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Chapter 1



 



Thomas felt pathetically grateful not to have to spend spring break in the dorms. He didn’t have the money to fly home to Minneapolis, and the thought of staying in his dorm practically alone gave him the heebie-jeebies. Plus, the college actually charged students to stay there during the break, which he thought was damn near criminal. It wasn’t like the cafeteria would be open or anything, so what was he paying for? Someone to walk down the hallway now and then and make sure he wasn’t having a massive party? Him, the king of dorks?



“I really appreciate this,” he said.



“Ahhhh, shit, ain’t no thing, chicken wing,” his friend Neil said. He liked to think he was some nineties kid, using slang hilariously out of date and wearing big chains and oversized shirts, despite being nearly as dorky as Thomas. He was also the only person Thomas knew his own age to own a dozen watches. They were, admittedly, pretty cool, but Thomas had never seen anyone his age who loved bling so much as Neil. Their mutual harmless weirdness made them two peas in a pod, Thomas the quiet nerdy programmer, Neil the wannabe white gangster.



The invite to stay with the Miller family came with only one caveat. Neil had a pretty good way with women, which included a girlfriend back home he was excited about seeing again. He warned Thomas he might not be around some nights, and that his small town was pretty boring, but Thomas didn’t mind that. He could always entertain himself with a book or a walk or a video game. Plus, the Millers had an actual pool and hot tub. Thomas didn’t know how to swim, but he looked forward to soaking in the hot tub with a book.



Norrell, Neil’s hometown, was a pretty small place, centered around a college best known for its nursing program. As Neil told it, there were only a few fast-food places, a handful more restaurants, and some outdoorsy stuff, like hiking paths up the local small mountains and camping. Neither of them were much into camping, but hiking sounded appealing. Thomas wasn’t much into working out but he did love walking, and the promise of a mountaintop view sold him.



It was a three-hour drive from their college town, and they filled it with music and the “would you rather” game. Neil, predictably, made the game filthy, asking Thomas if he would rather fuck two cheerleaders or their insanely hot professor Dr. Vanessa Phillips, who might have been the sexiest woman alive. When Thomas shyly said her name, Neil shook his head sadly.



“Aw, shit, man, numbers, that’s where you have the real fun. Couple of cheerleaders piled on top of each other, making out while you’re drilling them, that’s the life.”



“Yeah, but Dr. Phillips has the hot mom thing going on,” Thomas said.



Neil laughed. “Yeah she does. You got a point there. Those older women know what they want and they take it. But no falling in love with my mom, you hear me?”



“What? Me?”



Neil punched his leg. “Just kidding you, man. All my high school friends used to give me shit about how hot she is. It got old.”



“Oh, yeah, no, I wouldn’t perv on her or anything.”



“I know. You’re a good guy. I wouldn’t bring you home if you weren.t.”



“What does she do?”



“For work? She’s a dentist. That’s why my teeth are so white and shiny.”



“And your parents are divorced?”



“Yeah. A couple years now. They waited until I graduated high school, and then they couldn’t get divorced fast enough. I always knew they would but they thought they needed to stay together for me and my sister.”



“What happened, if you don’t mind me asking? Why did they get a divorce?”



“Don’t really know,” Neil said cheerfully, reaching into a bag of salt and vinegar chips between them and coming out with a handful. “They just didn’t like each other much. Dad’s one of those guys who lives twenty years in the past. I love him, but man, if I hear his football or baseball stories one more time, I’m gonna disown him. Or get myself disowned. However that works.” He shoved the chips into his mouth, crunched them noisily, and swallowed. “He’s a good guy, but I think Mom was looking for something more than date nights watching college football at the bar. And she had her part too.”



“What do you mean?”



“Dad really couldn’t do anything right in her eyes. She was always frustrated with him. It wasn’t like she was out and out angry with him, but you could feel how impatient she always when he was around.”



“That must have sucked,” Thomas said.



“Eh. They were always good to me and my sister.”



“Is your sister hot too?”



Neil slugged him for that, and Thomas laughed.



* * *



The Miller family home was a gorgeous sprawl of a place, a far cry from the tiny two-bedroom condo Neil’s parents rented in Minneapolis. The two-story home felt like something out of a Christmas movie, with a stucco and stone exterior, a sprawling yard, lots of flowerbeds with decorative brick edging, and a low stone wall by the sidewalk that must have been perfect for sitting and talking to neighbors in the summer.



“This is a beautiful place,” Thomas said, gaping at it as they pulled into the driveway.



“Yeah, it’s pretty nice,” Neil said dismissively. He parked in front of the garage. They got out, and from a side door leading into the garage emerged a woman so stunning she made Thomas nearly drop his jaw, a thing he only thought happened in the erotica he liked to read.



Neil’s mom wasn’t just attractive. She was
 hot
 . Insanely hot. Hotter than a thousand suns hot. Volcanos probably looked at her and felt insecure.



“Neil!” she cried out, and Thomas nearly whimpered as she ran to them. Usually he tried not to be the guy who noticed boobs first on a woman, but with Mrs. Miller, it was an impossibility not to. On any other woman, her long-sleeved cherry-red top wouldn’t have been obscene. The cleavage was minimal, and it only showed off a hint of her belly. But her boobs bounced in the thing like she was on a goddamn trampoline, and it was the single most wonderful sight of Thomas’s life up to that point.



“Aw, Jesus, Mom, can’t you put on a sweater or something?” Neil complained.



“Oh, stop, I wanted to look nice for your friend,” Mrs. Miller said. “Thomas! It’s so nice to meet you!”



“Urumnice to… to… to meet you too,” Thomas choked out.



Mrs. Miller grinned at his obvious nervousness and came to her son for a hug. He gave her a perfunctory one, then she turned for Thomas. “I’m a hugger,” she said cheerfully.



Oh sweet Jesus
 , Thomas thought as he was enveloped in her warm, soft, and oh so breastacular embrace.



“Mom!” Neil said.



She pulled away, and Thomas finally noticed the rest of her. Mrs. Miller was what he’d call thick, but not fat, not even really overweight, just mouthwateringly full-figured. Her face was exquisite, surprisingly youthful, her makeup done heavily to emphasize her sparkling brown eyes and ripe lips. Her long brown hair hung down in big waves nearly to her waist. She wore lots of jewelry, a gold necklace, thick hoop earrings, two bracelets on one wrist, and three rings, though she kept her ring finger naked.



Classy
 , he thought, then it was immediately followed by another.
 Jesus, imagine being a patient in one of her dentist chairs.



The thought made him grin, and in turn, her smile widened too as she looked him over. “He said you were a handsome one. I guess he wasn’t lying.”



“Oh bullshit, I did not,” Neil said.



“Um, it’s nice to meet you,” Thomas said, blushing hard. Handsome? Him? She had to be teasing him. He wasn’t ugly, not exactly, but there was nothing about him that stood out. A few inches shy of six feet, he was kind of short, not quite pudgy but leaning in that direction, and he lacked any real muscle definition. His face was best described as plain. Friendly, but entirely vanilla, and a little softer around the chin than he’d like. The only thing he really had going for him was his brain, which had completely short-circuited in the minute or two since he met Mrs. Miller.



“Our home is your home this week,” she said.



“I’m sorry, I meant to say thank you for having me. I wasn’t being very polite.”



For seem reason, this seemed to amuse her, and she reached out to squeeze his arm. “Aren’t you just the sweetest?”



“Oh God,” Neil muttered. “Let’s grab our stuff and go inside.”









Chapter 2



 



Megan Miller spent too many years being bored.



Sex with her meathead husband Boyd started off fantastic. There was a reason she let herself be knocked up twice before she turned twenty-one and it was because she couldn’t get enough of her college football stud’s frenetic, headboard pounding sex. Boyd was a fucking stud back then, a handsome, ruggedly built wide receiver with muscles like Hercules.



But after college, Hercules became a couch potato. It wasn’t so much that her husband became fat. His workouts did slide now that he wasn’t playing football, but she didn’t mind that. A little softness gave him a dad bod appeal. What did bother her was the way that, after four or five years together, their sex life shriveled up. Still in their mid-twenties, they should have been ravenous for each other still, but marriage and two kids took their toll.



Megan knew that would happen. Her older friends in the community of moms told her as much, that the sex would taper off, but she actually believed things with Boyd would be different. But no, he began a long, slow plunge into caring more about nights out with the guys, the TV, the bar, and an eventual addiction to video games than his silently screaming wife.



Sex, already infrequent by the fifth year, became a once-a-month perfunctory affair on his part. Megan turned to toys, and for a while, that new world excited and satisfied her, but when she learned Boyd had an affair with a coworker at the shipping facility, the toys no longer were enough.



At thirty, ten years before her son brought home a houseguest for spring break, Megan had an affair of her own, a fling with a doctor in the next town, something she either let go on way too long or not long enough. The problem wasn’t with John. It was with herself. When he told Megan he loved her and wanted her to leave Boyd for him, she couldn’t. She loved John, but she loved her children too, and she made the terrible, no-good decision to stay with her husband. A couple years later, on a painfully lonely night when regret overwhelmed her, she looked John up on Bottlegenie, a social media site, and discovered he’d entered into a relationship with a single mom. The news devastated her, and she vowed to herself she’d endure the years until the kids were out of the house, then seek her own happiness. That would mean a divorce.



After the split with Boyd, things didn’t get much better. The handful of dateable men in Norrell her age were the definition of a mixed bag. A couple were nice, kind of pathetically so. They were both divorcees themselves and eager to jump back into that comfortable life of having someone by their side. That life wasn’t for Megan, at least not yet, and if she was honest, definitely not with them. Another guy was good in bed, nice and aggressive, the way she liked it, but he was also an extreme asshole with political views so morally repugnant it made her physically ill to think she slept with him. A couple one-night stands left her unsatisfied and wishing for someone who didn’t need to take a pill to keep up with her.



Megan slowly came to realize what she craved. She needed someone young. Someone with stamina. Someone who life hadn’t kicked the shit out of. Someone
 interesting
 .



* * *



“It’s really a nice home,” Thomas said for what had to be the third or fourth time. It made Megan smile to herself as she put the finishing touches on the lime chicken soft tacos she was making for dinner. It was an old family favorite, and Neil’s most-requested meal whenever he came home.



Her son was nose deep in texting his friends and would probably be out the door as soon as they finished eating, Thomas in tow, at least for that first night. If she knew Neil, he would be spending about an hour at home and the rest of his spring break chasing around Angie Leavitt, his freshly single summertime fling from the tender gap between his graduation and his first year of college. Every time he came home and they were both single, they spent every minute trying their damnedest to make Megan a grandmother. Not that she could talk. At his age, she was pregnant with him – which was why she hoped they at least gave it until the end of college before making that decision. Of course, telling Neil that would only drive him towards not using protection with his on-again, off-again girlfriend, Another way in which her son mirrored her own personality.



“Thank you, Thomas. I hope you treat it like your own home,” she said. “Now, how hot do you like your hot sauce? Because around here I like it extra spicy.”



“Jesus, Mom, you make that sound so sleazy,” Neil said.



Megan realized he was right and laughed. “Not intended.” But it was fun to see Thomas’s cheeks go bright red.



He was not a bad-looking young man, a little on the short side and doughy, but really, just a little. His dark hair was unkempt and shaggy, although at least he kept himself clean-shaven unlike half of Neil’s friends who thought the sparse scruff they could grow passed for a beard or a mustache. From what Neil told her and the way Thomas had studied Megan’s son’s collection of video games and action figures, he was an even bigger geek than Neil, which endeared him to her. Megan had always favored the nerd’s in her son’s life, maybe in part an overcompensation for having ignored them as a teenager and college student herself.



Thomas’s politeness was maybe the most adorable thing about him. Every other word out of his mouth was either “thank you” or “please,” and he’d offered to help with dinner twice despite having no experience in the kitchen to speak of except chopping vegetables. That he was nervous around her was obvious, and cute. It was a nice change from Neil’s old high school friends, who all tried to hit on her at some point or another, making her roll her eyes and once even slap one of them when he got handsy. But twice now, when Megan hugged Thomas and again later when she rested a hand on his arm when she got him settled into the guest bedroom down the hall from her own, he’d nearly peed himself at her touch. Keeping up a tease that week would be a fun way to pass the time.



“So, Thomas, any girlfriends back at college?” she asked as she brought the salsa and condiment tray to the table.



“A couple. No one right now.”



A couple? That surprised her. Megan had him pegged for a virgin.



“Oooh, a couple. You’re taking after Neil.”



“I am a terrible influence on him,” Neil said. “But yeah, he’s done good his freshman year. Hailey was a cutie.”



“I want to see pictures,” Megan said.



“Oh jeez,” Thomas said.



“Unless it brings up bad memories.”



“No, I’m still friends with both of them. Stephanie was my first girlfriend. We dated last fall.” He dug out his phone and started tapping away. “She got really stressed out between school, having to work at the bookstore, and studying. It made things easier for her not to have to worry about a relationship too.”



Thomas held out his phone as Megan brought the tray of tacos to the table. She leaned down and looked, unaware that the position made the young man’s eyes widen.



“Jesus, Mom, you might want to stand up a little,” Neil said.



Megan realized she was giving off a pretty damn good view of the girls and stood upright. “Sorry,” she said, and took the phone from Thomas. The picture was a cute one of a thickset young woman with thick reddish-brown curls and a great big grin sitting on Thomas’s lap on a bench in the quad, her arms thrust high and wide while he cradled her. “Aw, cute.”



“She’s pretty great. But I don’t know if she’s going to stick around after her freshman year.”



Neil grabbed one of the tacos from the tray. “He’s not joking when he says she’s super stressed out. Total drama, all the time.”



Thomas didn’t try to deny that. He took the phone back and brought up another picture as Megan sat down in the chair to his right and took a taco to put on his plate before grabbing one of her own. Neil had already downed most of his and reached for a second. God, how she wished she had his metabolism. She had no doubt he could eat every one of the eight tacos on the tray and not gain so much as an ounce.



Thomas held out the phone again. “This is Hailey. We started dating just after Christmas break.”



This time, the picture was of a cute young woman with a pixie haircut and an off-the-shoulder top showing off tight perky tits. She had a lopsided smile that worked well for her face, too friendly to be a smirk.



“Oh, she is cute. What happened with her?” Megan asked.



Neil grinned at Thomas. “Yeah, bud, what did happen with her?”



“Um. We had some… some… differences,” he said. His blush was as red as her top.



“Tell me!” Megan said.



“I… I can’t. I’m sorry.”



“Aw, poop. Well, I won’t pry. But she looks adorable. I’m sorry things didn’t work out with you.”



“Me too,” Thomas said. “She’s super nice and I’m glad we’re still friends.”



The guys ate like they were starving. Megan remembered those days when she was young, and it both amused her and warmed her heart to see them take after the food like it was the greatest thing they’d ever eaten. When they finished, this time Megan allowed Thomas to help her with the dishes while Neil went to get ready for a night hanging out with his hometown friends.



“I’ll do the dishes all week,” Thomas said. “Along with anything else around the house you might need help with. I’d feel guilty if I didn’t try to help out in some way.”



“I could use it,” Megan said. “I’d like to get my garden planted and the pool always needs cleaning. Did you bring swimming shorts?”



“Just my basketball shorts,” he said. “We don’t have a pool back home or at college.”



“Perfect. Gardening then tomorrow, and you can hit the pool afterward.” Remembering how much fun it was to tease him earlier, she dipped lower to give him another hint of cleavage. “Maybe I’ll even teach you the breaststroke.”



“Oh shit,” Thomas whispered.



“Teasing.” She straightened and poked his chest. “Maybe.” At his dire expression, she added, “It’s going to be so much fun teasing you this week.”









Chapter 3



 



Thomas woke up the next morning with a raging hardon. This was not an unusual occurrence, but it was one of the most intense boners he’d ever popped. All night he dreamed about Mrs. Miller and the cleavage she’d flashed him twice the day before. Dreams where he sucked and fucked those big tits, dreams he was almost disappointed to wake up from.



The spare bedroom was spacious, twice the size of his back home, and the bed was insanely comfy, the mattress soft but supportive and the pillows so plush it was like being hugged to sleep. Hugged. He shivered thinking about the feel of Mrs. Miller’s body against him, those big breasts pressed against him, the combined sweet scents of her soft lotion and shampoo. He was pretty proud of himself for not walking around with a hard dick the entire evening.



Atop a dresser across the room in a basket of things a houseguest might need and not have packed was a box of tissues. He slipped out of bed and opened the door to listen for signs of life. He knew Neil wouldn’t be up for hours yet if he had a choice, but he didn’t know what Mrs. Miller’s schedule was like. He didn’t hear any noise at all, so he assumed she was still asleep and shut the door again.



It took all of about two minutes to blow a load fantasizing about the hot MILF on her knees giving Thomas a tit job. Panting, he rested on top of the covers, his dick slowly softening. He wondered what she would say if he told her the real reason he broke up with Hailey. The thought made him blush again.



Thomas tossed the tissue into a wastebasket, then realized that would be no good. By the end of the week, he’d probably leave a hundred little wadded up balls like that, and the thought of Mrs. Miller discovering them before he could dispose of them properly embarrassed him. He grabbed some basketball shorts and a tee shirt out of his luggage and headed for the bathroom to flush the tissue and take a shower.



This time, he wasn’t so lucky. Mrs. Miller was just coming out of her bedroom, and he froze staring at her. Her jean shorts weren’t exactly tiny, but they did show off plenty of her nicely tanned thighs. And that sleeveless top sure didn’t leave much to the imagination either, though she was pulling on a flannel shirt over it.



“Good morning!” she said.



“M-morning,” Thomas said, all too aware he was shirtless. She could see the softness of his belly and chest, and then he realized the true horror of the moment. He was still holding a come-soaked tissue, one of the biggest loads he’d ever fired off. He stuffed it hastily into his pocket.



“You’re up early,” Mrs. Miller said, padding down the hallway. Was the way she made her breasts bounce as she walked deliberate? She did seem to like to tease him, so he figured yes.



“I. Um. I… I have early classes so I’m kinda used to it.”



“Good. I’ll have company in the morning. Going to grab a shower?” she asked.



“Uh huh.”



Her smile widened into a knowing thing. Mrs. Miller knew how flustered she made him and she enjoyed it. “Well… don’t let me keep you from getting all soapy and sudsy. Make sure you get every nook and crevice, Tommy.”



“It’s, um… it’s Thomas,” he croaked. No one called him Tommy. Not even his parents. He hated the abbreviation of his name. But when Mrs. Miller said it, he kinda liked it.



Sharks probably looked less predatory than Mrs. her right then. “Of course. See you downstairs for breakfast, if you’re hungry. Then we’ll get to work.”



“O-okay. Sounds good. Thanks.” What Thomas was thanking her for exactly, he didn’t know. His brains were full-on liquified by that point.



He headed into the bathroom, but before he could close the door, Mrs. Miller said, “Oh, Thomas. I see you’re making use of the tissues in your room. If your, mm, nose gets a little dry, there are some things in the bathroom that can help with that. A little lotion can help keep your nose from chafing.”



Burning with embarrassment, he shut the bathroom door behind him, and silently mouthed, “What the fuck?”



* * *



Thankfully, Mrs. Miller seemed to know when too much was too much, and showed mercy during breakfast, a cheesy egg and potato scramble. Although she kept the teasing to a minimum, she did give her fork a couple licks throughout the meal, keeping Thomas half-hard.



The spring was unusually warm, she explained as they stepped outside and she showed him where the pool controls were. “Normally I wouldn’t even think about filling the pool until May or so, maybe a little earlier, but with you two coming home, why not?”



The Miller family’s backyard was gorgeous, with a covered patio area complete with a bar and a grand barbeque. A small shed near the pool held pool supplies, and another larger shed tucked away in the corner of the lush yard contained their garden equipment, though Mrs. Miller hired out to do the yardwork, her little planters and gardening areas aside.



The pool was a big rectangle, with a corner devoted to a hot tub. She showed him how to work the controls for that, which were well-labeled and pretty self-explanatory. The pool’s waters were crystal clear, the bottom white and well-lit, the sides a powder blue. Decorative concrete stones lined the sides, a gorgeous touch.



“The cover needs to be replaced, as you can see,” she said, gesturing at the leaves that had accumulated in the pool. “There’s no one locally who can do it, so I’ve got to hire someone from out of town. It’ll cost a fortune and they can’t do it until this summer. It drives me crazy but what can you do?”



She showed him to the shed with the pool equipment, as well as how to work the telescoping pole of the net. “You just give it a good tug. A hard stroke,” she said. “I think you know how to… handle that, don’t you?”



“Oh jeez,” Thomas said. His cheeks were never going to stop burning around her.



But the work definitely wasn’t bad, once he got the hang of how to gather the leaves in a group before fishing them out of the pool. While he did that, she disappeared back into the house and came out with a tray full of seed packets and bulbs, as well as a bottle of sunscreen.  There were chairs located in several different seating arrangements all over the yard, but she picked one right across from the middle of the pool where he was working to apply her sunscreen. It had to be deliberate, the way she’d been teasing him all day.



Mrs. Miller uncapped the sunscreen and poured a generous amount into her hand to rub her arms first. This was easy enough to ignore, though his eyes did slide away from the pool towards her a few times as she worked the sunscreen onto her skin. But then came her calves, and here Thomas started to fuzz out of his job. The rhythmic motions of her hands along her calves were hypnotic, and when Mrs. Miller began to work the sunscreen into her thick thighs, Thomas had to fight back the urge to whimper. She crossed them at one point to really get up under the hem of her shorts, and he fumbled the pole, only snatching it at the last second before it dropped into the pool. Mrs. Miller laughed softly, but called no other attention to his mishap.



When she started on her neck, he forced himself to stare only at the pool for fear that he’d develop even more of an embarrassing problem if he watched her apply sunscreen to those magnificent boobs. Focusing on the leaves helped, but he couldn’t stop himself from imagining working that cream into her skin like it was his come. Fuck, he had to cool down around her or this week was going to be so humiliating.



“All done,” Mrs. Miller asked. “Want me to do you?”



This time, he really did drop the pole.



* * *



Mrs. Miller explained that while the mowing, weeding, hedge trimming, and most of the day-to-day care of the lawn was done by professionals, she liked to have little sections of the yard to putter around in. This included vegetable and herb gardens, and annuals she liked to plant most every year.



They started with the flowerbeds and the planters, each of them armed with work gloves and a trowel. “How deep should I dig?” Thomas asked.



“This is where I should say as deep as you can get, baby, but I think I’ve embarrassed you enough for one morning.”



He chuckled. “Thanks. You make more dirty jokes than Neil, and he makes a ton.”



“He definitely got that from me. Here, let me show you.” She knee-walked across the grass sideways to him and showed him with her trowel. “And not too close. Hold up your hand.” He did, and she measured hers against his. “You’ve got long fingers. Probably about half your hand apart.”



Thomas realized then they were touching, and looked away again hastily. “Okay, I can do that.”



“You’re very shy, aren’t you?”



“Nervous, I guess. You’re, um… you’re very beautiful.”



“Aw, but you’ve showed me pictures of your ex-girlfriends. That one was a cutie. I bet you weren’t this nervous around her.” He smiled to himself, thinking about asking Hailey out for the first time, and Mrs. Miller smiled too. “What?”



“Hailey and I were in a class together. We were friendly but not really friends, if that makes sense. We talked sometimes before and after class and we ate together at the cafeteria a few times. But the first time I asked her out on a date, I couldn’t stop stuttering. Hai-Hai-Hailey, you want… want… to go on a, ah, a, ah… you get the idea. But she was just as nervous and shouted yes.”



“Aw, that’s so cute. Really, why did you two break up? You sound terrific together.”



Hailey’s voice.
 I can’t, I can’t, I’m sorry.



It’s okay, hey, it’s okay! I’m not mad, honest.



“It’s sort of… personal,” Thomas said hesitantly.



“Did something happen in bed? Are you a little… you know, small? Or premature? Those things happen. If she can’t deal with that, then that’s on her.”



“It’s not that,” he said. “It’s, um… kind of the opposite.”



“The opposite?”



“Oh God,” Thomas whispered to himself. He squeezed his eyes shut and blurted, “I was too big for her.”



Silence. When he cracked an eye open, Mrs. Miller was staring at him. “Too… big?”



“Yeah. I mean, you saw her, she was pretty small, and I’m… I couldn’t fit. I told her if it hurt we’d stop and it did. We did hand and mouth stuff for a few weeks after and I was okay with that but she thought I wasn’t and I deserved to be with someone who could… who could have sex with me.”



Mrs. Miller stared a moment longer, then laughed like this was the best joke she’d ever heard. “Oh. Oh my. You got me. That’s good.”



“Yeah, not a joke,” Thomas said, but that made her only laugh harder. That was okay. If Mrs. Miller thought he was lying, she wouldn’t pry too much more for details. He was still so embarrassed about the whole thing, his fumbling apologies to Hailey, hers to him, and the subsequent breakup weeks later. It was not a memory he liked to relive because Hailey had been so sweet about it, and he knew she really meant it when she said she cared for him enough to see him really happy with someone else, and she hoped they could stay friends. He agreed, because she was worth having in his life however he could get her, and he was glad for that. But he also didn’t want to relive those memories of those fumbling seconds when his big cockhead pressed into her and she jerked like she had been electrocuted, shouting at him that it was too much.



Shoot me now
 , he thought.



By eleven or so, they were halfway done. Neil finally made an appearance, looking hung over and dazed despite having had nothing to drink the night before other than half a beer a friend snuck him at the bar where they played pool with some of Neil’s friends. His ex Angie wasn’t in town yet, but a lot of his friends from high school stuck around after graduation and they were pretty fun guys. Meatheads and jocks mostly, but they didn’t seem to look down on Thomas and he had fun hanging out with them. They had plans to go out again that night to shoot hoops and see a movie. Thomas didn’t expect to hang out much with Neil after that day and that was all right. Despite Mrs. Miller’s teasing, he liked the work they were doing. It was soothing and pretty easy, and if they got it done that weekend, the rest of the week was pretty much his to relax and play games.



“I think we’ll stop here and knock out the rest of the vegetables tomorrow,” Mrs. Miller said, standing up.



“Sounds good to me.” Thomas stood up and heard his knees pop like an old man’s. “Oooh, damn, I should have stood up and stretched more,” he said, straightening his back with his hands on his hips.



“Oh no, I should have warned you about that. Let’s get you in the hot tub and get the jets going. It’ll loosen you up.”



“Anybody going to say good morning?” Neil grumbled. He had a plate in hand, the leftover egg scramble, and dumped at least a third of a bottle of hot sauce on it. This family and their spicy food, Thomas thought, amused.



“Good morning, my heart, my second-born child, the errant fruit of my first love and I’s joining,” Mrs. Miller said.



“What?” Neil asked.



“That was pretty good,” Thomas said, grinning.



“Oh great, he’s found someone who talks as weird as him,” Neil said.



“Are you sure he’s your kid?” Thomas asked.



“Most days… no. Oh, brush your knees off before you get in the hot tub. Or maybe hose off. You’re a dirty boy!”



“Aw, Jesus, Mom,” Neil said.



She showed Thomas where the hose was, and they took turns spraying each other’s legs down. The water was cold enough to make him wince, but she was right. He was covered in dirt and muck from his knees to his calves. Then again, so was she.



Cleaned to her satisfaction, Thomas headed for the hot tub while Mrs. Miller went to change into a swimsuit. Neil joined him, sitting on the concrete lip and dangling his legs in the water.



“See, this place isn’t so bad for a spring break, is it?” he asked.



Thomas thought about how he blurted out his biggest secret to Neil’s mom and fought down the urge to let out a desperate laugh. “No, it’s great. Thanks again for having me here.”



“Aw, you’re welcome, man. It’s fun to see Mom liking you too. Most my friends she kinda rolls her eyes at.”



“That’s, uh, that’s good.”



“I’m gonna go take a shower and do some laundry.”



“All right,” Thomas said. They slapped hands and Neil stood up to head inside.



A few minutes later, Mrs. Miller rejoined Thomas. Given the way she was acting earlier, he half-hoped for a tiny bikini or something, but no, she was dressed in a pretty tame one-piece. That said, even a tame one-piece on her showed off a lot of curves and tanned skin. He gulped and sank deeper into the water, knowing his attempts at staving off a hardon were about to be tanked.



“Neil went inside to do laundry and shower.”



“Which means he moved his laundry basket from his car to the laundry room, where it will no doubt sit until next Saturday night, when he tries to convince me to do it for him.”



“Will you?” Thomas asked.



“Oh, probably. I’m a bit of a pushover.”



She stepped into the hot tub and took a seat next to him, close enough to make him want to blush again, but not so close that they were actually touching save for the occasional brush of their feet. The jets really were soothing, and while they soaked, they made small talk. She asked what he was going to major in – programming – and he asked how she liked being a dentist. Mrs. Miller in turn asked if he had a job.



“I work in the computer lab but it all goes towards college housing,” he said. “I’m going to try to find housing off campus with friends next year.”



“Ah, good luck with that,” she said.



“You and your ex-husband must have met in college.”



“We did. You’re what, nineteen?”



“Yes.”



“I was that age when I had Neil’s sister.”



“Oh wow.”



“And just a year and change later, him too.”



“That must have been tough that young and trying to go to school.”



“It was,” she said. “Boyd and I, we grew up a lot those first few years.”



“What happened between you two, if you don’t mind me asking?” She was silent for a moment and Thomas worried he’d overstepped. “Sorry, that’s probably not my business.”



“No, no, I was thinking how much I should tell you. How much is… mm… appropriate.”



“What do you mean? Did he cheat on you?”



“Yes, but that wasn’t what broke us up, not really. It was part of it, but not the biggest part. But you did tell me about your, mm, size problem earlier so I suppose I owe you a secret too. Even if yours is a whopper. Get it? A whopper?”



“I was serious about that,” he protested, but he smiled too when she did.



“Of course you were.” She glanced towards the house, then leaned forward and said much quieter, “Sex was the problem. Or the face of it, anyways.”



“Sorry?”



“It was very good at first, and then it wasn’t. For a very long time. He didn’t try and it frustrated me. No, that’s not a big enough word. It depressed me. When he cheated, I realized I deserved to be wanted, to be taken care of by a man. I cheated too, with a man I came to care a great deal about. And it was… it was wonderful. He took care of me. He tried for me. I should feel guilty about how much I loved him, but I don’t. I did, once upon a time, and that was why I ended it. I thought I needed to stay with Boyd for our kids. Maybe that was the right decision, maybe not. But eventually I knew what I wanted when Neil was out of the house, and that was to have that feeling again. Of being…” Mrs. Miller licked her lips, and if Thomas was hardening before, now his cock surged. “…lusted after.”



“I think every woman does,” Thomas said, his throat bone dry.



“That they do. Now I’ve told you mine. You tell me the real reason you broke up with that young woman. No lies.”



“I wasn’t lying. Honest.”



She smirked. “You were so big you couldn’t have sex with that young woman, Tommy?”



“That’s right.”



Mrs. Miller was still leaning forward. To Thomas’s shock, her hand moved through the water to his groin. She found his hardening cock, her lips upturned as if she was about to poke fun at him some more. Bu her eyes widened, and she whispered, “Jesus Christ.”



“What are you doing?” Thomas asked.



She recoiled as if she’d been slapped. “Oh my God. Shit. I’m so sorry. I… I shouldn’t have… fuck.”



Mrs. Miller stood up fast, the water cascading off her. She offered him another apology, and stepped out of the hot tub. He stared at her curvy MILF ass as she went, his cock throbbing from her touch. Great. He’d scared off another woman with his freaky dick. Just fucking great. All the erotica he’d ever read about women liking guys with a big dick could get bent. He was doomed to live a life as an outcast, he knew it. Shunned for his peen.



Thomas groaned, and sank down into the water. Coming here had been a horrible mistake.









Chapter 4



 



Megan rested in bed, eyes wide even in the relative darkness of the night. Neil and Thomas were gone to a movie or to play basketball, she wasn’t sure which one they were doing first or second. Not that she thought Thomas was much of a ball player. She had the feeling – and she would be right – he wasn’t exactly into sports in high school.



Jesus Christ, what had she done? She groped her son’s best friend like a wanton whore, because… because she’d been talking about Boyd and John and the old itches needed to be scratched. It had been meant as a joke, but what if someone had touched her inappropriately like that? She’d cave their head in with a baseball bat. She thought she was being flirty and instead she was being wildly inappropriate. She needed to get him alone and apologize. Profusely. Maybe even on her knees.



Yeah, imagining herself on her knees in front of Thomas and that fucking monster wasn’t helping.



Why was she so attracted to the young man? Boredom explained a lot of it, but so did vanity. She liked that Thomas simultaneously couldn’t tear his eyes away from her, and at the same time, wasn’t a total leering dickhead about it either. His awkward, painful shyness endeared him to her. He was like a geeky teddy bear, one she wanted to stuff between her legs and ride.



Fuck, she needed to get laid by someone who knew what they were doing.



Or by someone whose cock is fatter than your fingers can circle
 , her mind whispered to her.



Megan twisted onto her side and reached for the nightstand and her trustiest toys. She selected a long pink vibrator. Size mattered that night, and the people pleaser fit that bill nicely. Usually she slept in the nude when she was alone in the house, but because of her son and their houseguest, she wore a silk nightie that night. Megan lifted her butt and slid up the hem, bunching the material at her waist and bringing the toy to her bare pussy.



Her favorite way to get herself off was to start the vibrator on its slowest setting, fucking herself an inch or two deep with it, then slowly building up to more as she increased the speed. When she really drew out her pleasure, she would let out what her ex-husband called her mouse squeaks, or if he was drinking and feeling particularly mean-spirited, her squeals.



Her squeaks started almost immediately that night, to her complete lack of surprise. Megan had been riding an edge since she felt up Thomas. Christ, he was nineteen. More than half her age, and nearly virginal. For fuck’s sake, maybe he was a virgin. She was hazy on the specifics of his story and didn’t think he’d mentioned if he actually slept with his first girlfriend.



And what was so messed up about herself that the idea of Thomas potentially being a virgin turned her on even more?



But as good as the vibrator felt, she had to shut it off when she heard Neil’s car pull up to the house. She waited in the darkness, hoping that the guys would crash out quickly and she could resume her fun before she lost the drive. Not that she thought she would. A very delicious fantasy of squatting on Thomas’s face and riding his mouth had begun to creep into her mind and she couldn’t shake the fantasy.



The front door  chimed when it opened, Neil’s snickering a sure sign he was drunk. “Fuck,” she muttered to herself. The fantasy of Thomas burst like a bubble. If her son had driven home drunk, she was going to chew his ass out.



She flung back the covers and went to her bathroom to fetch a terrycloth robe. Doing it up as she went, she heard Thomas downstairs try to quiet his friend.



“Come on, man, the house is dark, your mom’s probably sleeping.”



“Yeaaaah, she’s old, she goes to bed suuuuuper early.”



“I’m going to murder him,” Megan muttered to herself.



“I see you looking at her,” Neil said. “You liiiiiiike her.”



“Shut up,” Thomas said, sounding more amused than angry.



“Hey, see if Mom has any chips. I’m hungry.”



“I’ll see what I can find. Let’s get you into bed.”



“Don’t wanna go to bed,” Neil muttered as Megan came around the corner. Thomas was more or less dragging her son towards his bedroom. Brightly, Neil said, “Oh hey, Mom! You hear me call you old?”



“Yes, and don’t tell me you drove like this, Neil. My God, you could kill someone.”



“It’s okay,” Thomas said hastily. “I drove. I don’t own a car but I do have a driver’s license. And I didn’t have anything to drink.”



“Thank you, Tommy.”



“Tommy?” Neil asked. “I’mma call you that from now on too.”



“No, you are not,” Thomas said, “or I’ll stop letting you borrow my notes from class.”



“Too…” Neil belched like all the world’s thunder was escaping his stomach. “Too late. Tommy Tommy Tommy.”



Megan got under her son’s other shoulder and helped drag him to bed. Neil managed to sit up long enough to kick his shoes off, then collapsed sideways, all but asleep already.



“Could you help me position him?” Megan asked.



“Sure,” Thomas said. “Sorry about this. I thought we were going to play basketball and see a movie, and we did play ball for a while but someone told us about a party.”



“Why am I not surprised?”



She pulled one of Neil’s blankets around him. He muttered something again about food, and his breathing evened out. Remembering his high school days and the parties he’d sneak out to, she positioned a wastebasket near his bed, and joined Thomas out in the hallway. She held a finger to her lips, then nodded towards the stairwell. He followed her to its base, and she rested with her hand on the post.



Thomas’s cheeks were already crimson, and he looked anywhere but her. “Well, I should, uh, go to bed,” he said.



“Tommy… Thomas, wait. I need to apologize to you. What I did earlier today was way out line.”



“No, it’s okay. You were being playful and I… I thought it was pretty fun, getting mock hit on by a…” He cleared his throat. “By a really beautiful older woman.”



“Mock hit on?” she asked.



“Come on. I know it was just for fun. It’s okay. It’ll give me a story I’ll think about forever. My friend’s hot mom. It’s like something out of an erotica story or something.”



“Hot mom, huh?” she asked, grinning.



“Oh God, I just said that, didn’t I?”



“You did. No take-backs. So… we’re okay?”



“Yeah. But tell me the truth. Is it really freaky?”



“What?” she asked, momentarily confused.



“My… my penis.”



“Freaky? Because it’s big?”



“Yeah.”



“I’m not sure what your ex-girlfriends might have done with you or told you, but no. There’s nothing freaky about a big dick. Well… I guess if it really couldn’t fit, that would be a little scary if you didn’t stop, but I’m sure you were a gentleman.”



“I hope I was,” Tommy said.



“Maybe this isn’t my business, but are you a virgin?”



“No. My first girlfriend really liked it with me. Um, you know…”



“Sex.”



“Yeah. But we didn’t do it until like the third or fourth week we were together and it made her so sore we could only do it on the weekends or else she would be super uncomfortable in class and…” He recoiled, mortified. “Oh my God. I am sharing way too much information.”



“It’s okay. It really is. Whatever you tell me will stay with me. I promise. Think of me as your confessor this week. I’m not a gossip.”



“Thanks,” he said. “And thanks for being nice to me about it. The way you ran off earlier, I thought maybe you were grossed out by me.”



“Oh honey, no. No. I was horrified I reached out and groped you like that without asking. Even if you weren’t half my age, that’s not something I should have done with anyone who didn’t give me permission. Or come on to me. Or… you know, given me a sign.”



His lips twitched and his eyes went everywhere but her. But finally they settled on her again as she toyed with the sash on her robe. “I liked it,” he whispered, and fled upstairs.



* * *



Back in her bedroom, Megan thought about slinking down to Thomas’s room to fuck him silly, but she had a feeling if she pressed too hard, too soon, she was going to invade his boundaries in a way he wasn’t ready for. Besides, she had days yet to seduce the young man, and she knew now in her heart that was exactly what she was going to do. Was it reprehensible? Sure, probably. He was nineteen, which made him legal, but it was still so dirty and taboo.



But oh God, how she ached for young cock again, ready to take her at any moment, with the stamina to keep her satisfied all night long. There was something deliciously sinful about seducing this particular nineteen-year-old, his near-innocence, his dorky façade. She’d never fucked a geek in high school or college, just a couple sports studs before she met her husband. Time to change that, but first she would have some fun teasing him.



She wondered if Thomas was in his room stroking himself to the day’s events, like he no doubt had been that morning before they saw each other in the hallway. He was cute, trying to hide the tissue he used for his morning fantasy. Doubtless he meant to flush the evidence rather than risk forgetting it in a wastebasket when he left. Had he taken her up on her advice about the lotion? Did he have that big dick in his hand right at that moment?



Why not go see?



Almost giggling in her giddiness, Megan slid out of bed, not bothering with a robe this time. In the hall, she slowed and approached Thomas’s guest bedroom with the stealth of a ninja. A hyper-horny MILF of a ninja, with a pussy that needed release and nipples that ached to be sucked.



At first, all she heard was silence. That was disappointing, but not surprising. They put in a lot of good work that morning, maybe not exactly strenuous, but still physical. He was probably getting some much-needed sleep.



But then she heard it, something like a rhythmic click, but not quite. It wasn’t coming from his bedroom, but the guest bathroom. In porn or erotica, the guy would have been grunting or moaning words to himself, but Thomas was silent, save for the squick-squick-squick of his hand working his cock. Feeling bold, Megan reached out and slowly twisted the knob, opening the door just a crack so she could peek in.



The nineteen-year-old had his shorts around his knees, his pasty white butt in full view. He was standing near the toilet, head down, arm moving slow. The wet sound of his fist in his hand nearly made Megan laugh, but oh, how it turned her on too. Doubtless he was fantasizing about her.



Thomas reached out to a bottle of lotion on the counter, pumping it into his palm. Somehow he must have seen her in the bathroom mirror, because he whipped sideways, his free hand going to cover his groin, his eyes huge.



“Oh shit,” he gasped. “Mrs. Miller, I-”



“Were you stroking it to me?”



“I… I…”



Megan opened the door wider, heat rushing through her core. Without entering the bathroom, she stepped in front of the door, so they could both have an unobstructed view of each other.



“Were you stroking your cock thinking about me?” she repeated.



“Yes. I’m… I’m sorry.”



“Don’t be sorry, baby. It’s hot. Let me see,” she said.



“W-what?”



“Let me see it. You jerking off. Playing with that big fat cock. I want to see it.” He looked so terrified in that moment that she nearly apologized again. But this was too hot to let the moment go. “I want to see it, Tommy, if you do too. You’re not a freak. I want to see you fantasize about me.” She drew a finger down the neckline of her nightgown. “Show me yours and I’ll show you mine.”



“Please don’t make fun of me,” he whispered.



“Never.”



He finished turning towards her. That wasn’t a cock. It was a fucking baseball bat, as big around as her wrist, and long, longer than she’d ever seen outside porn.



“Tommy… that’s a beautiful cock. Stroke it for me, baby. Please?”



Thomas licked his lips, then brought his freshly lotioned palm to his shaft. He gave the whole thing a couple strokes, then focused on the first few inches, the head peeking out each time as if to say hello. Megan’s lips parted as she thought about sucking that monster, or trying to.



“Can I see you? Like you said, show me yours and I’ll show you mine?” he asked.



The words snapped her out of it and Megan smiled. She brought one manicured nail down her side all the way to the waistline of her nightgown. He stroked himself faster as she bunched the silk in her fist, bringing the hemline up over her tanned thighs. She turned for him slowly, showing off her thick ass first, even giving it a playful little slap as she looked over her shoulder at him. Up further still the nightgown came, up over her lower back and her breasts. Though she still had her back to him, he could no doubt see some of her boobs from that angle, and she turned just slightly to show off a nipple in profile.



“Oh God, Mrs. Miller, you’re so hot,” he said.



“You like older women?”



“Yes.”



“What do you like about them?”



“Your, your body, how open you are about… about sexy stuff…”



Not the most elegant words, but in a way, that was endearing and a hell of a turn-on. She was going to have so much fun corrupting him.



“How open I am about wanting your cock, Tommy.”



“Y-yeah.”



“Say it. Say how much you love knowing I’m a MILF hungry and horny for your cock.”



“I… I love how… how much you want my c-c-cock.”



“How much you love my big juicy ass.”



“I love your big juicy ass,” he said, this time with more assurance, his hand moving faster up and down his dick.



“My big MILF tits.”



“Oh, oh God, should I really call them…?”



“Yes honey. Not all women will want that. But those good girls aren’t for you. You want a woman who knows what she wants. And I know what I want. So do you. You want that big fat cock in between my big MILF tits.”



“I do,” he said, his voice breathless, his fist now a blur up and down his dick. “I want my c-cock between your… your tits.”



“Would you like to see them, Tommy?”



“Yes, God yes, please…”



“Mm, I like that please. I like you begging for it. Say, “Mrs. Miller, may I please see your big MILF tits?”



His lips quirked upward, and she fought back a grin too. “Please, Mrs. Miller? Can I see your big MILF tits?”



“Yes you can,” she said, and pulled her nightgown up and over her head She draped it over one arm and turned. His eyes locked on her big breasts and her dark, thick nipples and teacup sized areolas. Then he figured out what other part of her was completely bare to him too, and his eyes widened even further as he stared at her ripe, full pussy lips and her fine line of pubic hair.



“Oh, oh, Mrs. Miller, oh shit…” he said.



“Do you like my tits?”



“Yes, God yes, they’re so big and… oh… ohhhh.”



“Do you like my pussy?” she asked, her voice going higher, almost a whine as she brought a hand down to her pussy lips and spread them apart to show off her pink folds to him.



“Oh, oh shit, oh, shit, yes, you’re beautiful, you’re so beautiful, oh, Mrs. Miller, I’m close…”



Finally she stepped into the room, dropping the nightgown on the counter, coming to him, staring him in the eyes. She took his cock in her hands and he let go, staring in dumbfounded disbelief as she jacked him fast and hard, aiming him at her belly.



“Mrs. Miller,” he gasped, and then he was coming, huge ropes of him shooting as high up as her tits. She cooed and giggled as he painted her, so very much come. He nearly stumbled backwards, and she steadied him with a hand on his shoulder, her other still jerking his twitching cock. She leaned up and kissed him gently, her warm eyes locked on his startled ones.



“Now take a shower and clean up after yourself,” she said, still massaging his length.



“Are we going to… to…?”



“Not tonight. Be a good boy this week, help me out, maybe even take me on a date, and we’ll see what happens. But Thomas, you are not a freak.” She kissed him again, hand roaming the expanse of him, all the way down to his plum-sized balls. “Some women may not be able to handle this monster and that’s not their fault. But it’s not yours either. But I promise you, there are going to be women like me who are going to love this thing. Who are going to want to worship it.” She moved her lips to his ear and whispered, “Who are going to want it deep, deep inside their pussies, who are going to want to feel all that yummy come inside them.”



“Oh shit.”



“Mm hm. Clean yourself up now. And maybe tomorrow we’ll have some more fun.”









Chapter 5



 



Had the night before really happened? Had Thomas actually jerked off onto Mrs. Miller’s stomach and her breasts? Her… her tits, like she called them?



 “What the hell?” he whispered to the ceiling, then rushed out of bed to look and see if she was maybe waiting outside his room to take care of his morning wood. Sadly, she was not.



When Thomas finished getting ready for another day of gardening, he headed downstairs to find a platter of pastries on the kitchen table. A quick peek outside confirmed that Mrs. Miller must have been up for a while. She was already out there working in the garden. Eager to see her but also ravenously hungry, he grabbed a pair of croissants and headed outside, biting into one as he went. It was almondy and chocolate, and one of the best things he’d ever tasted, or maybe that was his mood. Either way, it was like heaven, swallowing that bite and seeing what was on display in front of him.



Mrs. Miller’s khaki shorts were slung low enough to show off a fair bit of the topside of her cheeks. Peeking out was a thong, and Thomas had a long and lurid flashback to the sight of her pussy the night before. Some small part of him still wondered if she wasn’t having a joke at his expense, but even if she was, she’d given him enough jerk-off material to last him the rest of his life.



Her hair was done in pigtails, which somehow made her even hotter, the girlish look contrasting with her obscene figure. Mrs. Miller looked over her shoulder. “Morning, stud,” she called.



“Good morning. Did last night really happen, or…?”



“Oh it happened. But I woke up wondering the same thing.”



He came to her. “So, um… these are really good.”



That got a surprised laugh out of her. “Yeah they are. They’re from a bakery down the street. I get up early on Sundays and get in a workout at the gym.”



“Whatever you’re doing, it’s working,” he said.



“Thank you, Tommy. Finish eating and grab your trowel.”



“Aw, I was hoping we could… you know…”



“What?” she asked. “Maybe we’d… what?”



“I don’t know,” he said, his bravado fading in the wake of his shyness.



“Hmm. Too bad. Here I was hoping you’d get creative.”



He didn’t know what to say to that, so he went to the bucket containing all their outdoor work gear and started to bend over to grab it. Mrs. Miller eyed him, almost looking disappointed. He thought about her thong, and her ass jutting up so high, and thought about his first girlfriend Stephanie teaching him to go down on her, and how much Hailey had liked that, one of the things they could do instead of sex.



Get creative.



He took a deep breath, and walked right back to Mrs. Miller. She still watched him as he moved around behind her and dropped to his knees.



“I know how to do one thing pretty good,” he said, the tremble to his words betraying his nervousness.



“Oh? What’s that?”



He reached around her. She didn’t tell him to stop. Instead, she lifted up to give him easier access to her shorts. It took him a minute to get them undone – he’d never tried it blind before – but eventually he got them down far enough on her hips he could see her big juicy butt and the black thong she wore.



“Oooh, what do you have planned?” she asked. “No sex. At least… not yet.”



Thomas didn’t respond to that. His mind was gone to a happy place, because at that angle he could see Mrs. Miller’s big puffy pussy lips peeking out around the thong. Quickly, before he lost his nerve, he yanked down the thong and dropped low, getting his hands on her ass and bringing his mouth to her pussy.



“Oh. Oh shit!” Mrs. Miller gasped. At first he thought her startled words meant Neil had woken up or something, but when he cast a quick glance back at the house, she said, “Don’t you stop, don’t you dare stop until I’ve come. He won’t be awake for hours and… fuck!”



That “fuck!” came when Thomas buried his tongue inside her. Thomas had only done this a few times with Stephanie but lots of times with Hailey before and after they figured out she couldn’t take his cock. Even after they broke up sometimes she came over to give him what she called a lickjob, since her mouth could barely fit around his tip, and he would enthusiastically eat her out or finger her. She’d taught him a lot about that too, like keeping his nails trimmed and cleaned, acts he now performed religiously. His most important lessons though were in pleasure, and in that regard, Thomas was a fast learner.



Despite his experience, the fact that he was doing this to his friend’s insanely hot mom drove him to wild enthusiasm, an eagerness that ended up working to his favor. With his hands prying apart Mrs. Miller’s cheeks and his nose pressed to her bud, he devoured her pussy, making her rock back against his tongue.



“Ohhh, ohhh shit oh shit oh shit, that’s it, lick my fucking pussy, Tommy,” she gasped.



It’s Thomas
 , he thought with dazed glee, but he didn’t really care. The way she said Tommy was like an aural caress of his hard cock. He didn’t even notice he thought of it that way now, not his dick or his penis, but his
 cock
 .



Her musk was stronger than either Stephanie or Hailey, but he liked it. Why, he wasn’t sure right away until it dawned on him that it was a mark of Mrs. Miller being an older woman. All at once, it crashed into him what he was doing and who he was doing it to. This wasn’t a college girl he hit it off with in class. This was a full-on MILF, easily one of the hottest women he’d ever met. Maybe that meant he was pigeonholing Mrs. Miller but he didn’t really care and he didn’t think she did either. After all, why would she use him except that he was young and had a big dick? He didn’t care about that either, just her pleasure, and in that moment, he gave it to her and fast.



“Ohhhh, ohhhh, Tommy, mmm, mmm, Tommy, that’s so fucking good, that’s so fucking good.”



She pulled a glove off with her teeth and shot that hand between her thighs. Thomas remembered one of the first lessons Stephanie taught him about sex, that a woman playing with herself when he was going down on her or fingering her didn’t mean it was an insult to his skill. It only meant she wanted to get off, and that was the whole point. She was only speeding up the process, helping to add to her own sensations.



When Mrs. Miller did it, he knew she was going to come and fast. That made him dizzy with pride. He was making her come. He and his tongue were doing this to a hot mom, maybe the hottest of moms. Holy shit. Holy shit.



“Mmmmrgh, fuuuuuuck, I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come, I’m coming so fugggggihhhhh!” she wailed.



Holy
 shit
 .



Her hips slammed backwards against him. Her pussy was so wet for him, the wettest he’d ever experienced, not that he had that much. Her head dropped and her ass shook like she was trying to hold in a laugh, only he knew what it was, that Mrs. Miller was coming.



Thomas remembered one other lesson Stephanie taught him. Well… it was more of a wail of her own, one that he heard often when they did this, when she wasn’t so stressed out about life and could take a minute to enjoy sex with him.



Keep going! Keeeeeeep gooooiiiiiing!



So that was what he did with Mrs. Miller. He kept going.



His wild tongue explored her, drove into her, made her lose control. His self-consciousness always ate at him during sex, but for maybe the first time in Thomas’s life, he felt none of that now. There was only joy at Mrs. Miller’s pleasure, at her head dipping low and the squeaks that came out of her mouth as she came a second time. Joy, and something new to him, something savage and possessive, something like an awakening of the man inside him, the one that not only wanted to take care of his women, but knew he could.



He meant to keep going still, but he pulled back just far enough to catch his breath. Mrs. Miller mistook it for him being done and spun around, her eyes bright and shining like she might cry. She clutched at his head, kissing him hard, her tongue shoving between his lips with an eagerness that felt more like it should have been coming from him, not an experienced older woman.



Thomas realized she really was crying, and the swagger left him, given over to nervousness. “Mrs. Miller? You’re crying.”



She nodded, the tears coming in force now. “They’re good tears, Tommy. I promise. You… I haven’t had an orgasm like that in ten years. Since John, the man I had my affair with. I… thank you.” She kissed him again, and again. “Thank you. Thank you.”



“You’re welcome,” he said, mystified and pleased.









Chapter 6



 



Light diffused over the pool in sparkling rainbows, matching Megan’s mood. She expected to have some fun with Tommy, but the trajectory of their weeklong tryst had just changed.



Good sex could fundamentally alter a person. It was why youth were so impassioned. They never felt anything like the highs sex could give them, and they gave up all reason for another taste. It was why loving couples cheated, or developed an open marriage, or became swingers, to feel alive again through sex. Megan experienced both those things, the incredible highs of sex with Boyd in the early college years, then again with John ten years ago when she stepped outside her marriage as revenge for Boyd’s own cheating. Never had she felt so alive as those sweat-infused moments, the hunger, the bliss.



Now there was a third name to add to that list of life-changing moments brought about by sex, and it was the most unusual of them all – Thomas.



It wasn’t so silly as love. One bout of really good oral wasn’t enough to make Megan want to declare him her one and only. This week was not about that. But Tommy had reminded her of what it felt to be alive, the first truly great bout of sex – even without penetration – that she’d experienced since John. Tommy reminded her she deserved better, to be worshipped and taken care of.



“You’re smiling,” he said, smiling himself.



“I suppose I am.”



“Um, did I do that to you?”



“Yes, Tommy,” she said, and leaned in to kiss him gently. “Now try again, like you’re scooping the water. And don’t forget to kick.”



“Awww, man.” He made a half-hearted effort at splashing his way through the water, but he wasn’t listening.



The seed planting – the literal seed planting, not Megan’s enthusiastic handjob after Thomas ate her out so spectacularly – took all morning, but they’d finished the job and now were cooling off in the pool. Megan stuck to her dowdier one-pieces, though she ached to show Tommy her sexiest bikini, a slingback so thin and daring it hid only the tiniest bit of her pussy and her nipples. She bought it among a flurry of post-divorce purchases meant to make her feel good about herself, including a closetful of lingerie, bikinis, nightgowns, and far more daring outfits than she’d ever worn, even before becoming a mom.



Megan watched Tommy’s efforts, not bothering to hide her amusement at the way he flailed around.



“No no, you’re fighting the water. You need to use it.” He stared at her with mistrustful eyes and she laughed. “Tell you what. If you learn how to doggy-paddle today, I’ll give you an extra special treat.”



That got Tommy to look much more invested. “What kind of treat?”



“Let’s say it’s more a treat for me. Something creamy, something a little bitter, something a little salty. Something I’ll love to slurp up.”



His eyes widened. “You mean… a blowjob?”



Before she could answer, the back doors opened and Neil finally made an appearance, two pastries in hand. He looked like half-cooked death, eyes bleary and bloodshot, his hair shooting in every direction, his skin a sickly pallor that would have worried Megan if she didn’t know he’d been drinking the night before. He inherited that from his father. Boyd was no lightweight, and when he tied one on, the next day he’d look like he just survived a war.



“Morning sweetheart,” Megan called.



“Nnnnyah,” Neil grumbled and headed for a lounge chair to flop onto it.



Thomas stood upright. He’d developed a healthy tan over the last couple days, though they’d need to reapply more sunblock soon or he’d burn. “Feeling better?”



“Never. Drinking. Again.”



“You sure? A little Jager to get your morning started?” Thomas asked.



“Oh God, don’t ever say Jager to me again.” Neil brought one of the pastries to his mouth and shoved it at his lips. “I don’t even remember how to eat.”



“Was it a fun party?” Megan asked.



“Mmmrfkay,” Neil muttered around a bite.



“I had fun. I especially liked when you started dancing on the couch,” Thomas said.



Food sprayed out from Neil’s mouth and he sat up. “I did what?”



“Oh yeah. You were shouting at all of us that you could be a stripper and to give you some ones.”



“Oh, bullshit, I did not.”



To Megan, Thomas said, “I have a video.”



“I will cook your favorite meal if you send it to me.”



“Chicken alfredo?” he asked hopefully.



“Done.”



Neil groaned, “You’re not serious, are you? You really have a video?”



“I really do.”



“Fuuuuuuck.”



“Language,” Megan said mildly. “All right, Tommy, one more time.”



“Tommy,” Neil said, and sniggered.



As Thomas tried to splash his way around, Neil finished his pastries and watched. Thomas came up for air again and Neil asked, “What the hell was that?”



“Your mom’s trying to teach me how to doggy-paddle.”



“Like scoops. Your hands are like scoops,” Megan said.



“Ugh, you’re making it too complex. Hang on,” Neil said. He stood up and shambled towards the pool, holding one hand over his eyes to block out the offending sun’s rays. At the pool’s lip, he shed his shirt. Like Thomas, he was wearing basketball shorts, and dug out his phone and his keys before he dropped into the pool. The keys he left on the lip, the phone he held high so as to not get it wet.



“That’s cold,” he muttered to himself, then started tapping away at his phone. He walked through the pool towards Thomas, and held out the phone. “Like a dog swims, dumbass. That’s why they call it doggy-paddling.”



“Wait, it’s that simple?” Thomas asked. And wonder of wonders, when he tried to swim again, he got the hang of it, more or less.



“I just witnessed a miracle. My son teaching someone something,” Megan said.



“Thanks, Mom. Love you too.”



“I did it right?” Tommy asked.



“Yeah, man. It’s not rocket science,” Neil said. He turned away from them towards the steps leading out of the pool. Tommy grinned wide at Megan, sending a flush of heat through her.



Oh, Tommy. What you don’t know is that I’d wrap my lips around that cock any time you wanted it.



Neil’s on-again off-again girlfriend Angie called not long after, Neil’s near-death state transformed instantly into goofy exuberance, and he headed inside to shower and change. Before he was ready, Angie arrived in her cute little Volkswagen Golf. She was a bimbo type, not the brightest, but a sweet, beautiful girl that Megan had come to love because Angie so very obviously loved Neil, and Neil her. Megan knew her son liked to play the field a bit, but she had her suspicions the two would wind up a more permanent thing after college, if not sooner. According to Angie’s parents, their daughter talked infrequently about dropping out of college to go be with Neil, a sore spot with them, but which delighted Megan.



“We’re in the backyard!” Megan called when she heard the car door shut.



Angie came through the side gate. She’d done herself up with glamorous amounts of makeup and hair extensions that left her blonde curls cascading halfway down her back. That pink top and her teeny tiny shorts made Thomas visibly straighten, and that in turn made Megan want to grin.



She hurried out of the pool to wrap herself in a robe and give her son’s friend-with-benefits a huge hug. Thomas got out too and Megan made introductions.



“Neil was really excited to see you the whole trip home,” Tommy said.



“He was? Really?” Angie asked.



“Yeah, really. And for a couple weeks before we made the trip.”



Neil emerged at that point, freshly shaven and looking as good as he ever had in long khaki shorts and a tee shirt he’d actually tucked in. Angie rushed him before he could say anything, hugging him hard and kissing him like it had been years since they saw each other, not months. He looked surprised at first, then leaned into it, playing it up and grabbing her ass to lift her up off the ground.



When he set her down again, he said, “Wow, your breath stiiiinks.”



“Oh, shut up,” Angie said, and smacked him. She was crying a little as she gestured at Tommy. “He told me you were excited to see me.”



“Well… I was,” he said. “And then you showed up and it’s like… nahhhhhh, I’m good.”



“Shut. Up!” Angie said, and kissed him hard again. He laughed against her lips, and whispered something in her ear that Megan just barely overheard. “I missed you.”



Oh yeah. Her son was pretty well doomed, and Megan couldn’t be happier for him.



* * *



Angie and Neil hung around just long enough to be polite, then raced for the door. Megan saw them out, and when she came back in, she eyed sweet Tommy, still wrapped in a towel after their swimming lesson.



“You know, I believe there was mention of a treat if you learned how to doggy-paddle,” she said.”



“Uh. Yes. I think there was.”



“Come on. We both need a shower.”



Megan led the way up to her bedroom and the glorious master bath that was half the reason she and Boyd bought that house once upon a time. The thing was as big as their first apartment together, with a separate little room for the toilet, a his-and-her sink, an enormous jacuzzi tub, and best of all, the glass-fronted walk-in shower with bench seats against two walls. She tossed her robe into the hamper and started the shower.



“We’re going to, um, shower together?” Tommy asked.



“Oh yes.”



“Sweet,” he said, and began to hurry out of his clothes.



 



She stripped too, and was surprised and pleased when Thomas stepped closer to her, his hands going to her hips, then to her ass as he leaned in tentatively to kiss her.



“Is that okay?” he asked.



“Honey, as long as we’re alone, you can do just about anything you want to me.”



“But no sex yet, right?”



“Right.”



“Cool,” he said with an endearingly dopey grin on his face. Oh, to be young again and still have that love of the magic of sex.



Megan took him by the prick and gently led him into the shower. Already he was hardening, and by the time she got him under the shower spray, he was an iron bar in her hand. There was a small bottle of bodywash there for her infrequent hookups, and she squirted some into her palms before massaging it across his chest and his groin. He moaned when she got to his cock, making her giggle throatily, and soon she turned him around, his chubby, pasty butt to her. She wondered if he might not like a little massage back there, but when she ran a finger across his bud and slipped it inside, he looked at her over her shoulder.



“Um.”



“Not your thing?”



“Not really. I’m sorry.”



“That’s okay, honey. It’s good to have boundaries and let people know them.” She worked her hands back up his spine and to his shoulders, massaging them. “If I ever do anything that makes you uncomfortable, you tell me. Or anyone else you’re sleeping with.”



“Got it. Do you, um, like it back there?”



“Do you mean do I like anal?”



“Y-yeah.”



“I do. Both a man’s cock and his tongue.” She picked up a shampoo bottle.



“Tongues… huh.”



“Never tried that with your girlfriends?”



“No,” Tommy said, sounding thoughtful as she rubbed the shampoo into his hair. “Stephanie had a few boyfriends and she taught me a lot. Like how to lick, um…”



“Pussy. It’s okay. You can really say dirty words around me. I don’t mind. Some girls will, I guess. But I think you’ll find a lot aren’t so fragile.”



“Okay. Yeah, she taught me to lick her pussy.”



“To eat her out.”



“Yeah,” he said, and she could sense him grinning more than seeing it. “And fingering someone too. But it was with Hailey that I really got a lot of practice. When she and I couldn’t…um, fuck, we tried hand and mouth stuff for a few weeks before we broke up.”



“Really? She could give you a blowjob but not fit you in her pussy?”



“No, she couldn’t. Well… kinda. She could get the first like… inch or so of me in her mouth, but that was it.” He turned around to get the back of his head under the spray of water. His cock bounced as if to say hello. “But she found out that my tip and the underside are really sensitive, and she was pretty good at handjobs. So what she’d do is lick me like crazy and jerk me off at the same time.”



“Clever girl. And hot.”



“I like your hands in my hair. That feels really nice.” He frowned. “Is that weird?”



“No. Not at all. I love having my hair washed for me by a man. Sometimes I even get a little turned on when my stylist does it. All done. Switch me spots.”



“Your stylist?” he asked, moving around her.



“Mm hm.”



“A woman?”



She grinned. “Yes, Tommy. I get turned on by women too.”



“That’s hot,” he breathed.



“Here, your turn to wash me.” She handed him her soap, and he brought it, predictably, to her breasts first, not that Megan minded. As he scrubbed them as carefully as though he were dusting the Mona Lisa, she said, “In college, I celebrated one of my husband’s biggest games with him and another cheerleader. At the time, I was bicurious but not really sure where I fell on that. I liked it. He did too. We might have made it a regular thing but then I found out I was pregnant. The way we were living, so wild, I thought that needed to stop.”



By this point, Tommy was washing her stomach and the rise of her fupa. “Did you ever sleep with another woman again?”



“Twice more when we were married. The first was right after I graduated dental school and he got a major promotion. We never had a honeymoon, and we wanted to go big, so we took a week-long vacation in Paris.”



“That must have been incredible.”



“It was. The big touristy things were too crowded but when we started to explore the city, to visit the smaller coffee shops and galleries, then I fell in love with the city. I’m going back this winter, I think. But anyway, we met a wonderful French barista, and she became our tour guide of sorts. The night before we left, we were all a little drunk, and she wound up in bed with us. It was lovely. She was lovely.”



Megan turned so he could scrub her back. He kissed her shoulder, the soap going between her cheeks. “And the last one?”



“Not so pleasant. It was after our affairs. We were trying to figure out ways to pick up the pieces and thought maybe an occasional new woman in the bedroom might help spice things up so I brought home my best friend one night. It was great at first. We all had a lot of fun. But we didn’t set up boundaries and I found out the two of them were sleeping together apart from the bedroom.”



“Your ex sounds more and more like a total asshole.”



“I don’t know. Yes. No. To me, yes. But he was always good to our children. He still is. But we married for lust, not for love, and that doomed us.” She turned to face him, reaching out for her shampoo bottle. He took it from her as she kissed him gently. “Tommy, that reminds me… this week, it can’t be anything more than some fun. I like you but I don’t want great big declarations of love or anything. When this week is over, this door will close. I hope that doesn’t hurt you.”



“No, it’s okay. I mean, you’re amazing, but I’m not about to run out and buy a ring.”



“Good. Because I know there are women your age who are going to fall head over heels for you. You, and that magic tongue. And this.”



She groped him shamelessly, and he moaned as he moved his hands to her hair. His fingers were rough at first, but he needed no correction to tell her not to tug. He got the hang of it quickly, lathering up the shampoo and massaging her scalp. It was good, so good, but she was eager for the next part too, and as soon as she’d rinsed the shampoo out of her hair, she shut off the water.



Megan pushed him gently back towards the bench seats, and he sat down on one as she knelt on the warm, wet tile. “Time for my treat,” she said, and bent to take his cock into her mouth.



Immediately she understood why his ex-girlfriend could only blow his first inch or so. It was like shoving her own fist in her mouth. Her jaw worked to take him, her breath shooting through her nostrils. He tasted good from the soap she’d just used, though she had to keep a hand at his base to hold back his bushy pubes.



Her mouth slid down deeper and deeper. “Oh shit,” Tommy moaned.



Megan came off him with a little pop and grinned up at him. “Can I take you deeper than your ex-girlfriends?”



“Uh huh.”



“Good. A cock like this deserves an older woman’s experience. I’m going to give you the best blowjob you’ll ever have.”



“Oh shit.”



She sucked his tip and lashed it with his tongue before pulling away again. “Every time someone goes down on you, I want you mentally comparing them to me.” She flicked her tongue against him again. “I promise you, every single one of them will come up short.”



“Mrs. Miller…”



Oh, how she loved to hear him moan her name like that. Megan thought several times that weekend to tell him to call her by her first name, but she loved the dirtiness of doing this with a young man not even twenty yet, that age disparity giving this whole thing a debauched thrill.



She licked him from his stem to his tip, then again, long fast swipes of her tongue. Tommy moaned wordlessly and clutched the bench as her mouth descended on him again. Her head bobbed as she worked his first couple inches a few times, her wet hair matted against her back, her skin warm from the last couple days’ worth of sun. When she had his measure, she went deeper with longer sucks of his cock, her breath steady and even through her nose, her eyes moving from his unkempt bush to his eyes, so wide, almost as if he was startled by all this. It made her smile, and she came off him with another pop.



“I love giving blowjobs,” Megan said, the low throatiness to her voice not an act. What she was saying was true. “I love a man’s cock in my mouth.” She gave him a quick suck and a flash of her tongue along his base to get him good and wet for her free hand. “I love the look in a man’s eyes when I’ve got him on the edge. When he knows he’s with the best cocksucker there ever was.” She sucked him again, three fast slurps, and came off him to kiss his tip. “I love the control. I love the taste of a man’s sweat on my tongue. I even love come.”



“Oh shit,” Tommy breathed.



“So when you’re close, warn me. But I want to taste it, Tommy. I want every drop of your young come in my belly. Then later I’ll let you come wherever you want. My tits. My ass. My face. When I finally let you fuck me, I’ll even let you come inside me.”



“F-fu…” he started to say.



“Fuck, Tommy, say it, moan it for me when I’m sucking your cock. Let go, baby.”



And with that, the blowjob really began. She dove down on him, taking him deep, not as deep as she could go, not yet, but a promise of the show ahead. Her hand worked his shaft, her lips making sloppy slurping and popping noises every time she came off him. When she stopped to lash the underside of his tip with her tongue, he finally said it, more a shout than a gasp.



“F-fuck, Mrs. Miller!”



Now was the time to show him what she could really do. She took him deep again, and kept going. Another half an inch. An inch. Two. Her eyes started to water and she held her breath, staring at the base of that monster shaft, her hand working up and down his length. But before the last plunge, she looked up at him, a full blast of her sweet MILF eyes, and he said it again.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, you’re so beautiful, this is so hot,” he gasped. She drove down, taking him in her throat, gagging on him, that massive cock wedging itself inside her. His ass rose up off the bench, his hips quivering as she held him deep.



“Grk. Gwark. Gwaaaark!”



Megan came up off him, jacking him hard and fast, and he shouted, “Oh shit, oh shit, it’s coming, I’m gonna… ohhh, ohhhh!”



She sucked his tip and lashed the base of him again with her tongue as Tommy’s hips jerked. His warmth jetted across her tongue and hit the back of her throat, one shot, two, three, five, six. Jesus Christ, so much come it felt like she was downing a carton of warm milk, only this was much stronger than most guy’s come she’d ever tasted, and she loved it, loved the filthiness of this, loved him in her own strange way. Not as a potential future partner, but for making her feel alive, for bringing her out of a decade-long funk, for making her want to sing and dance and for making her feel like a lusted-after woman again.



Megan swallowed and swallowed, her heart swelling as he grinned down at her, gratefulness shining in his eyes and mirrored in her own.









Chapter 7



 



They took a trip that afternoon, an hour’s drive to a larger city. Megan wanted to buy Thomas a trimmer specifically for his groin.



“Is it gross down there or something?” he asked apprehensively as they drove.



They were in her Genesis, and she turned down the volume on the pop music playing. “You’re thinking about it the wrong way. I mean, yeah, a pube in the teeth is kinda gross, but it’s more like keeping a beard trimmed. It’s not so much than an untrimmed beard is gross, but you want it to look… hm… presentable. And it’ll make the women in your life so much happier.”



“So a little gross.”



“A little gross,” she agreed.



The reason for the lengthy trip was anonymity. She didn’t want to buy a pubic hair trimmer in town and raise questions about her relationship with her special guest that week. They went to a big box store where Tommy bought Megan a box of chocolates while she grabbed some groceries and the trimmer, using some tortillas and a loaf of bread to hide the trimmer in the cart in case they ran into people she might know from Norrell.



The gift of the chocolates brought a smile to her face even as she scolded him for spending money unnecessarily on her. A hair salon in a strip mall had an opening, so they stopped there to get him a haircut too, a professional, medium-length cut that gave Thomas a distinctly more grown-up look than he was used to seeing in the mirror.



Back at her house, Megan laid out a towel and showed him how to trim himself. It felt weird at first, like he was somehow even more naked than before, but he could also see how not having to deal with pubic hair would be a big bonus to anybody he was dating. The trim led to Megan inspecting her work close up with another blowjob. Thomas insisted on returning the favor before he came again, and they wound up in her bed together, locked in an enthusiastic sixty-nine.



When they both had a chance to gargle, they returned to her bed, and Megan showed him how she liked to cuddle. He spooned her, her butt resting against his groin, his arm wrapped around her. They talked a little, but mostly they dozed, not quite a sleep as deep as a nap, but a languid afternoon of drifting in and out of waking dreams.



As dusk began to settle in, Thomas asked her, “What is it you want? Do you think you’ll get married again someday?”



“I don’t know,” she said. “If I found the right guy, yeah, I think I would. But I’d need to know we were in it for love first this time. I got my tubes tied so kids entering the picture wouldn’t be a factor.”



“Is that good or bad?”



She twisted around to face him. “That’s an odd question.”



“You seem like a great mom. And you’re young enough to be that to even more kids.”



“Aw, honey, that makes me feel…” She clicked her tongue and kissed him. “I don’t know. Maybe. Again, if I found the right guy, and he was up for adoption… I could see that. But I think more than anything I’d like to find someone I was comfortable with. Someone I loved, someone who would want to go on little adventures with me, who would care about my day and then take care of me at night.”



“A freak in the sheets, a gentleman in the streets.”



“Exaaaactly,” she said. He bent his head to suck at one of her nipples, and she stroked the back of his head. “I don’t know. I’ve been thinking a lot lately about the man I had an affair with. John.”



He let go of the nipple and pulled back to look into her eyes. “Yeah?”



“He was a good man. But so much of our relationship was built on a bad foundation. I wonder if what I felt for him was real. It was ten years ago, so I don’t know. But… it felt real. Certainly he seemed to think so.”



“He was good to you?”



“So good. The sex was great, but it was more than that. He cared about me.”



“Have you called him since the divorce?”



“No. He had a girlfriend, last time I looked him up.”



“When was that?” Thomas asked.



“Um. Two years ago.”



“Maybe he’s single now.”



“Tommy,” she whispered, pushing him onto his back.



“The guy made you happy. You deserve that.”



“It’s much more complicated than that,” she said, starting to slide down his body.



He stopped her by gripping her by the shoulder. “How so?”



“It just is. He has a life of his own. And so do I. My practice is here, his there, my kids…”



“Your kids are in college.”



She slid back up his body and nestled into him. “You’re being impossible.”



“I know. But I think people your age like to overcomplicate things. It’s like politics and religion. You know what’s good and bad in your heart, and all that really matters is standing up for what’s good and standing up against what’s wrong. Good and evil. Love or be alone.”



“The world’s not as binary as that. You’ll understand that someday.”



“I hope I don’t. I never want to look back at my life and say I didn’t take a chance on loving someone, or standing up for someone, or doing the right thing.”



Megan smiled a sleepy, beautiful smile, and kissed his nose. “Never lose that.”



“I won’t. So are you going to call him?”



“Oh my God, you really are impossible. And I should get up and start dinner or we’re going to look awfully suspicious if Neil comes home tonight.”



“We could tell him I’m sick and you’re looking after me.”



“Nice try, stud, but no.”



* * *



It was a damn good thing they did get up and dressed again, because not ten minutes later, Neil and Angie showed up and didn’t leave again, not that night anyways. With Neil stone sober, there would be no more fooling around that night.



Thomas woke early enough the next day to bump into Mrs. Miller in the kitchen cooking breakfast. Apart from some serious making out, they couldn’t risk Angie or Neil walking in on them, so he let her cook and joined her at the table for breakfast. She had to work that day and all that week, almost seeming apologetic about it.



“We’ll find some time together,” she promised him “I hope Neil and Angie show you around this week.”



“Neil and I talked about that on the way up, that he might not be around much. That’s all right. They seem really happy together. Does she know he’s dating other girls at college?”



“Oh yeah, they have sort of an open relationship. They have their fun when they’re away so they don’t get bored or frustrated, and when they get back together… well, it works for them.” Megan lit up. “Oh! I’ve got some things for you. Almost forgot. I have a few gift cards for some places downtown.” She went for her purse.



“You didn’t have to do that,” Thomas said. “I’ve got money.”



That was true, but only enough to help pay for gas, although Neil had so far refused his offers to help fill up the tank.



“It’s not a pity thing. And I didn’t buy them. I won them. Small towns always have some kind of raffle or door prize thing going.” She came up with an envelope and handed it to him. Inside were three smaller envelopes, gift cards for a local bookstore, diner, and a coffee shop. “Better you get some use out of them than me forgetting I have them.”



“Thanks, Mrs. Miller. You’re awesome. Might go check them out this morning while they sleep.”



She kissed him on the corner of the mouth, a familiar, sweet gesture he liked. “Good plan. Can I drop you somewhere? That coffee shop makes a terrific latte.”



“Sounds good to me if you have the time.”



“I do. My office is just a couple blocks down.”



“Perfect.”



The coffee shop did indeed make a killer latte. Thomas drank his seated next to a window overlooking what passed for a busy street there in Norrell. He liked the small town, or what little he’d seen of it, and after finishing his latte, he went for a walk, looking into the small businesses that caught his eye and buying a postcard for his parents. The shop owner even had a stamp, and waved off Thomas’s attempt to pay for that too.



That kind of attitude would make up the bulk of his memories of his spring break there outside of the insane lovemaking with Mrs. Miller. Thomas met dozens of people whose names he never got but who won him over in minutes. The bookstore clerk, a feisty, gray-haired woman with a stooped back, talked to him for nearly twenty minutes about their favorite fantasy and sci-fi writers, bringing out a signed Robert Jordan paperback for him to fanboy over. A couple coming out of a diner wanted to know if he was the friend of “young master Miller,” as they called Neil, and Thomas grinned and introduced himself. Later still, a sheriff’s deputy pulled up to the curb next to him and asked cheerfully if he needed a ride anywhere. When Thomas asked if he was being suspicious, the deputy got a good laugh out of that and told him no, he was just being sociable.



It was a wonderful town. It was a wonderful trip.



The same deputy – whose name was Shane – told him about a couple local parks with benches and shade. It was at one of these, armed with a small bag of potato chips and fending off an inquisitive trio of birds, that Thomas got a call from Neil, who was finally awake. Fifteen minutes later, Neil and Angie showed up, and Thomas finally got a proper introduction to his friend’s girlfriend as they headed for one of the soft-rolling mountains nearby to go on a day hike.



Angie was sweet, and like Mrs. Miller said, a little vapid, but it gave her a bit of silly character that she leaned into. It was clear she and Neil were crazy about each other. Thomas had never seen his friend hold hands with anyone, but when Angie grabbed his when she stumbled over a rock, he didn’t let it go until they were at a scenic outlook at the top of the mountain. The switchbacks left Thomas winded, and here he sat and rested with his friends, looking out over the town as they relived memories there from their teenage years.



“Do you two think you’ll get back together after college?” Thomas asked them.



“Maaaaybe,” Angie said, eyeing Neil with a secretive smile.



Neil, for his part, looked serene. “If she’s lucky.”



“Well… I want you both to know if you want to spend time together, I’m totally okay with it. More than okay with it. Neil’s my best friend and I know how happy you make him.”



“He’s lying,” Neil said, and Angie smacked him. “Thanks man. I don’t want to make you feel like… you know, we’re abandoning you or something.”



“Nah, I’m having lots of fun. It was great walking around town this morning, and with the pool and the video games at your house, I’ve got lots of stuff to do. And your mom is really cool and fun to hang out with. Don’t worry about me. I’m good.”



Neil held out a fist and Thomas bumped it.



They headed back down the trail, the switchbacks much more enjoyable on the return trip. Back at the Miller house, Neil showered up and asked Thomas again if he was okay to spend some time alone. Thomas nearly shoved him out the door, because by that point, Mrs. Miller was due to come home, and the truth was, as much as Thomas liked Neil, he was already drooling about being alone with Megan again.









Chapter 8



 



“Tommy.”



He looked up from his phone and immediately fumbled it. Megan told him to wait for her in the backyard while she changed out of her work clothes and freshened up. Now here she was, and his eyes couldn’t have widened any further.



“Oh my God.”



“You like?” Megan asked, feeling inexplicably shy. This was the sexiest she’d dressed for any man since the days of her affair, and for some reason, this nineteen-year-old, this adorable nerd, made her feel like a nervous teenager herself. It wasn’t exactly him, she knew that. It was this transformation, the beginnings of the new woman she’d become. She was shy because Megan had no idea who she really was or what she wanted, except that she wanted this, as often as she could have it that week.



The slingback bikini did nothing to hide her sex or her nipples, and was so tight it pooched out her breasts a little bit. She expected the thing to snap on the way down the stairs. But it made her feel as powerful as she ever had, a sexual being deserving of love and worship again. And from the way Thomas stood on shaky legs, staring at the body she worked so hard for, she made the right choice.



“I wanted the first time we do this to be out here. Our special place,” she said, coming to Thomas.



“Our… our first time doing…”



“Yes, Tommy,” Megan said, amused. Still so sweet and innocent. She hoped he never lost that. “We’re going to fuck. And every time we’re alone this coming week, we’re going to keep on fucking. Now rest on your back on the lounge chair. I’ve been thinking about that tongue all day and I know how I want you to get me ready.”



He moved back to the chair in a stupor, his eyes never leaving her body. She knew she looked good, but his stunned expression still sent a thrill of pleasure through her. Tommy hurried off his shirt and his shorts, and Megan dropped a robe onto the table near the lounge chairs in case her son and his girlfriend showed back up. Tommy floated down to the lounge chair, his lips parted, his eyes darting between her tits and her pussy.



She strolled to him and ran one fingernail from the top of his foot all the way up along his leg, enjoying the shiver of anticipation she drew from her young lover. Megan didn’t know what waited for her after this, but she knew without question this week and its silly, sexy pleasures would never be forgotten, not by either of them.



Up further still her hand went, over the soft gut that would be gone in a year. Thomas would never be shredded or entirely handsome, but after that week, he would try, not for Megan’s sake, but for his own. With the confidence Megan Miller gave him would come a hunger he’d been lacking in life up to that point, and the next time she’d see him, at his graduation a few years down the line, she would be amazed at the transformation of the young man she still loved in her own way. The nineteen-year-old boy would become a man.



That was the future, though, and this was the now. She traced his chest, his neck, his lips. He stared up at her with gleaming, worshipful eyes as she straddled him on the chair, pussy above his hungry mouth. She moved aside the slingback bikini’s thin thong bottom, and settled her wet pussy on his mouth. He pulled her tighter still, soft hands on her hips.



Weight fled Megan, and she felt light, free. Her hands went behind her head and her eyes closed. Her hips didn’t so much rock or bounce as dance, her mind free and fluttering on the nearly nonexistent breeze. The only sadness in her mind at that moment was that she would have to say goodbye to this wonderful young man that weekend, but there was a delightful anticipation to that too. She was awake again. She knew what she wanted, the kind of man she deserved to be with, and she was now certain there was someone out there for her, someone who would love her and lust for her. And that kind of knowledge was exactly what was missing in her life.



She was ready.



Tommy tried to pull her back when Megan stood upright, but then he understood what was to happen, and he pushed himself up on his elbows to watch her as she turned around and repositioned herself over his groin. A few strokes and he was achingly hard for her, so big, so ready for this.



“Mrs. Miller,” he moaned as she slid down onto him.



“Ohhh. Oh, Tommy.”



Even after two children, Megan was filled so completely that it was like she was young again. That was half the allure of him, that illusion that she was nineteen herself and so alive, so very alive. She meant to rest her hands on his chest but he took them in his, and she liked that so much she kept them there, squeezing every time she flexed her pussy around him, rocking gently to the beat of a distant neighbor’s music.



“Every… every inch of me,” he croaked.



“Yesss, ohhh, I feel so full.”



“I’m not hurting you?”



“No, Tommy, no, I’m loving this, I’m loving it so much.”



“Me too.”



They watched each other. The bikini had gone askance around her breasts but his eyes were locked on her face, his lips making silent words. He loved her too, she knew that, but she had the oddest feeling that her soul was reflected in him, that he would hold this week in the fondest regard but would be ready to find his forever somewhere else. And that was good, it was freeing, it made her happy, because Tommy deserved the world. An army of girlfriends or a special someone, whatever he chose, whoever he became, she had no doubt in her mind he would stay this good man.



She was close now, and leaned down to kiss him, tears of pleasure rolling down her cheeks as he began to thrust back against her, little rocks of his hips that left her panting against his lips. Her orgasm was a slow promise of an eruption, a build sweet and slow until it wasn’t, until it consumed her, destroyed her, made her cry out with the force of her release, and he kept going, hips jerking with youthful exuberance, every inch of him making her feel so good, over and over and over again. One orgasm subsided and another built, her lip between her teeth now, drawing blood and she didn’t care, everything she was became pleasure, the greatest orgasms of her life.



In that moment, there were two Megans, and they said goodbye to each other, one in a raft about to sink beneath the waters, the other about to set out on a grand adventure. The old, frustrated Megan let tears fall from her eyes, but she was so happy for this new one, the one ready to seek her fortune in love and lust again. The frustrations, the pain, the loneliness, they fell to the sea of pleasure Tommy gave her, and the new Megan blew the old one a kiss and promised never to return.



Tommy slipped free of her and groaned in frustration, but a light shone in his eyes and he said, “On your back. I want to… to fuck you on your back.” His confidence broke in the most adorably Tommy way, and he followed that up with, “If that’s okay.”



She laughed breathlessly. “Honey, I love a man telling me what to do when it comes to the bedroom. Don’t ask ‘if it’s okay.’”



“Then get on your back, Mrs. Miller,” he said with a goofy grin.



She obeyed, ditching her bikini and swapping him spots, and soon she understood why. He stared down at her pussy as he guided his cock to her entrance. He wanted to see this, the coupling between them, and she loved the rapturous look on his face as he spread her pussy lips wide.



“Oh, fuck,” he moaned, and he took her.



The sweet lovemaking turned into wild, impassioned sex. He had no control now, thrusting into her with youthful exuberance. His big cock drove in and out of her with wet squelches, sweat beading on his brow. She clutched his back and his shoulders, loving his eyes on her bouncing tits and her sweet face.



“Oh God, Mrs. Miller, you feel so good…”



“Come inside me, Tommy, fill me up.”



He kissed her again, a plunge of his lips, his tongue driving deep into her mouth, and though it was such an awkward, boyish kiss, she loved it, loved this nineteen-year-old’s complete lack of guile or swagger, and she cooed to him when he began to release inside her, his warmth filling her up and dripping between the slats of the lounge chair onto the concrete.



They were a long time together afterwards, Tommy kissing her, his cock softening until it fell free of her well-used pussy. She traced his face with her fingernails, trying to hold onto every second of their lovemaking to keep in her heart as a bulwark against the lonely nights of her life. This college student, this teenager, had just given her unquestionably the best sex of her life.



And they still had days yet to create more memories.



* * *



Tommy grew more daring throughout the week when Neil and Angie were around. If Megan was in the kitchen making dinner for them, he’d make a point of getting something to drink and stealing a squeeze of her ass or once feeling her up under her top when her son and his girlfriend were in the living room. She told him to be careful but the thrill of it was just as much fun for her as him, and she may have gotten in a few groin grabs and kisses herself.



Angie and Neil split their nights between the Miller home and friends’ places, giving Megan and Tommy a couple nights together, but on one when her son was home, she snuck into Tommy’s room while he was playing a game on his Switch and slid under the covers with him, pressing a finger to his lips and riding him as quietly as she could.



But her favorite stolen moment was on their second to last day there, when she was doing laundry – because of course Neil left it all to her to do, but she didn’t mind, not really. It reminded her of his teenage years, and though laundry was always her least favorite chore, it made her a little wistful to be doing it now for her son.



What she wasn’t expecting was a visitor. Neil, Angie, and Tommy were out in the backyard, or so she thought. Tommy came in, ostensibly for something to drink, but soon Megan felt his presence behind her in the laundry room.



“There’s something I’ve been meaning to do all week,” he whispered in her ear. “Something you told me you liked.”



At first, crazily, she thought he meant anal, which would take lube. She warned him about that, but he only chuckled. “You almost got it right,” he said, undoing the knot to her sweatpants from behind and tugging them down. She realized what he meant a moment later when he dropped to his knees, tugged down her bikini briefs, and brought his mouth to her ass.



It was so wild and unexpectedly dirty that Megan nearly cried out. She stopped herself just shy of noise escaping her throat, and instead, thrust her ass back against his face. Inexperienced though he might be, he certainly got the hang of it quick, teasing her rim with little lashes before plunging it deep. With the washer and dryer going, any noises of pleasure she might have made were muted, and she shoved a hand between her thighs, playing with herself fast as Tommy ate her ass.



Her orgasm was a quick, powerful thing driven as much by fear of discovery as it was the dirtiness of this moment. She clasped her free hand over her mouth, letting out only the barest mouse-like squeak when she came. Tommy stood up, and as quickly as he’d come in and made her come, he was gone again, leaving her breathless and laughing.









Chapter 9



 



Of all the goodbyes in Tommy’s life, the one he shared with Megan Miller would forever be the most memorable. Neil and Angie spent their last night together in a hotel in the same town where Megan bought Tommy the personal trimmer. Mrs. Miller insisted on paying, a gift to the young couple and a treat for herself and Tommy.



She also insisted on taking Tommy out to dinner that night, and though he hadn’t brought any dress clothes, in a polo and khaki shorts he wasn’t terribly out of place in a restaurant where the dress code seemed to be nice jeans and chambray shirts. They spent a lovely hour together over filets and shrimp cocktails, talking about their plans for the future, him in college, her there in Norrell.



At one point, Thomas finished a bite of steak and said, “Can I ask you for two favors?”



“What’s up?” Megan asked.



“First, can we get a picture together? I want something to remember this by. This is always going to be one of my favorite dates.”



“Me too.” She waved down their waiter, and asked him to take their picture. It was a good one, the two of them leaning over the table, grinning at the camera. There was nothing sexy at all about it, just a warm, friendly moment captured forever.



When Megan took back her phone and sent the picture to Thomas, she asked, “What’s the second favor?”



“Call him. Or text him.”



She looked up and put her phone away. “John?”



Thomas nodded. “Yeah. You seem really happy and sad all at once when you talk about him. I think you still love him. And knowing you, I’m sure he still loves you too.” She started to speak, but he hastened to add, “I know it’s complicated. I get it and I’m not going to push. But it can’t hurt to reach out and say hi. You deserve to be happy, Mrs. Miller. And I think he made you happy once. I’m sure he can do it again.”



Her eyes went glassy at that, and she smiled faintly. “You know, by now, I think you’ve earned the right to call me Megan.”



“Nope. Calling you Mrs. Miller is way hotter.”



She laughed at that, but it didn’t escape Thomas’s notice that she never agreed to call John either. That was okay. He really did want her to be happy, and if that wasn’t with her old lover, he got it. But he hoped she would.



Back home, they retreated to their bathrooms to freshen up. Megan asked Thomas to give her a few extra minutes to prepare, so he wandered through the house, touching random things and forever imprinting the house to his memory. He wondered if Neil would ever know the magnitude of the favor he’d done Thomas by bringing him home. Then again, if Neil knew that, he’d also know his friend slept with his mom, so best that he probably never figure it out.



Thomas was still grinning about that when Mrs. Miller called to him. The siren song lured him upstairs, and he moved in a daze, aware on a subconscious level this would very likely be the last time he’d ever sleep with Mrs. Miller but unwilling to acknowledge it. He loved her in the same way that she loved him, as two souls warmed for a spell by the same fire before moving on. He really did wish her nothing but the best, because if he’d ever met anyone who deserved it, it was her.



And now she waited for him on her bed, towels spread under her as she kicked her butt idly with her feet on her hands and knees, her brunette hair spilling down across her back and shoulders. In her fingers was a bottle, and when she looked over her shoulder at him, she was amused.



“We’re going to try something, Tommy. I don’t know if we can do it or not, but I want you to come here.”



“What do you want to try?” he asked.



“You’ll see. Come here.”



He did, once he lost his boxers and his shorts, the only things he wore. He crawled on the bed behind her, and finally noticed what was peeking out from her ass.



A plug.



Although Thomas read a lot of erotica, he’d never seen one before, and it confused him at first. “What is that?” he asked, running a finger carefully over the plug. It was black and had a little ring.



“It’s a butt plug. I want you to try to fuck my ass tonight.”



Tommy froze. “Holy shit,” he breathed.



“If it’s something you want to try, that is. I’ve been practicing with some toys the last few days and… well…”



“Y-yeah. I’d like… I… I want to try that,” he said, his voice going to a near squeak and making her laugh.



“Take the plug out slowly and gently.”



He did, hooking his finger through the ring and pulling it out. It fascinated him to watch her anal ring let the toy go. It seemed too big for her ass, but she’d managed it, and his cock would be about that same size. He swallowed hard and set the plug on a tray on the nightstand when she instructed him to.



“Now, come here. I’m going to teach you how to lube me up.”



“Lube on my fingertips,” he said faintly. “Run it around your rim to relax you. Then a finger gently inside you, and two or three if you can take them.” Her smile broadened. “Is that right?”



“That’s right. You’ve read up on this.”



“Y-yeah.”



“Okay then, college boy. Give it a shot.”



He took the lube from her, his fingers trembling so badly he dropped the cap. That made Megan chuckle. She thrust her ass high for him as he lubed up his fingers. Despite knowing it would be slick, he finally understood why lube helped so much with anal, and why this could get so messy. He brought his slick finger to her bud, easing his pointer finger around her rim.



“That’s it. Gentle just like that,” Megan murmured. “Now slide it in, about to the first knuckle. There you go. That’s it Now a s-second finger.”



She slid a hand between her thighs, playing with herself as slowly as he was easing his fingers in and out of her ass. His mind whirled with the unreality of this moment. He was preparing to take the hottest MILF he’d ever met in the ass.



“Now a third,” she whispered. “Yes, that’s it. Okay. Use a little more lube on your cock.”



He did, stroking himself as he positioned his body. “If it hurts, please, tell me to stop.”



“I will.” She drew a deep, shaky breath. “Okay, Thomas. Try it.”



“I think you mean Tommy.”



She laughed softly, and tensed when he brought his cock to her bud. Carefully, so very carefully, Thomas slid inside her. Her back arched, and he had a bad flashback to Hailey yelping when he tried to put his cock inside her, but Mrs. Miller didn’t tell him to stop. Instead, she gasped, “Oh, oh fuck, that thing is a monster.”



“Is it too much?”



“No. No. Keep going. I can take it. Yes. That’s it. Little dee… deeper… oh, oh fuck, oh fuck I’m so full of you.”



One inch. Two. Thomas watched his cock slide into her, his hands on her cheeks. He remembered something else from the stories he read, that he should add more lube, and he did, pulling out of her with an audible “shlorp” that had them both laughing. He added more lube and Mrs. Miller dropped her head into her arms.



“The perfect way to e-end this week,” she said, her words broken up as he pressed back into her.



“Thank you for letting me try this.”



“Baby, thank you. You’re a wonderful lover and this feels so fucking good.”



“Yeah?”



“Yeah. You’re going to make somebody… oh… oh fuck, oh fuck… you’re going to make somebody… oh, you get it, just fuck me, fuck my ass, baby, little faster, I can take it, I can take it.”



Thomas did as he was told. Although he had pretty good self-control, the sight of her taking inches of his cock – not all of it, but an insane amount – drove him fast to the brink of coming. But he held on, gritting his teeth as he flexed back and forth inside her ass, feeling her begin to quake, the hand she gripped her head with contracting.



“Oh fuck, Tommy, oh fuck, you make me come so fast, ahhhh, ah, ah…”



“Fuck,” he moaned.



“Yesss, ah, fuck, fuck me, ah, ah, ah, fuck me harder, you young stud, mmm, I love that cock in my ass, I love it.”



Her high, hoarse cries turned him on almost as much as the feel of her ass gloving his cock so hard. She was tight, and instinct told him to go any deeper was to hurt her, but what she could take was far more than enough to drive him to hard, short thrusts, barely hanging on.



“Ahhh, ahhhh, oh God, oh God, I’m going to come, ahhhh, ahhhh, fuck, fuck Tommy, fuck me, oh my God, oh my God, y-yeah, yeah, ahhhh, ahh!”



“I’m close too,” he gasped.



“Come with me. Come with me Tommy, come with me, let me feel it, honey, ohhh, ahhhh, ah, let go, let go inside my ass…”



“Mrs. Miller, fuck, oh, oh shit…”



“Yes! Nnnngh! In my ass! Come… in my… ahhhhhh!”



She came, and he could hold on no longer. His hands went to her waist and he gritted his teeth, doing his damnedest not to delve deeper inside he as his hips began to buck. Less than half a minute after her cry, he came, filling her ass with shot after shot of come, so much that the blood rushed from his head and left him dizzy. He pulled back, head spinning, and stared dumbfounded as his come drizzled out of Mrs. Miller’s ass and onto the towels.



She twisted around on shaky knees, laughing, gasping, and he nearly fell when she clutched him and kissed him hard.



“Oh Tommy, Tommy, I’m going to miss you, I’m going to miss you so much, thank you for this week, thank you.”



“Thank you,” he breathed. “You’re… you’re amazing. You deserve…” He swallowed hard, hot tears rising to his eyes. She clicked her tongue, her own tears starting to fall, and she kissed him gently, their hands going to each other’s faces before she took his in hers and guided him to the shower to show him how to tend to her carefully. He picked up on it, and soon they were back in bed, facing each other, making promises they’d make love again soon.



But it wasn’t long before Mrs. Miller fell asleep in his arms. Tommy didn’t mind. Their last bout of sex couldn’t have been more memorable, and he smiled as he stroked her hair and slipped down into sleep too, his dreams sweet and formless and hopeful.









Chapter 10



 



To their surprise, Neil was the first awake the next morning. When they heard the shower run downstairs, Megan snapped awake and immediately started laughing.



“Whazzit?” Tommy asked.



“Neil’s awake.”



“Oh shit,” he gasped.



“It’s okay, he shouldn’t be able to hear us up here. But you better go back to your room. Get a shower. I’ll go downstairs first and meet you down there.” But before they broke apart, she grabbed his hand. “Tommy. Thank you. I mean it. This week… it’s meant the world to me. There’s some girl out there for you, maybe more than one, and she’s going to be the luckiest woman there ever was.”



“And I know there’s a guy out there who will love you the way you need it,” he said. “Just don’t settle.”



“You either.”



They kissed for the last time as an impassioned couple, even if just for a week, and it was good and sweet, but there was that anticipation again for both of them, a feeling of setting out on a journey a long time coming. He hurried back to his room as silently as possible, and Megan laughed softly behind him, dropping back down to the pillows and staring up at the ceiling.



Time to see her guys off.



She came downstairs to Angie and Neil trying to make breakfast. The effort was less than stellar, with little chunks of eggshell in the omelets they were currently burning. But they were trying together, and it brought back fond memories of being that young and in love, trying to cook dinner with Boyd in their first apartment and the disasters that followed.



Her son and his girlfriend thought she would be mad, but she hugged them both tight, and showed them the right way to crack the eggs and make the omelets. She told them stories about when Neil was young and loved to help her bake, usually cramming fistfuls of chocolate into his mouth when she wasn’t looking.



Thomas came down and joined them, pretending to have just woken up. When everyone had eaten, Angie and Neil looked at each other, and Megan knew. Her heart swelled as Angie brought out a little box with a simple but beautiful ring inside they bought when they were out of town the night before.



“I’m going to transfer,” Angie said. “We’ve talked about it before but I can’t take not being away from him.”



“I know this probably seems crazy, Mom,” Neil said.



Megan rose to her feet, and she came to her son and future daughter-in-law. She couldn’t speak, not right away, only hugging them tight. When she pulled back, her tears flowing, she sniffed and said, “What’s the point of being young if you don’t get to act a little crazy?”



* * *



Thomas tried not to let any of his emotions show as he hugged Mrs. Miller but he couldn’t help a thickness to his voice. “Thank you,” he said. “This week… I’ll never have a better vacation.”



“You come back to Norrell sometime.”



“Or you come visit us at college,” Thomas said.



She smiled fondly at that, and his heart warmed. “I will. Take care of Neil for me.”



“You’re asking for a miracle, but I’ll try.”



It felt like such an underwhelming end to the week. Thomas wanted to kiss her again, to hug her the way he wanted to hug her, to make love to her one last time, but their end came the night before. And he had a feeling Megan knew what his heart wanted to tell her, what he hoped for her, what this trip meant to him.



They said goodbye.



On the road, Neil and Thomas said little, both of them smiling like goobers. But before they got too far from Norrell, Neil pulled over on a turnoff and stopped the car. He turned to Thomas, and Thomas’s heart sank. Neil knew. Thomas didn’t know how, but Neil knew.



And his friend leaned across and wrapped an arm around him.



“Thank you,” Neil said quietly.



“I thought you’d be pissed.”



“Man… I was. Kind of. Or no, not really. Weirded out, I guess. I mean, she’s my mom and you’re my best friend. But…” Neil searched for the right words, his eyes distant. “I’ve never seen my mom smile like she has this week. Do you know what that means to me? You did that for her. So I don’t ever want to know the details or anything about it. But I want you to know, I’m glad it happened. And if you keep sleeping with her, I’ll punch you in the nuts.”



“No no, we’re done.”



“Oh thank God. Because that is going to give me enough nightmares. Love you, Tommy. And I hope you’re gonna be my best man.”



Thomas would, and he would be the godfather to their firstborn a year and a half later. But first came a return to college, to classes and the dorms and chaos and so much life and potential. The world seemed new to Thomas and wonderful. Every woman on campus was his potential lady love, or maybe she wasn’t there, but in his future. He didn’t care. There was someone out there for him, and he was looking forward to finding her and showing her everything he’d learned from Mrs. Miller, his first true love.



On Tuesday came his first class with the busty, gorgeous Dr. Phillips, the same sexy professor Thomas and Neil talked about on their trip to Norrell. It was a good class, and he was in a good mood, happy to be back. It must have showed, because at the end of class, Dr. Phillips called on him to stay. He did, stuffing everything away in his backpack, and stood up when the rest of his classmates shuffled out.



“Thomas. It’s so good to see you with a smile on your face,” she said. “Did you have a good spring break?”



“The best spring break,” he said, grinning even wider.



“Wha did you do?” she said, sitting on the edge of her desk.



“Went to my friend Neil’s place in a tiny town named Norrell.” Nothing ventured, nothing gained, he thought to himself, thinking of Megan and the pictures she’d sent him that morning of her in front of a full-length mirror in that slingback bikini, sticking her tongue out. “That’s the rated G version.”



Dr. Phillips laughed. “And what’s the non-G-rated version? Get yourself a girlfriend?”



“You could say that. What are your office hours? I’ll tell you if you really want. But only if you really want to hear.”



She studied him, eyes dancing. “I think I do.”



* * *



Freshly showered and still a little sore from the amazing anal sex the night before, Megan rested in bed on her side, her phone in hand. The guys were home. She was debating whether or not to send Thomas some spicy pictures that week, or more specifically what kind to send him. A thank you, and a present to remember his trip by.



But first she jumped onto Bottlegenie and looked up a name. John was still on there, and when she saw his relationship status, she covered her mouth with her hand.



Single.



Don’t get your hopes up
 , she told herself.
 He might not have updated his page lately.



Megan thought about signing out again, but it was only a brief, halting moment of indecision, because she still held onto some of the magic from the night before. That whole week, really. She typed out a message, read it, reread it, cut it down some, and hit send.



 



Hey John! I’ve been kicking around whether or not I should reach out to you, whether that would be too painful or not. I hope this isn’t coming across as me choosing you as a second prize or something but I was hoping at the very least we could reconnect. I got a divorce a couple years ago and it’s made me think a lot about what I want out of life and what truly made me happy. That was you. I know I may not deserve a second chance but even if we can only be just friends I’d love to know how you are and where you’re at these days.



 



Megan didn’t expect an answer that night. Or ever, really. But to her surprise, less than five minutes later, her phone dinged with a message.



 



Hello yourself, Megan. You’ve got strange timing. I was just sitting out back drinking a glass of wine and thinking about you. No joke. I just got out of a bad relationship with – and don’t judge me here, please, I know it’s wrong – a twenty-four-year-old. She made me feel alive but she wasn’t you. None of them have been. I heard about the divorce but I didn’t want to seem like a vulture. Yes, I’d love to reconnect. Has your phone number changed? Are you still in Norrell?



 



Megan laughed, a sweet sound of tension escaping her, of joy. “Thank you, Thomas,” she whispered. She hurriedly found John’s number in her contacts, and called him.



“Megan, you have no idea how good it is to see your name come up on my phone,” John said as means of a greeting.



“So…. I think I have you beat in the shocking ‘hooking up with a younger partner’ game.”



“Oh really?” John asked.



Megan thought of Thomas. “Really.”



 



* * * * *
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