlessly, her tight pussy stretching around his cock.

Tight as a teenager, Savannah hung from the ropes and thrust back, sheathing the last few inches of him into her pussy with a groan of pleasure. His fingers dug into her pale hips, loving how her wide, firm ass shook when he pulled back and thrust into her. Savannah cried out in pleasure, heedless of who might hear, and staring, dazed, into the distance.


THIRTEEN


Lost in a world of pleasure, Savannah came as his huge cock spread her, spearing the deepest parts of her pussy. She was on display like a stripper, getting fucked like a slut and moaning like a whore. She should be dead with shame, but she’d never felt sexier or more alive.

Fiona’s eyes raked her nakedness, and Serena was witness to her shame as she came on the boy’s thrusting cock. She let the scream of pleasure rise out of her, throat growing hoarse as her legs failed to hold her upright. The ropes dug into her wrists, trapping her, and Savannah felt another powerful orgasm growing inside her.

Evan took his time with her. The boy’s hands were ceaseless as they caressed her sides, cupped and pawed at her breasts and dug into her ass. When his thumb swept over her tiniest hole, she shivered, knowing what he wanted and knowing she would give it to him. She tightened her pussy, clenching muscles within as the orgasm built.

“Please, can I cum… please oh god!”

“Cum for me,” his deep voice unlocked the last of her restraint.

She locked eyes with Serena and saw where Fiona’s hand was. The girl had forgotten her embarrassment. She’d lost her shame, just like Savannah, and as the nuclear detonation began deep in her abdomen, she was witness to an equally powerful moment. Serena clung to Fiona, pulling the older woman into a kiss as her thighs clamped around her hand. Then she sagged back into the couch, eyes locking on Savannah’s as the world dissolved into white, hot pleasure.

Savannah came back to herself slowly and realized with a sigh of thanks that Evan had stilled within her. She would pass out if he sent her over the edge again, but she wasn’t ready for him to slip free of her. Suddenly feeling empty, she flexed her hips back and felt another wave of shame as she whimpered like a puppy for him.

Evan had other plans, though. His focus wasn’t on her, and Savannah trembled as his cock rose between her thighs, coated in her juices. On the couch Serena lay insensate, still recovering from her orgasm, but Fiona was always watching. The wholesome, gracious woman wore an expression of such blatant submission that Savannah laughed, the sound surprising in the charged atmosphere.

“You already know,” his deep voice vibrated the core of her, and Savannah nodded, her grin growing when his fingers gripped her hair and pulled her head back so her torso arched, breasts thrust outward… on display. “Where is my dick going next, don’t you?”

“My ass.”

There was no hesitation this time, and the shame sent a flush of pleasure throughout her. She closed her eyes but opened them and stared straight into Fiona’s.

“And who’s going to put it there?”

“Your stepmother.”

The auburn-haired beauty nodded, understanding passing between them, and Savannah closed her eyes. A deep breath chilled her throat, and her ass quivered at the memory of him filling her mouth. The thought sent another jolt to her clit, and she looked down, envy curling in her stomach as Fiona crawled across the ground, cheeks darkening with desire and eyes large as saucers as she stared up at her stepson’s huge, cum-slick cock.

Evan pressed himself to her ass, his long, thick manhood reaching between her thighs, brushing her pussy lips, and extending several inches in front of her. Fiona didn’t pause. Didn’t hesitate to shame or embarrassment like Savannah might. Her hands rested on Savannah’s thighs, sending a jolt through her. Then she watched in awe as Fiona ran a gentle, pink tongue over her stepson’s cock.

“Holy fuck,” he groaned behind her, and she wanted to watch more, as his stepmom’s eyes rolled back, her lids fluttering akimbo and a familiar look of euphoria coming over her face as she sucked him, but his hand turned her head and then they were kissing.

Her tongue danced with his, as she felt Fiona’s lips and tongue brushing her sex. Savannah graduated from Spelman University and was no stranger to the touch of a woman, but the taboo sandwich she found herself in was a spice she wasn’t prepared for. Minor explosions, like aftershocks from her orgasm, rippled through her as she ground herself on Evan’s thickness.

She broke the kiss and made eye contact with Fiona. The normally serene mother looked like a wanton whore. Her cheeks were spotted pink and her lips coated with Savannah and her stepson’s cum. But it was her expression, one of pure euphoria, that rocked her. The kneeling woman grinned up at her and, licking her lips, pressed the fat head of her son’s cock into Savannah’s tightest entrance.

“Oh god,” Savannah relaxed herself as his thickness invaded her.

There was pain, but it faded quickly, and the pleasure soon overwhelmed her. When Fiona’s tongue brushed her clit, the explosions returned, and she sank into a state of complete and utter pleasure. She felt more than heard herself screaming as the orgasms rolled through her.

Throat raw and voice gone, she didn’t care as the beautiful boy took his pleasure from her in the most wicked and sinful ways. Trussed up like a piece of meat and her shame witnessed, Savannah had found heaven in the deepest part of hell, and she wanted to weep with happiness.


FOURTEEN


Fiona had known this moment would come. She’d prayed for it. But she didn’t expect it so suddenly, and her heart ached that she hadn’t gotten to see his face.

She could still feel him, though. Filling her mouth with hot flesh that grew harder by the second. Savannah’s cum hadn’t bothered her, and made that first appetizer all the more exciting. As she teased Savannah’s clit, she replayed the memory over again in her head. The moment Evan had reached forth and taken the role she offered, the one he was born for.

He took command as easily as other men breathed, and the pain in her knees was twin to an ache in her sex that made her head spin. She knew what was coming and prayed she would have the strength to survive it and come out the other side as herself. A part of her feared the paths she was willing to walk… or crawl for her stepson.

Serena rode out a second orgasm as her mother screamed in pleasure. Fingers teasing herself, she was locked in place, watching.

A big fan of voyeur and cuck-queen porn, Serena couldn’t believe her luck when Fiona had proposed watching Evan and her mom. The quiet woman had always been a friend, but her beauty was intimidating, like Serena’s mom, and she’d never felt comfortable around Fiona.

That changed after their little make-out session, and what an eye-opening experience that was. Evan’s eyes raked her body with desire as his mom fingered hers. Her soft lips had sent shivers down Serena’s spine. She needed time to sort her feelings on the experience, but that would have to wait, as she tried to memorize every second of her crush ravishing her mom.

For Serena, it had been love at first sight.

The moment she laid eyes on the tall, handsome boy, her heart melted, and the ache of loss formed in the pit of her stomach. Serena was a realist. The likes of Evan Wilson weren’t for her. If she were lucky, she might steal a piece of him, but his flame burned too bright for any single woman to hold for long. That was Emma’s problem.

Serena started stalking Emma the day Evan showed interest in the busty blonde. She knew the girl better than she knew herself. She’d even been standing in the shadows of the equipment shed when Emma gave him his first blowjob, and what a glorious moment that had been. Her feet had itched to go over and show the awkward blonde how to properly worship his huge penis, but witnessing was more than enough.

Here she was again, only it wasn’t that skank he was fucking but her own mom. His powerful thighs flexing, and hips driving up into an ass that shook. His powerful hand grasped at a large breast, pulling the nipple between thumb and forefinger, while his other hand twisted his mother’s head around so he could kiss her. Bright blue eyes snapped open and focused, not on the woman hanging helplessly from ropes, or the one crouched and licking her, but at Serena.

Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh god, oh god!

Serena wanted to crawl into a dark corner and disappear but his gaze pinned her to the cushions. They spoke without words, and she felt her traitorous hands moving to his will. Fear coiled in her gut, like a snake twisting on itself. Her own gaze locked on his, she slipped first one breast, then the other free of her top and shivered as cool air caressed her stiff nipples.

The fear slithered away, replaced by warmth as his eyes grew round and his fingers dug deeper into her mom’s hip. Savannah’s eyes snapped open and rolled back, jaw hanging open as a wordless moan of pleasure left her. He fucked her with renewed power, heels lifting as he drove into her, and Serena knew he was on her verge of cumming.

Fiona had never stopped her wicked tongue, and Evan hadn’t relented for long minutes. As Serena took in her mom, she was amazed to see her holding on by a thread. Face red and sweaty, her eyes stared into the distance, slightly crossed, and her mouth was a slack ‘O’ of pleasure as her mind slowly dissolved.

“Oh fuck, yes,” Evan growled, then with a powerful thrust buried himself in Savannah and his face relaxed as he flooded her womb with cum.

Fiona leaned back and took in the scene, and from the hand between her thighs, Serena knew she was about to cum, just like herself. As she watched her mother snap back to reality as Evan’s cum shot off inside her, Serena felt the first waves of her orgasm and she let a hand wander to a breast, cupping the large, soft flesh up to her lips and then stared in amazement as Evan stared at her with fixed intensity and gave her mother another, firm thrust. Then she was coming and unable to focus on the pair as her head fell back and legs shook.

It was a struggle to gather herself, and when she did, Serena drew in a sharp breath at finding him looming over her. The room darkened as he bent, blocking out all light. Then time stopped as his lips met hers. Soft but firm, they set fireworks off in her brain as she kissed him back, savoring her first until he broke it with a lop-sided grin.

His eyes danced with amusement and something else, something harder. It made her tummy quiver, and the quiver became a growing fire when he ran light fingers over the sensitive skin of her bare breasts. She breathed heavily as he caressed them, then rose with a sigh of regret and a wink.

“Take care of her tonight. I want to see both of you after church tomorrow. Do you understand? Tomorrow, she gets to watch… at first.”

“I understand,” he stood within her reach, naked and gorgeous. Unable to help herself, Serena leaned forward and planted a gentle kiss on the head of his penis.

He blinked in shock, and she blushed. The color deepened when she tasted her lips, but she didn’t look away and his smile grew lopsided again.

“You always were top of the class.”

He turned and grabbed his clothes, not bothering to hurry as he dressed. Savannah still hung, swaying and leaking their combined fluids. She wore a smile, and her eyes were still unfocused. Every few seconds her body would convulse and a sigh of pleasure would escape her. But Fiona still knelt, and she stared up at Evan with barely disguised hope. Finally, he pulled his shirt on and turned to her.

“Gather your things, we’re going home,” his voice had the note of command in it, and Fiona leapt to her feet and straightened her clothes. “And we’re going to have a long… talk.”

Serena didn’t miss the smile that grew on the woman’s lips as she marched off behind her stepson. She turned and gave Serena a little wave and a wink. There was more shared between the pair of them in that last look, but she would have to think on it later. It looked like her Sunday would be a glorious one indeed. After church she would get to kneel and pray in a different way.

“Invite your friend Susan over tomorrow, she can watch.”

She caught his last words as the door closed and left her alone with her mom, who cracked an eyelid and smiled up at her weakly.

“What are we going to wear for our date tomorrow?”

Serena couldn’t stop the grin spreading on her lips. It was an awkward first hour making their way home, but as they stayed up late talking, wrapped in robes and buried in the couch’s cushions, they opened up to one another. Serena told her mother things she’d never admitted to anyone, and vice versa.

They laughed together. They cried together, and when dawn broke and woke Serena, she found her mother gently brushing the hair from her face and singing a lullaby from when she was a baby. As she lay there, dreaming about what might be coming that afternoon, she knew whatever it was, nothing would destroy her and her mother’s relationship. And she couldn’t wait to prove that to Evan.

To Be Continued…
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