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      A gentle tapping on my shoulder roused me from my dreamless sleep and I blinked in the darkness, memories rushing back as I glanced down and saw a pile of naked limbs draped over me.

      “I’m heading home if you want a ride.” I felt my cheeks heat when I looked up into my stepmom’s eyes, but she only smiled and patted me again on the shoulder. “Get dressed. We’ll stop by Jax’ Diner and get waffles.”

      I couldn’t ignore how awkward I felt pulling on my pants and dress shirt in the dark living room. The projector was still set up on one side of the room, its slides having clicked through to the end while I cavorted with the sleeping women. I regretted missing most of the images and found myself wishing I could steal a glance at them, but the lingering stares I gave the two MILFs cuddling close were more than enough to sear the night into my mind.

      My mom was waiting by the car when I stepped outside and waved me over as she slipped behind the wheel. We rode in an uncomfortable silence for the first few blocks, but when we pulled onto the highway, she turned to me with a roguish grin.

      “I warned about my friends,” she chuckled, and I couldn’t help the laugh that was torn from my throat.

      The tension melted away as we laughed, and I stared out the window with a stupid grin on my face.

      “They’re fucking crazy,” I said.

      “Crazy hot, you mean.” she poked me in the side, and I felt the blush return when I turned to find her grin turned on me. “I always suspected you had something of a crush for Cheryl, and Julie’s always the most beautiful women in whatever room she’s in… I’m glad you had a good time.”

      “Good time is an understatement,” I said, my eyes straying to my mom as she drove.

      She had a small, pleased smile on her face, but I didn’t miss the spots of color in her cheeks. The moment was as awkward for her as it was for me, but she was making an effort to keep things relaxed, but it was only making me more uncomfortable, so I pressed the point.

      “What about you, mom? Did you have a good time?”

      “Me?” She gave a light laugh, then swallowed hard and drew in a deep breath before answering, “I had… a wonderful time.”

      “Because the best part for me was when I saw you and Julie making out-.”

      “It’s probably too early for the carbs. Why don’t we take a rain check on Jax’s? I should get to the gym and burn off those margaritas. Don’t you have another double practice today? It’s going to be a scorcher, so make sure you drink a lot of water before and during it. You wouldn’t want to get a heat induced injury. When I was in college, there was a talented young man on our team…”

      I settled back in my seat and let her drone on. Talking to relieve her own anxiety has been one of her hallmarks since I was young, and I let the soothing sound of her voice wash away my own. She wasn’t ready to confront the details of our night, especially not in the light of day, and to be honest, I wasn’t either.

      What I’d seen in her eyes when I brought up that moment had been confirmation that I hadn’t been dreaming. She had been as lost to the lust as I was, and when our eyes had connected, I’d seen the pleasure wash over her features. The scene was frozen in my mind’s eye and it played over and over again in my head until we were pulling down our street.

      “Umm, James? Perhaps you should… tuck that thing away in case your sister’s up,” her knuckles were white on the grip of the wheel and she refused to look back over at me until I realized the problem with a start and say up, adjusting myself.

      “Sorry,” I said, “I was just thinking about… you know.”

      “Hmm,” it sounded almost like a moan, and the spots of color in her cheeks deepened and spread as she turned into the driveway. “Perhaps it would be best if we keep the… details of last night to ourselves.”

      I nodded quickly and grabbed her wrist before she could reach to open the door. She froze, like a deer in headlights, and I saw her lower lip tremble, but she wouldn’t look over at me.

      “Thank you,” I whispered. “Not for last night, even if it was the best night of my life,” she gave a light snort of laughter at that and gripped my hand back. “But for being there when I needed it. For always being there.”

      “Oh, James,” she turned and pulled me in a twisted hug over the center console. “I love you.”

      “I love you too, mom.”

      We pulled back slowly and for one charged moment our eyes gazed into one another’s and I could feel the warmth of her rapid breaths on my lips. Her fingers dug into my shoulder and for an instant I thought she was going to push forward but with an audible sound of regret she tore herself away from me, slamming the car door shut behind herself and ran inside, tugging her sweater about her shoulders as she went.
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      The early winter air was frigid, and I hurried in after her but before I could call out and make sure things were ok, my sister swung her head in from the kitchen, a steaming cup of coffee in one hand and a curious frown marring her longbow-shaped lips.

      “Is mom puking?” She followed the feet, climbing the stairs before turning back to me with a grin. “What kind of trouble did you get into?”

      She must have seen something on my face because her joking grin grew sly and she followed me down to my room, pestering me with questions.

      “You didn’t wind up at Emily’s house, did you?”

      “No,” I said, but she grabbed my shirt and leaned in to give it a good smell before I could step fully into my room.

      “You had sex with someone,” her smile grew flinty, and she took a deep drink of her coffee, eyes taking me in from head to foot as if seeing my misbuttoned shirt and wrinkled slacks for the first time and her eyes widened, head swiveling to where the shower was on upstairs, and I shook my head hard.

      “No, that wasn’t…”

      Blaire might have failed more classes than she passed, but she’d a deep study of character and her smile flashed even wider when she read my expression.

      “You fucked mom’s friend!”

      I shook my head, a ready lie on my lips, but she wasn’t having it. Hand on my chest, she pushed me into the room and swung the door closed behind herself. My legs hit the back of my chair and I fell into it, and she stepped back, arms crossed as she leaned on the door.

      “Spill it,” she nodded her chin, and I found the words tumbling from my lips.

      “We went to dinner, mom, her friend Cheryl and another friend from college, an old roommate of theirs, Julie.”  My sisters’ eyes flared when I mentioned that name and I saw a hunger enter them that was a twin to what I’d felt for the woman, and I knew she’d recognized it. “You know her,” I accused.

      “Let’s just say she photographed well,” she said with a smirk.

      “She did and still does.” I let my own lips curl into a smirk and hers dried up.

      “What do you know?” She raised an eyebrow, and I let my grin stay in place. “You know nothing.” She scoffed.

      “I’ve seen the raw slides, all of them.”

      Theoretically, I’d seen them all. Sadly, I’d only paid attention to the first dozen or so, or pleasantly if you considered what I was doing instead. I was waiting for Blaire’s eyes to flare in jealousy, or at least envy, but she only nodded.

      “I knew she’d trip you into her bed eventually.” she flashed me a wink and stepped back. “You’re going to tell me everything that happened later. Sarah will be here, and if you hold nothing back, I might let you play with her again.”

      “You’re insane,” I said, shaking my head and Blaire turned with a sharp laugh and disappeared into her room.

      I had to rush to get ready for practice and didn’t see stepmom again before I left the house. It was a brutal morning of practice without enough sleep and with a slight hangover, but we put on pads and got to hit one another, which is my favorite thing to do on a football field.

      After starting the morning getting yelled at for dragging ass, I finished on a high note after laying four guys out so hard they couldn’t get up right away. I climbed back into the Camry feeling good about the work I’d done and puttered my way home.

      The house was empty when I got there and after eating, I took the opportunity of a quiet house and napped. I woke with the sun in my eyes and my head stuffed with cotton. There was a folded note sitting on my nightstand that I plucked off and read once the sleep was out of my eyes.

      James, I’ll be at the city council meeting tonight until late, and probably won’t see you before you head to bed. I just wanted to say thank you for last night. I know things got a little out of control, but I’ve been smiling all day and can’t get it out of my head.

      Tomorrow is your first game, and we wanted to do something special for you. If you have plans with your friends, I understand, but if you want, Cheryl, Julie and I would love to celebrate the game with you, win or lose.

      Love, mom.

      I read the note over again, my fingers trembling as I read the last paragraph. Her hand had pressed harder on the paper, almost tearing through it in places. As I was frowning at that, I noticed the blankets had been pulled off me. Not kicked off but drawn away from my boxer brief clad body and my computer desk chair was turned, facing the bed.

      Putting the odd details out of my mind, I got ready and raced to afternoon practice and tried not to think about what my mom and her friends might have in store. I was mulling this over when I got home that evening, my stomach growling and skin dusty with dried sweat.

      “I’m ordering pizza,” Blaire called from her room. “What do you want?”

      “Get me a pepperoni,” I yelled back, dropping my bag in the laundry room, and pulling stuff out to wash.

      “We’re getting half that,” she said, hanging her head in the laundry room. “I meant what do you want on the other half?”

      “I want a large pepperoni,” I said, and my stomach choosing that moment to give a loud rumble.

      Blaire rolled her eyes and said, “Boys! Fine, you get your own pizza,” turning to go she called back over her shoulder. “The new Marvel movie is out on streaming. We’re watching it in the den when the pizza gets here if you want to join us.”

      I couldn’t help leaning my head out the doorway and watching her perfect ass bounce back and forth in her tight yoga pants. It should be illegal for a woman to wear those things, knowing what they do to men’s minds.

      Those perfect curves were bouncing around in my head when I changed out of my workout clothes. Exhausted, I plopped down at my desk and pulled up my econ homework. I wanted to take a shower but knew if I did, I’d pass out right afterwards. My body was so tired.

      The homework kept my mind engaged for an hour, and it felt good to get it done and out of the way. All I would have to do over the weekend was some reading for another class and email the professor a thousand words summarizing the article. I was just closing down my computer when the doorbell rang and Sarah called that the pizza was here.
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      Hearing her voice sent a shiver down my spine and I threw on a shirt and loose shorts and ran down. Sarah flashed me a bright smile when I came into the kitchen and pulled down three plates.

      “Hey, slugger, how was practice?”

      “Exhausting,” I said, trying to come off as chill as she seemed, but failing when she brushed up against me and I felt my cheeks heat.

      “First game’s tomorrow, right?” I nodded, accepting a plate from her, but the girl held fast to it, and flashed me an impish grin. “We’re coming in full Wildcats regalia, so you better win.”

      “I can’t promise anything,” I grinned when she finally released the plate and turned to grab my pizza. “Who all’s coming?”

      “Sarah and me,” Blaire said, breezing into the kitchen as she settled her tight white shirt into place. “Her mom’s arranging everything. Tessa Hillfiger is the team’s biggest fan.”

      “She’s kinda obsessed,” Sarah nodded, pulling two slices onto her plate. “She’s the reason I’m applying to the agency.”

      “What agency?” I asked.

      “Coleman and Pratt,” Blaire grinned. “Sarah’s going to be a sports agent.”

      “I’ll probably be hired as an assistant, but a girl can dream.”

      “You’d make an awesome agent,” my sister said, grabbing a couple slices and joining us at the table. “You’re always making deals, and no one has a better handle on brands and how to market them than you. You’d kill it.”

      “I could do the job,” Sarah nodded. “But it’s getting a bunch of old men to see that I can. That’s going to be the trick.”

      “Is there any way you can show them what you’re capable of?” I asked, finally having room to speak after shoveling a slice into my mouth.

      “I’m so glad you asked,” Sarah beamed, rising in her seat and pulling out her phone. She flipped through it and leaned across the table to show me a suntan lotion ad. “What do you think about modeling?”

      “Modeling?” I frowned and shook my head.

      “Hear me out,” Sarah said, and Blaire was nodding so eagerly I suspected a trap. “My aunt own this company and they’re putting together a marketing campaign for the lotion. She wanted me to ask a cute friend.” she waved at Blaire and rolled her eyes, my sister flashing me an impish wink as she continued. “To be in it, but I think she’s targeting the wrong demographic.”

      “Demo, what?”

      “The wrong group of people,” Sarah explained patiently and was reminded of Emily, who was always patient with me and an ache stabbed me in the heart. Pushing the thought aside, I focused back on the girl before me. She was still leaning over the table and I noticed with a start that she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath her dark shirt.

      “Men don’t buy this stuff, women do and you… You’ve got the look women want to buy.”

      I stuffed my face back into the pizza and took a few quick bites before replying.

      “How’s this help you get the job?”

      “If you’re as good as Blaire says you are, then you might be a serious prospect,” she shrugged and sank back into her seat. “If I’m already representing an athlete and securing him ads, or even brand ambassador deals, then I’ll prove I can do the work.”

      “Why not start your own thing?” Blaire asked, and I noticed a look in her eye that usually spelled trouble.

      “I couldn’t do that.” Sarah shook her head, picking the pepperoni off her slices but not eating. “I wouldn’t know where to begin.”

      “The first thing is having a business plan,” Blaire hopped up from her chair and ran into the kitchen, returning a moment later with paper and a box of colored pens.

      “You’re going to write one now?” Sarah laughed incredulously, and I snorted a laugh.

      “And you’re not leaving the table until it’s done, if I know my sister.”

      “You’re staying put too, mister. An athletes’ input would be invaluable.”

      I still had three quarters of a pizza left, so I wasn’t leaving soon, anyway. Sarah was surprised to see this side of my sister, but like flotsam in the tide, the force of Blaire’s personality pulled along her. While I was surprised by how much my sister had learned from business school.

      Blaire sketched out the basic goals of an agency, and its marketing objectives. She didn’t know much about the operations side of the business, but Sarah knew some of it, and google helped with the rest.

      It was exciting to hear them get so excited about it. Sarah started coming up with pitches to attract other athletes from all different types of sports. She was big into tennis and knew several girls that were in elite clubs that would reach the tour. She jotted down their names and she and my sister did deep dives into their social media profiles, looking for angles to sign them.

      “This could work,” Sarah said, staring at the colorful pages laid out across the kitchen table.

      “It really could,” Blaire grinned back.

      “You’re the key to this, James,” Sarah turned to me, nodding. “If you’re willing to sign a contract and pay us fifteen percent on the lotion campaign, we could take that to a bank and get a load to make this thing official.”

      I thought about it for a couple of seconds and Blaire gave an audible sigh.

      “Come on, James, you know you’re going to do it.”

      “Fine,” I nodded back. “But it all feels… strange.”

      “That’s because you still see yourself as the dorky kid,” Blaire said with a shake of her head. “Look in the mirror or better yet, look at how mom’s friends drool over you.”

      “Which friends?” Sarah asked with a wide grin, “Are they hot?”

      “James?” Blaire asked me with a raised eyebrow, mocking laughter hovering behind her eyes.

      Clearing my throat, I stood and closed the empty pizza box. “Didn’t you want to watch a movie?”

      Blaire barked a laugh at my poor deflection, but they let me avoid the answer. After cleaning up, we piled onto the sectional couch and threw the movie on. I went to make a bowl of popcorn and when I returned, the girls were beneath a thick blanket. Blaire patted the spot between them and moved the blanket to make room.

      My mouth dried when I saw what they were both wearing. Their bottoms had disappeared, and both wore matching pairs of tiny black underwear. The same lace patterns pressed against their smooth, pale stomachs, visible beneath their short plain white t-shirts.

      “Close your mouth of you’ll catch flies in it,” Blaire winked at me, before flicking the blanket back over the three of us.
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      Grabbing the bowl of popcorn, she threw a handful in her mouth and set it between us, forcing Sarah to reach across me to get her own handful. As she did, I felt her firm breasts rub across my upper arm and chest and had to shift the stiffness, straining my shorts.

      “No talking,” Blaire warned us. “I’ve been dying to see this movie.”

      “I watched it in the theatre.” Sarah winked at me and shifted against my side, her warm breath tickling the hairs on my neck. “Don’t worry, I won’t spoil it for you.”

      “Quiet!” Blaire hissed, before tucking the blanket about herself.

      The movie was excellent, like all the Marvel films are and I was locked into the story when something warm slipped onto my thigh. I froze as fingers inched their way beneath my loose shorts, tickling the sensitive skin of my inner thighs.

      I glanced over at my sister, but she was absorbed in the movie, and when I glanced back Sarah flashed me an impish smile and shuffled a little closer to me, her hand inching closer to my stiffening member.

      “The best part’s coming up,” she purred in my ear, her fingertips brushing the throbbing head of my cock.

      I reached down to pull her arm free, but Sarah shifted, and my arm pushed between her firm breasts. The girl purred again and turned on the couch, half facing me and half the tv, her hand drawing my cock from the waistband of my shorts. My breath hissed in, and Sarah got an eager look in her eyes as her fingers slid up my throbbing length.

      Something hot and wet pressed against the back of my hand and the scent of her wafted up from the blankets as she moved. Unable to help myself, I twisted my hand around, enjoying the faint whimper that escaped Sarah’s throat when my knuckles grazed her clit. Then it was her turn to freeze in place as my fingers slid into her.

      The movie was forgotten, as my world shrank down to the heavenly pleasure of her hand stroking me, and the feel of her body tensing against my side every time as my fingertip trailed small circles around her clit. The blankets bunched and shifted around our hands, but Blaire was oblivious until my finger slipped inside Sarah and brushed against a rough patch of flesh inside her pussy.

      “Right there,” she panted, then froze again when Blaire’s head whipped around.

      My sister’s eyes narrowed on her friend, then dropped to where the blanket was rising and falling over my crotch as she hit pause on the movie. As understanding dawned on her face, I tensed, ready for her to explode on the both of us, but she only smirked and flipped the blanket back before either of us could snatch it back.

      There was a pregnant pause as Blaire’s eyes widened and traveled the length of me from root to tip, the tip of her tongue running along her bottom lip.

      “You can’t stop now… that would be cruel,” lips curving into a smirk, Blaire hit play and settled back against the armrest, one eye on the screen and another on her friend’s stroking hand.

      “I told you it was perfect,” Sarah husked, her hips hunching against me as her black panties twisted around my hand.

      “Mhmm.”

      The sound came from the back of my sister’s throat and my gaze was drawn away from Sarah’s nubile body to Blaire. No longer watching the movie, her eyes were locked on my steel hard cock. She was so close I could reach out and draw her close to me, but I feared ruining the moment and kept my hand to myself.

      Sarah’s lips pressed to my neck, drawing my attention back to her as her fingers glide along my length. Her eager tongue slipped into my mouth and I felt my orgasm approaching, and husked out a warning. The moment I did, Sarah’s hand disappeared from my dick and a groan of disappointment escaped me.

      “Good girl,” my sister purred.

      “I’m going to enjoy this for as long as I can,” Sarah whispered into the kiss before breaking off and dipping her head down.

      My head fell back, and a groan escaped my throat as her fiery lips slid over the head of my cock. Glancing to the side, I locked eyes with Blaire and a surge of something passed between us. My sister reached out and took my hand. My eyes widened but she shook her head, winking and slipped it onto the back of Sarah’s head.

      “Show her what you like… Take what you need from her… Yes, little brother,” I nearly came right there but managed to stave it off with an effort of will.

      My fingers were laced in Sarah’s silky blonde hair as I guided her up and down my length. She couldn’t take more than half of me into her mouth, throat stretched around my girth before her back would heave and the most delicious sensations would radiate out from my dick.

      Sarah gave herself over to my control, her pussy flooding with wetness the moment I began fucking her small mouth. It didn’t take long for my fingers to bring her off. The moment she came, her hips rocked, and she sucked so hard I groaned in pleasure, my head falling back again as my balls tightened.

      “I’m…” I couldn’t get the rest out, because Blaire’s lips cut me off.

      The kiss was so shocking I was only dimly aware of Sarah’s sucking mouth around the sensitive tip of my dick. Pleasure radiated out from where I pumped my cum down her throat, but another nexus of joy was my sister’s tongue slipping into my mouth.

      I can’t describe the pleasure that washed through me when her soft lips were on mine. The blowjob was one of the greatest pleasures I’d ever received and at the height of it, Blaire’s kiss had drowned it out. It was like a storm of butterflies had been released in my chest and the world suddenly made sense.

      My arms reached out to pull her close, but Blaire resisted me, breaking off the kiss. Her face was flushed and breathing heavy but the same shock I felt had widened her eyes. I watched her pull back from me slowly, fingers rising to press against her lips. I knew what she was feeling because the touch of her lips and tongue still burned in my memory.

      “Hss,” I hissed at the almost painful sensation of Sarah sucking the deflating head of my cock and the girl sat up, flashing me a grin.

      “You even taste good,” Sarah looked up at her friend who was trembling in place, expression tight and rose on her knees and pulled Blaire into an embrace across me.

      “Taste him,” she purred.

      “No… nhmmm mmhmm hphmm,” my older sister tried to pull back from her friend but was trapped in her embrace, and when their lips met, I saw her expression soften and finally a moan of pleasure escaped her.

      My dick throbbed to new life when I saw my cum pushed from Sarah’s mouth into Blaire’s, but when my hand rose to caress her perfect ass, and a deeper, more guttural moan escaped her throat, Blaire shook herself and pulled away from us.

      “I wasn’t ready for… I can’t,” her expression was pained, but I could see the longing in her eyes, and it matched the fire burning within me.

      Sarah was slender and beautiful, but all of my attention was riveted on Blaire as she backed away from us. Her short white t-shirt was molded against her sweaty torso. The dampness making the fabric almost see-through, and I could clearly see the outline of her nipples pressing against the fabric.

      I made a move to rise from the couch and she shook her head hard, but the imploring expression in her eyes never faded, and I hovered in place, unsure what to do and with a final glance to her friend she mouthed ‘Sorry,’ and turned to flee.
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      Rising to go after her, Sarah pressed me back with a hand on my chest.

      “Leave her,” she smiled and shook her head sadly. “She’ll be fine.”

      “We should check on her.”

      “Does Blaire ever want company when she’s upset?” Sarah’s smile grew wicked as she pulled the white shirt over her head and tossed it on the floor, movie forgotten, as she swung a leg over my thighs. “Besides… I’m not letting you leave without feeling this thing stretch me out.”

      “I don’t know if we…. Ohh God,” I moaned, as the young woman pressed my thick head into her.

      She was so wet she sank to the root in one slow motion. Her face was a sight, shifting through a myriad of expressions. Her eyes rolled back into her skull, lids fluttering. I felt guilty and didn’t want to do anything that would upset my sister further, but teenage hormones had a will all their own and I couldn’t pull my hands from Sarah’s tight body.

      Throwing her head back, silky blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, her body arched as she rode me with slow movements. I leaned forward and kissed around her firm breasts, loving the mewls of pleasure that escaped her mouth when I found her sensitive nipples.

      Sarah rode me with gentle slowness at first, her tight pussy adjusting to my girth. Every time she bottomed out on my lap, and my dick pressed against the end of her pussy, Sarah gave a little shiver and her sex gripped me tightly, milking my cock. The feeling was so heavenly I didn’t want it to stop and gripping her waist held her there as I ground my cock deep inside her.

      “If you… I’m gonna… cumming!”

      Sarah’s nails dug into my back and her body was like a live wire in my arms as she shivered and convulsed atop me. I was only dimly aware of her gasps, as the pleasure of her tight pussy was almost too much. Flipping her over onto her back, I tossed aside the couch cushions and drove between her slender thighs.

      Our lips met in a passionate kiss, both of us lost to the motions as I pounded her down into the cushions. Sarah’s cries of pleasure echoed around the room, mingling with my grunts and the wet sounds of our sex. One hand on her tiny ass, and the other gripping the back of her neck. I felt my orgasm approaching, but Sarah came first and hard.

      “Nghhhghghkkk!”

      I flinched as her nails dug into my back again, raking lines down my muscles. My cock was throbbing and my rhythm faltering, but Sarah pushed back on my hips. With an effort of will, I withdrew from her tightness with a wet sound, my muscles taunt as I strained against the need to drive back in.

      “Too sensitive,” the young woman panted, hands pushing me around and back onto the couch.

      Slithering down, she took my cock, slick with her own cum and watching my face carefully sucked me into her mouth, tongue licking up her juices with eager moans.

      “Cum on my face,” she panted, slender fingers stroking me quickly as her tongue flickered along the underside.

      It wasn’t as incredible as her tight pussy, but the sight of her naked back and pert ass rising behind her as she licked me closer and closer to orgasm was a delightful sight. Then I noticed a movement in the doorway behind her and caught eyes with my sister.

      My breath caught in my throat, as I watched one hand gripping her massive breast beneath the white shirt, and the other was lost in the shadows between her thighs. She flinched when our eyes met, but didn’t retreat. My gaze flickered between her and Sarah sucking me off as I came with a moan of pleasure, my pearlescent cum coating the girl’s lips and face.

      “Fuck, that was hot,” Sarah purred, her tongue reaching out to gather everything off her lips.

      I was still catching my breath, with waves of tingling pleasure sweeping through me, when Blaire came into the room. At first I thought she might join us on the couch, because her eyes traveled up and down my torso to rest upon my drooping cock, but she pulled her friend off the couch. With one last, lingering glance at me, she pulled Sarah into a kiss, heedless of my cum.

      “Did you get what you wanted?” Blaire asked.

      “Did you?” Sarah asked back with a cocked eyebrow, but Blaire only gave a grunt in response and turned to go with her, pausing at the door to look back at me, sweaty, naked, and lounging like a lion on the couch.

      “Saturday you’re meeting with Tessa… Don’t be late… and don’t shower after practice.”

      I was relieved to see her lips quirk into a grin, and knew whatever tension existed between us. She wasn’t mad. The pair headed back to her room, and I tried hard not to eavesdrop on them. The only sounds that made it out of the room were the low hum of conversation, followed by moans and the creak of bedsprings.
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      After a quick shower I fell into bed, the night playing itself out repeatedly in my head. I couldn’t get that kiss out of my head, nor the fire I’d seen in my older sister’s eyes. She’d hesitated before pulling away from me and the more I thought about that moment, the more I kicked myself for not reaching out for her.

      I slept uneasily, with restless dreams pushing me back to wakefulness several times. Finally, I got out of bed an hour before dawn and threw on some running shoes. Stretching out the stiffness, I went for a run around the neighborhood, enjoying the cool breeze. I was wary about gassing my legs before the game that night, so I kept my pace to a slow jog and walked the steeper hills.

      When I returned to the house, the girls were awake but kept themselves confined to Blaire’s room. I didn’t see them before heading to our team meeting, but stopped by her bedroom door to knock.

      “Are you two going to be at the game?”

      “We wouldn’t miss it!” Sarah shouted back, cracking the door slightly and beaming up at me. “We’ll be with the boosters. If you see the woman in a vintage Wildcat’s sweater, that’s my mom.”

      “And don’t forget, tomorrow at noon!” Blaire called from the back of the room.

      Sarah cracked the door wider, and I saw my sister lounging on her bed. A box of opened pop tarts lay next to her and her hair was in wild disarray. Her sexy shirt and panties from the night before had been replaced with a frumpy sweat suit. When she saw me, she let out a hiss of annoyance at Sarah and pulled the covers over her head. Her friend laughed and stepped out into the hall with me as she pulled the door shut.

      “I love teasing her,” Sarah chortled, arms crossing beneath her firm little breasts. “You’re ready for tonight?”

      “I think so,” I frowned. “It’s only a pre-season game. It doesn’t even count.”

      “Every game counts.” She said, her eyes driving home the point. “Don’t forget that. My mom’s a very influential woman. If she thinks the team could do better with you starting, you’ll start.”

      I cocked an eyebrow in disbelief, but she nodded.

      “Trust me. When I say she’s a big-time booster, I mean big time,” she nodded for emphasis, as if I was supposed to understand what that meant. Reaching up, she brushed a lock of curling dark hair from my forehead. “And you need a haircut. Go get one before the game.”

      “What,” I laughed, “are you my mom now?”

      “No,” she smiled, her hand coming down to caress my cheek as she stepped close and I swallowed hard, thinking she was going to say she was my ‘girlfriend’, or something similar but instead said, “I’m your agent and I aim to maximize both of our fortunes. Now get a haircut… but not too short. Those curls are ravishing.”

      I felt my cheeks heat as she tilted my chin down and pressed a quick kiss to my lips, but the moment my hands reached out to pull her close, she slipped back and with a wicked wink pulled Blaire’s door shut behind her. Standing there lost, I shook myself and almost pushed my way into the bedroom, but decided against it at the last moment.

      Sarah had helped me get over my ex, and perhaps there was more to it than that, but that wasn’t the focus of her attention. I remembered how excited she’d been the night before when my sister had explained how to start their own firm. I’d seen a young woman without much direction find her purpose right in front of my eyes.

      I believed in her, and was beginning to believe I might have a real future in football. What had always been my refuge from the pressures of school and life could become much more if I could find the same focus and determination I’d seen in Sarah.

      Holding to that thought, I climbed in the Camry and scheduled a haircut for after our teams meeting. Arriving at the training facility, I was locked in and spent an extra hour with the coaching staff reviewing tape on our opponent’s defense. Patterns emerged the more I watched, the game slowing down as I coupled my experience with what I was watching.

      The barber was a sweet old man who took sheers to my hair. I’m always nervous when the razor comes out, but nothing feels better than having a clean shave and cut. I left feeling refreshed and sent a text to Sarah saying, ‘mission complete’.

      Sarah: prove it. send us a selfie

      Sarah: topless!!! 😍
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      I stared at the message while sitting behind the wheel of the Camry and shook my head in amusement. The girl was outrageous, but I pulled off my t-shirt and snapped a photo just as a woman was returning to her car beside mine with two bags of groceries. She gave a start at the sight of me shirtless and dropped one of her bags, shattering a bottle within.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, hopping out of the car and moving to help her with the bag, but the woman, whose face was mostly hidden behind a large pair of square, trendy sunglasses, was covering her mouth with her hand.

      Feeling self-conscious, I moved back to the Camry to grab my shirt, but she reached out and stopped me with a hand on my shoulder.

      “James… It was just such a shock to see you.”

      “Mrs. Sullivan?”

      My stomach churned as I recognized Emily’s mother, and memories of my ex and our times together at this woman’s house came flooding back, and my heart ached.

      “I was so upset when Em told me… You two were so good together.” she shook her head, ignoring the liquid staining the bottom of her bag.

      “Yea,” I shrugged, not knowing what to say. “It was a shock… but mission work is something she’s wanted to do.”

      Mrs. Sullivan shook her head sadly. That warm hand on my shoulder slipped down to feel at the bulky muscles of my arm and I saw her eyes widen, and as she drew in a sharp breath.

      “How are you doing?”

      Avoiding the question, I pointed at the bag on the ground. “I think your groceries are getting ruined.”

      “Oh, dear!” She said, turning to see the mess forming within it.

      The cloth bag wasn’t torn, but the foodstuffs inside were covered with the sharp aroma of balsamic vinegar.

      “Whatever am I going to do about this mess?” She frowned at the wet bottom of the bag, and I reached into the backseat of my car and pulled out a trash bag I sometimes used for workout clothes that were too stinky to leave in my gym bag.

      “You can put it in this,” I offered, and the woman beamed up at me.

      “Bless your heart, child,” she said, accepting the bag gratefully. “At least the carpet in my car won’t get stained now.”

      I squatted down to help her put the cloth bag in the plastic and our fingers brushed. I didn’t think anything of it, but Mrs. Sullivan gave a start each time, and I saw spots of color form in her cheeks.

      “I’d love to take you to lunch sometime. Just to check in and see how things are going.” that sad smile found its way onto her lips again. “It’s hard for a mother to say goodbye to someone I thought would be joining our family.”

      The ache in my heart sharpened, but I didn’t want to be rude, and had several hours to kill before I had to be at the stadium.

      “If you’re paying, I’m eating,” I grinned.

      “Boys and their stomachs,” she shook her head with a soft laugh. “Let me drop the groceries off at home and I’ll meet you at Frita’s Ensalata, in south-town. Have you ever been there?”

      I shook my head and her lips curled into a genuine grin, reminding me of her beautiful daughter’s smile.

      “You’ll love it! And the perfect thing to eat before a game,” she winked.

      “You remembered.” the ache in my heart faded as she shone her smile upon me.

      “Of course, I remembered,” she rested a hand on my chest, “I was planning on going with… Before things… you know.” When my expression fell, she painted a bright smile on her lips. “Forget that. We’ll have a great lunch, then you can go clobber some other boys and work out those emotions. What do you say?”

      “Ok, Mrs. Sullivan,” I grinned, remembering that enthusiasm as one of the bright spots the few times I’d visited her house.

      “I feel so old when you say that.” she shook her head in mock anger but pressed even closer to me, her eyes falling to my still naked torso. She swallowed hard and pulled her hand away from my chest as if it had been scalded. When she continued, it was in a faint, breathy voice, “Please call me Heather.”

      She didn’t wait for my response, but turned and hurried back to her car. Hauling the groceries in behind her, I watched in some amusement as she fumbled with her purse, dropping her keys, and having to dig them up from the floorboard. When she looked back at me, her face was scarlet, but she laughed at herself and rolled down the window as she pulled out.

      “Remember, Frita’s Ensalata in twenty minutes… And put on a shirt!”

      “Sure you want me to?” I barely recognized the confident firmness in my voice.

      It must have been the crazy experiences over the past couple of days that gave me the confidence to say it. Normally I’d have stopped myself and said nothing, but I let the words pass my lips, chest tight as I watched her face for a response.

      Heather’s reaction was priceless.

      She let out a girlish giggle, hand fluttering before her impressive bosom, as she waved me off.

      “Oh you, it’s not nice to tease an old woman like that.”

      As her car rolled past, I let my gaze travel down her torso. Mrs. Sullivan wasn’t as slender as her daughter, but the extra weight came in all the right places. Her breasts were large but strapped down to her chest by a conservative top, and though I couldn’t see it now, her high-waisted jeans had made her large ass look heavenly.

      I climbed into the Camry and, feeling flush with confidence from my interaction with Emily’s mother, I typed out a response to Sarah. I hit send and pulled on my shirt to drive across town. Before I had the car in drive, my phone dinged with a response.

      Sarah: Deal ;)

      The message was followed by a picture of her and my sister lying in bed; the pair were topless and smiling for the camera. Blaire’s hand was on Sarah’s stomach, but the slender girl’s fingers were caressing my sister’s massive breasts. The sight of her pale nipples, stiff and aching to be sucked, had me stiff as a steel bar and I send off my own photo to solidify the ‘deal’.

      Another pair of images came through, but I couldn’t look at them for fear of driving the car off the side of the road, or slamming into the back of whoever was ahead of me. My head was swirling with thoughts about Blaire and Sarah, wondering what game they were playing, or if my secret hopes might actually come true.

      After the night before, I was coming to think they might be, but I kept getting pulled in other directions. What would my sister think when she learned the full details about my night with Cheryl and Julie? What would she think about Mom watching it all?

      These questions tempered my horny desires, and I arrived at the restaurant to find that Heather had called ahead to make a reservation.
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      “If you’ll come with me,” the hostess said, cheeks coloring when her eyes traveled up to where I towered over her and across the breadth of my shoulders.

      I found myself tucked into a corner booth at the back of the place, and dug into the chips and salsa to curb my ever growling stomach. Remembering the messages, I opened my phone to see another photo as well as a text.

      Glancing around to make sure no one was looking over my shoulder, I spotted Mrs. Sullivan entering the restaurant. She smiled brightly and gave me a wave, hugging the hostess briefly before hurrying over. As she did, I couldn’t help noticing that she’d changed in her brief visit home.

      Gone was the conservative top that had covered her to her neck, but the tight, highwaisted jeans still clung to her wide hips. The loose green top she wore now was low cut in the middle and swayed delightfully as her heels clicked across the restaurant floor.

      “I hope you haven’t been waiting long,” she grinned, slipping into the seat beside me. “This is my favorite escape from life,” noticing the phone in my hand, she turned her head to peer at the screen, “Oh, what’s this… oh my… James! Who are these girls?!”

      She took my wrist in her hand, pushing the phone below the table as she glanced around quickly, doing more to draw attention to us than anything else she could have done. Thankfully, the restaurant was mostly empty at this time of day.

      My cheeks flushed, and I tried to pull the phone out of her hand, but the woman held fast, and I found myself answering, “They’re just…” then my anger spiked when I saw the curve of her lips in a frown and was reminded of her daughter.

      “They’re none of your business.” my words were hard as stone, and I would have softened them if I could, but the emotion had me in its clutches. “Emily broke up with me, remember?”

      Mrs. Sullivan reacted as if slapped, sitting up straight and blinking. I waited for her anger to hit me, or worse, her apology and my ensuring shame, but she simply nodded and, moving carefully, pulled the phone out of my hand to glance at the photo again.

      “Is this what young men want, then?” Her voice was soft, but she gave a grunt of laughter and leaned forward, letting the deep neckline of her blouse fall forward. “Who am I kidding? Of course it is.” She handed me back the phone, watching my face carefully. “Did my daughter make things… difficult for you?”

      My eyes had fallen to the phone, which was perfectly positioned before her plunging neckline. Gaze focusing on pale flesh, curving in on itself before disappearing into shadow. It was a moment before I realized I was staring and when I tore my gaze away from those heavy orbs, I found the waitress standing there with flushed cheeks and an embarrassed expression.

      “Should I come back… or?”

      “We’re ready to order,” Mrs. Sullivan sat back with a relaxed smile, her stiffness from earlier gone and I realized she’d slipped the phone underneath the table at some point, and it was resting on my thigh, along with her strong hand.

      “Fajita’s sound excellent, and I’ll have a margarita. James, would you like a coke?”

      “Water,” I said, clearing my throat, “Please.”

      “That’s right,” Heather said with a proud smile. “He has a big game tonight. Has to stay healthy.”

      Her fingers flexed on my thigh, and I felt my heart thud in my chest. My nerves were on edge, being with my ex-girlfriend’s mother, and even more so since things had taken a turn. I felt bounced around between emotions and desires, but it was keeping my mind off the game, and normally I’d be sick with nerves for hours before it. When the waitress walked off with our order, Mrs. Sullivan turned to me with a motherly smile.

      “I wanted to bring you here to see if you needed to talk about Emily, but I can see that’s not fair to either of you,” wary of where she was going with this, I breathed a sigh of relief when she released her grip on my thigh. “You don’t want to think about that stuff. Not with the game tonight. Do you have a plan worked out for it?”

      “Not really,” I shrugged. “Catch the ball if it’s thrown to me and hit anyone without a Wildcat’s jersey.”

      “Ha ha,” she mock laughed. “My brother played for years, you know. I never pestered you before,” she blinked and hastened on, “But I know a thing or two about tight-ends and what to do if you see a pass-rush defense. Try me.”

      I blinked and reconsidered the woman. I’d known Emily’s uncle had played for a top 10 college team but hadn’t done figured her mom had paid much attention beyond pep rallies. Testing her out, I explained what I’d been watching on tape about our opponents, and what the coaches had suggested.

      “The team’s heavy on the line, and big. They rely on quick safeties and cornerbacks, but are short on size there,” I said, then added with a shrug. “Coach wants me to drop in and block for most of the downs. My height will help on longer routes.”

      Heather nodded. “Your coaches are wise. Listen to them. But don’t forget the most important thing to a tight end is nimble feet and powerful hands. Be elusive.”

      “I’ll try,” I laughed. “When it comes to the strong hands part, I got that covered. Our QB can throw his hardest and I’ll catch it.”

      “Hmm,” she nodded. “A man should have strong hands. They’re a treat for… anyone.”

      Her cheeks shaded a darker red, and she quickly changed the subject to our schedule and who we would be playing all year. She knew about the other schools and had a good idea of who was good and who wasn’t, even if she didn’t know the individual players.

      I found her stories about what it was like back in the day fascinating and asked a lot of questions about the game back then while we ate out fajitas. Once again, I was impressed with Mrs. Sullivan’s knowledge of the game. She wasn’t a student like I was, but she was a fan, especially of college ball.

      “I could talk about this for hours,” she grinned, “But I shouldn’t keep you. Thank you for meeting with me and if there’s anything else I can do to help you through this tough time, you just let me know.”

      “Thank you.” I blushed when she reached out and gripped the back of my hand.

      “I mean it, James. Emily’s leaving the country for two years and I don’t know what I’d do with myself if I didn’t have anyone to take care of.” she winked. “It can be our little secret.”
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      Something about this woman brought out my boldness. Perhaps it was because her daughter hurt me so recently, or maybe it was the way she looked at me. Eyes filled with a trembling hope that set my heart pounding and the blood coursing to my loins.

      “I like secrets.” I turned my hand over beneath hers as I said it, running the tips of my fingers across the underside of her palm.

      Mrs. Sullivan’s eyes widened, and her thick, bottom lip trembled. She reached up with her free hand, fingers rubbing the gold cross hanging between her breasts, then dragging down the collar of her shirt before jerking away.

      “You did say anything… right?”

      “I did,” she licked her lips and nodded, the flush extending down her neck, but something wild and eager had entered her eyes. “And I meant it… I know my daughter teased you… She would laugh about it with her friends…” her hand slipped back onto my thigh, gripping it tightly. “I thought it was cruel, but she’s just a child and wasn’t ready for… all of this.”

      “Enough about Emily,” I said, my voice rough as I rose.

      Mrs. Sullivan jerked to her feet and nodded, glancing around as if lost for a moment before grabbing her purse and stepping up beside me.

      “Follow me,” she said in a conspiratorial whisper, and led me out of the restaurant.

      When we stopped at the register to pay, she was giggly and discombobulated. She kept looked up at me, eyes a little startled and wondering and the grin wouldn’t leave her lips. It was so obvious that the waitress’ smile soured, and I heard her mutter, “I could be his eager little MILF too,” to herself when we turned to go. Heather heard it too, and I saw her face turn beet red, and she closed her eyes for a second and mouthed a quiet prayer.

      “God help me.”

      “If you don’t want-.”

      “No!” Emily’s mom cut me off with a sharp shake of her head and slipped her arm into mine, pressing her large breasts against the muscles as she grinned up at me. “This is something I’ve wanted to do for a long time. With your game later, we need to remain… circumspect. But if you two little girlfriends aren’t around after the game, come to mama to your reward.”

      The last, she purred in my ear as she pulled the passenger door of her black Range Rover open. Before she could pull out of my arms, I pulled her close on instinct. The woman melted into my arms, grabbing at me almost painfully in her eagerness. There was a moment of strange déjà vu, as the shape of her lips, even the pressure of her kiss, was so like that of her daughter. But the eager tongue that slipped into my mouth was nothing like my ex.

      “Get in,” she husked, “Before I jump you out here.”

      I had to adjust myself when I sat down, and she caught me as I was reaching in to push it down my thigh. Her eyes widened, and she licked her lips, but said nothing as she drove out of the parking lot. We didn’t go far. Heather knew an abandoned corporate park and pulled into a secluded spot behind the building.

      When she turned the car off, she sat there for a moment, unsure what to do until I hooked a thumb towards the backseat. Her eyes were round and lips wet as she glanced over her shoulder, then nodded eagerly to me. The space between the seats was small, but it gave me a perfect view of her large ass as she bent over to squeeze back there. Taking the opportunity, I gave it a healthy spank and loved the moan of pleasure that escaped her mouth.

      “Oh god,” she groaned as I climbed in beside her, “this is really happening.”

      “It is,” I grinned, not quite believing it myself as I let my hands slide down her sides and caress her soft hips as she turned against me.

      “I’m a terrible mother… I dreamed about this for so long.”

      “I’ve thought about you too, Mrs. Sullivan,” my gaze fell to the deep ‘V’ of her neckline and her smile deepened.

      “It sounds so naughty when you call me that.”

      “Mrs. Sullivan?”

      “Mhmm,” she purred, her own hand fumbling with the belt of my pants, as mine rose to caress one massive breast. “Ohhhh mhphm.”

      Her lips crushed mine, her hands shaking as they tore my pants open. My attention was riveted to the heavy flesh filling my hands as I cupped and massaged the objects of so many nightly fantasies. I must admit my perverted mind often roped Emily in with the fantasy, but watching her mother stare at my throbbing cock as it sprang into view was better than I imagined.

      The woman’s mouth opened to a ‘O’ of shock, as her gentle fingers played along its length. She looked up at me, swallowing, and shook her head gently.

      “I have to…” watching my face carefully, she sank down and pressed her lips to the throbbing head.

      Watching my ex-girlfriend’s mother kiss her way down my dick, pink tongue caressing the shaft as she inhaled deeply, was an erotic sight, but nothing compared to when she tore off her shirt and fell to worshipping me. Eyes alighting in pleasure when she saw how much I enjoyed her sexy body.

      Mrs. Sullivan was enthusiastic, but I was surprised at the lack of skill. Tongue, lips and hands explored my length, but it was obvious from the start that she didn’t have much experience and I had to wonder when the last time she’d lain with her husband was.

      “You’re so hard,” she purred, tongue gliding along the underside as I reached behind her back to flick the clasp on her bra.
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      Heather’s head came up, and she glanced around the parking lot, her cheeks flushing. But I wouldn’t let her sink back down to her knees. Pulling her onto the large backseat, I feasted on those breasts, loving how her small, pale nipples hardened at my touch and her hips writhed against me.

      My hands were busy pushing down her jeans and tiny pink panties. When I saw the lacy things, Heather blushed and admitted she’d been hoping something like this might happen.

      “What exactly were you hoping for?”

      “Don’t make me admit it,” she said, but I’d seen the pleasure wash through her when she remembered we were in the open and knew a large part of her hungered for the embarrassment so I pushed and she confessed. “I wanted you to push me down… and take me, hard. Use me.”

      She turned her face away from me, but her words had my cock aching, and I did just that. Grabbing her by the back of her neck, I kissed her hard, loving how her body melted against me. With my other hand, I jerked her jeans down past her knees and gave her pale ass another slap.

      “Nghh!”

      Emily’s mother was like a woman possessed, as I spun her around and pushed into her wetness. Her ass slammed back into me, a guttural groan escaping her throat as she gripped the seat back with one hand and the door rest with the other. Throwing her hair over one shoulder, she watched me taking her from behind with eyes alight with an inner fire.

      The car’s roof made my position awkward, but I slipped a leg off the seat and had full access to the sexy woman’s ass and pussy. Big, round, and soft, her ass shook with every thrust, in time with Heather’s hisses of pleasure.

      The feel of her soft pussy was heavenly, but I managed to stave off my orgasm while the woman rode out a powerful one. Watching her body shake and massive breasts sway as she cried in pleasure was incredible, but nothing compared to pulling her up and taking those breasts in my hands.

      She was bent over the seat, face pressed into the headrest, as I took her with powerful strokes. Like a ragdoll, she flopped in my arms, but her fingers gripping my hips pulled on my harder still.

      “Yes! Fuck me, baby…. Oh….goooood… Never… cum like this…. Befooooore!”

      As her pussy gripped me again, I felt my own orgasm rise and sounded a warning.

      “I’m cumming,” growled, and the woman moaned in pleasure, her ass pushing back against me as I tried to pull out.

      “I want to feel it,” her nails dug into my arm as she pulled on me.

      I needed no more encouragement and, with a bellow of pleasure, unloaded within her. Heather’s eyes snapped open wide, and a sigh escaped her mouth as thick spurts of my cum flooded her pussy, and I felt her walls grip and shiver around me again as she came.

      Sinking onto the seats, we looked at one another and gave little laughs of shock. In the wake of my release I was left wondering if I’d just made a terrible mistake, but one look at the beatific grin on Mrs. Sullivan’s face and the shame faded.

      “Let me clean you off,” she purred, and I thought she was going to pull one of the baby wipes out of the box she had behind her seat, but she bent forward and inhaled my cum slick cock into her mouth.

      “Oh god,” I moaned, fingers slipping into her thick hair.

      Her lips kissed and sucked their way up and down my cock, while her tongue licked clean our juices while she mewled happily. It didn’t take long for my dick to rise into a stiff bar once more, but she pulled back with a sigh of disappointment.

      “You need to keep your strength up for tonight.” I nodded in agreement and shared her sigh of disappointment, but she grinned and pinched my cheek, her massive breasts swaying delightfully as she moved. “Take that fire into the game with you.”

      With a final wink and a brush of her lips on mine, she pulled her clothes back on. Things were quiet and awkward as we drove back to the restaurant, so she could drop me off at my car, and I wondered at it. Turning to watch Heather as she drove, I saw a tightness around her eyes that hadn’t been there earlier.

      “Is something wrong?” I asked, fearing she was regretting what we’d done, but she shook her head and painted a smile on her face.

      “No, nothing at all.”

      “Emily did that when she was hiding something that was upsetting her,” I said, and she flinched, and nodded.

      “We both do it.” she shook her head and gave a light sigh. “It isn’t honest, but it’s because I didn’t want to bother you with my own… issues.”
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      I raised an eyebrow and when she pulled into the restaurants parking lot she let out a deep breath and turned in her seat to face me.

      “Those two girls… in the photo…”

      “Nothing like that happened before Emily broke up with me,” I hastened to add.

      She gave a light chuckle and waved away my comments. “I never thought you were the type to cheat,” she reassured me. “No, I just… Who are they?”

      Now the tightness around her eyes made sense. I could read the hints of jealousy or possibly envy beneath the surface of her expression and thought about making up a lie, but thought better of it at the last moment and found myself admitting the truth.

      “It was my stepsister and her best friend,” I grimaced, waiting for her reaction but instead of approbation she snorted a laugh.

      “Your… really?”

      Still grimacing, I nodded and let out a sigh. “It just kinda… happened the other night,” when Heather’s eyebrows rose in shock, I waved my hands. “Only with her friend.”

      “Her friend is the slender one?” When I nodded, a knowing look entered her eyes and her smile softened. “But it’s your sister you want.”

      I opened my mouth to object, but once again I couldn’t lie to this sweet woman and closed it. She gave another chuckle and nodded.

      “Perhaps everything’s working out for the best, then. My Emily is a sweet girl, and beautiful. But that one,” her gaze fell to where my phone rested in my pocket. “I can see why you’re so smitten.”

      “I’m not smitten,” I laughed, but she just grinned and patted the back of my hand.

      “Thank you for this afternoon,” she said, her voice dropping, and fingers caressing my hand. “I didn’t expect… that… to happen. But I’m grateful I got to… be there for you.”

      “Anytime,” I grinned back, and she cocked an eyebrow.

      “Are you serious?”

      “Umm, yea.” I felt my cheeks heat. “It was kinda a dream come true for me too.”

      “Good,” she grinned. “And the offer still stands… if you want a company with your,” she flicked a hand at my phone. “Dates later.”

      My eyes widened, and she pulled away from me, her face turning redder than it had all afternoon. Grinning back, I climbed out of the car and turned to her before closing the door.

      “Expect a call later.”

      “Ok,” she whispered, unable to look back at me, but nipples hardening against the front of her loose blouse.

      I was on cloud nine as I climbed into the Camry. The entire afternoon had been a dream come true, and it had only happened because I’d thrown caution to the wind and went after what I wanted. It was a blueprint for how to live a happier life, but I was careful to caution myself about ways it could be taken too far.

      When I started up the Camry, I found a half dozen messages waiting for me. Most were ‘good luck’ messages. One was from my stepmom, though, wishing me luck and promising that Blaire’s house was an option if I wanted to relax after the game with her and her friends. There was nothing obscene in the message, but I could read between the lines.

      The text gave me ideas, and I found myself grinning like a fool as I drove to the stadium. Tonight would be the perfect chance to try out what I’d discovered that afternoon. But could I be as forthcoming with my mother as I had been with my ex’s mom? That would remain to be seen.

      The distractions faded as I pulled into the stadium, and my mind focused on the job at hand. I entered the facility an hour early and got to my warmups and stretches. The rest of the team filtered in, and we got taped up for the game. Before the coach came to talk with us, the school’s head of athletics stopped by to give us a pep talk. His words were limp, but the woman standing beside him had our all of our attention.

      With some of the biggest hair I’d ever seen, the woman was dripping in diamonds and platinum. Her old vintage Wildcat’s shirt looked like it had been tailored to her inflated proportions. From lips to tits, the woman had invested a fortune in her looks and, unlike most; the work had all paid off.

      She was stunning. From her highlighted hair to the heels clicking on the locker room floor. I wasn’t the only one staring at the MILF. The entire team was salivating, and the athletic directors’ words passed in one ear and out the other until he mentioned the woman.

      “And Tessa here will be on the lookout for special prospects. Her organization trains young men on financial and legal matters related to the game.” he beamed at the woman, but she barely acknowledged him or the coach as she scanned the team arrayed around the room.

      The woman seemed unaffected by our various states of dress until she spotted me in the back. Then I saw her lips part and a deep breath stretch the team’s logo across her unreal bosom. For a moment I thought she recognized me, because I certainly recognized the name, if not Sarah, within her mother's face, but her gaze continued its perusal of the team before she gave a final satisfied nod to the athletic director.

      “Good luck today, gentleman. You might think this is only a promotional game, but every game matters.” Her icy blue eyes swept the room once again. “Never forget that.”

      With those ominous words, the woman marched off, heels clicking on the pavement and large firm ass swaying hypnotically. The guys all grinned at one another as she left and a couple even sent whistles, but I noticed they were careful not to do it until the door had closed, hiding the culprits.

      “Now you’ve met Mrs. Hillfiger,” the coach said while clearing his throat. “I doubt any of you scrubs get the chance to talk to her again, but if you prove yourself a Heisman contender, she’ll pave your future roads on gold. Now let’s huddle up-.”

      As his words washed over me, I saw my shining prize in the heavens. It wasn’t Tessa Hillfiger, although I wouldn’t turn down a chance to roll with the gorgeous older woman.

      If I proved myself, Blaire and Sarah’s little fantasy of an agency could become reality. My sister’s dream of running her own company would be realized. Those thoughts, coupled with the fact I got to hit people soon, had me bouncing in place, eager to charge down the tunnel.
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      The first quarter was smash-mouth, with our opponents coming to prove to their boosters, fans, and each other that they were here to win. Their line proved as powerful as advertised, but the brutes had no technique. Their coaches pushing them to play through every injury.

      It was a simple thing to keep the defense before me and make sure our quarterback had time to throw. Unfortunately, our receivers didn’t have as much luck with their speedy opponents, and we were picked off twice with a touchdown scored on one of those possessions.

      We entered the half down by seven and I was distracted from coming down on myself by a cheer from the crowd. The high pitched voices screaming my name drew my attention and I couldn’t help but smile when I saw my mom, sister and their friends wearing bright red and gold Wildcats sweatshirts and waving pom-poms.

      I waved back and didn’t fail to catch Sarah and Blaire’s hand motions before disappearing into the locker room. Coach had a fiery speech for us, but it wasn’t his words that spark our embers.

      Our quarterback is a solid fellow, but he lacks the spark to ignite a man’s soul. Thank god our defensive line is a group of pitbulls on loose chains, and the O-line isn’t about the same. Calling them in, I started a chant that was picked up by the rest of the team and carried out onto the field. I wouldn’t call myself a leader, being a guy that rarely has something to say, but I try to lead by example and when the ball was pushed into our captain's hands, I stuck my finger into the quarterback’s chest.

      “When you scramble, find me,” I pinned him in place with a firm stare, the same I’d used with Mrs. Sullivan earlier in the day. “I’ll be open.”

      The senior opened his mouth to argue, but thought better of it and nodded back.

      “I don’t decide the calls…”

      My stare hardened and his words trailed off and I punched my finger into his chest again, making him stagger back two steps.

      “When you scramble, I’ll be open.”

      I didn’t wait to hear his response before the huddle. When the play was called and we walked to our positions, I saw the defensive backs reading our play and hand signaled to the QB. He proved himself a brighter spark than I’d assumed and audibled the play.

      When the ball was snapped, I lurched past the blitzing defender. Feet pounding seven, I cut towards the goal post, the hairs on my neck standing up. The ball was low, but a quick step and a lurch backwards saw it snatched into my hands. Then I hit a cornerback so hard he bounced off the turf as I thundered past, body so limp I feared a concussion.

      I couldn’t worry about that now. Nothing would stand in my way.

      A second and third defender cut towards me, but a twist of my hips juked the first, and a well-timed block by my teammate did for the second. Then I was in open field, with the defense falling back with every stride. I could feel the wind at my back, fueled by the thundering crowds, a sound louder than anything I could remember.

      Our team was overjoyed, but the coaches shouted that the game wasn’t won and pointed to the tie score once the extra point passed through the goal posts. Our defense put a stop to their charge down the field in the red zone, and we got the ball back on our ten.

      When I stepped into the huddle, all eyes were staring at me, and I frowned at the quarterback. He pointed to the clock, where there were less than thirty seconds left in the game, but it was third and seventeen and our coach had chosen to go for it.

      “You’re the only man who can get open tonight,” he pointed to the wide receivers. “You two are on blocking duty and James, you better get out of bounds after you catch it.”

      I grinned back and slapped my hands together with the rest of them. As I lined up a step to the side and behind our line, I could feel the electricity thrumming in that stadium. Every eye was on me, including the defenders who knew exactly where the ball was going to go. I could hear their coaches yelling my jersey number, warning their boys, but once the ball snapped, their words were wind, and so was I.

      The cornerback lined up across from me was their most athletic defensive player, but I blew past him with my third step, giving him a push-off to increase the gap. Then I angled out, following my route, and felt the hairs rise on the back of my neck.

      Craning my head back, I saw the ball flying towards me. Its arc was off, the ball wobbling precariously, but a sway of my torso backwards and a stretch of my arm brought it to my hand. Snatching the ball out of the air, I felt buoyed by the crowd’s roar.

      Four men stood between me and victory. The first had his ankles broken by a juke to the side, and the second followed the first, his fingers brushing my uniform as I raced past. The third took a solid block from my wide receiver and I sent a silent prayer of thanks to him. The fourth bore down on me, determined to get the tackle, but a stiff arm in his chest sent the smaller man reeling and I was past.

      The team piled atop me. Even though it wasn’t a regulation game, it was a good win and hard fought. As we streamed into the locker room, our fans lined the path cheering and waving us on. I spotted my sister and Sarah standing on either side of Tessa Hillfiger.

      The gorgeous older woman was staring at me the entire time, nodding along as the girls whispered in her ears. Two long red nails dragged down the side of her alabaster cheek before she flicked them at me, waving me over. I glanced up at our coach, standing outside the locker room door, and saw the man give a start of surprise before waving me over to the older woman and carefully turning his head away.
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      Now that I paid attention to it, our head coach wasn’t the only man who’d been staring at Tessa. Every coach and most of the parents and fans were either openly staring or casting surreptitious glances in the woman’s direction. I found it easy not to stare at the firm orbs thrusting against her vintage Wildcat’s shirt, or the expanse of smooth, tanned stomach showing beneath it, when Blaire was standing right beside her. The woman was gorgeous, and made certain that everyone noticed, but my sister was a rarer flower, with her golden hair, pale lips and those mocking eyes.

      “You were exceptional out there,” Tessa said as I drew close. “Your sister says you’re interested in capitalizing on your… talents. Is that true?”

      “I’m not opposed to making money, no,” I smiled easily, finding I had more confidence in speaking with the gorgeous MILF after my encounter that afternoon and with my mom’s friends than I would have had before. “Sarah says you might have an opportunity for me. Something about sunscreen?”

      “Yes…” the woman’s eyes traced the lines of my face, shoulders and came resting on my large hands, grimy with dirt, and taped for the game. “Yes, I think you might be perfect for what I need. And if you keep playing like that, we’ll find you plenty more opportunities to use your… unique gifts.”

      “Hmph,” I grunted in response and watched the last of my team stream behind me, their heads turning as their eyes remained locked on the three before me.

      “Indeed,” she grinned up at me, pale blue eyes sparkling with some suppressed emotion that made my heart beat a touch faster. “If I’m to believe my daughter,” she smiled fondly at Sarah, who beamed like the noonday sun with pride, “You’ve agreed to allow her to represent you, is that true?”

      “It is,” I nodded, earning a flash of a grin from Sarah and Blaire, the last one causing my stomach to do flip-flops.

      “Hmm,” Tessa nodded, her grin twisting ever so slightly. “You’re young and unknown in the market. My daughter is good enough for now, but you’ll need more competent representation if this becomes something serious.”

      “Mooom!” Sarah hissed back, her eyes cutting around to see who’d overheard as her cheek flushed.

      “I’m telling the truth, child,” Tessa frowned at her daughter, then turned back to me. “If that becomes necessary, then I know people with all the major agencies.”

      Blaire’s lips were curling downwards, but I kept my silence after she made a hand motion. Sarah’s eyes were burning with anger at her mom, but the older woman paid her no mind as she stepped forward and hooked her arm in mine, leading me up towards the locker room. A glance was all it took for my sister and her friend to fall back, and for me to earn the envy of every man and many of the women crowded outside.

      “Your sister wanted us to meet tomorrow and I couldn’t agree more,” Tessa purred, her long nails pressing into my wrist as she gripped my arm tightly against her firm bosom. “But lunch at the club is so trite these days… I have a personal chef friend who makes the most stunning risotto you’ve ever eaten.” her eyes flicked up and down me. “And you’re a young man who looks like he needs a lot of… food. Please tell me you’re free for dinner tomorrow. I promise you’ll enjoy yourself.”

      “Sounds great,” I said, smiling back and hiding the anxiety that crept into my guts.

      Dinner with the gorgeous older woman would be amazing, but what would my stepmom, or Blaire, say about it? I had some suspicion that my sister wouldn’t have much issue with it, but what about her friend?

      I didn’t want to do anything that would upset the sweetheart of a girl. For all of her attachment to material things, Sarah had proven herself to be a selfless friend to my sister and a generous lover. These thoughts were swirling around in my head when I stepped into the sour smelling room and the coach stopped me with a rough hand on my shoulder.

      “Good game out there, ten.” He looked over my shoulder, out the door, and I saw his eyes drop as he licked his lips, obviously following Tessa Hillfiger’s perfect rear as it walked away. “What did the booster have to say to you?”

      “Umm, that she wanted to take me to dinner tomorrow,” the man swore quietly under his breath. “Sorry, at her place. Is that wrong coach? Should I cancel it?”

      “Don’t you dare,” he growled, his fist gripping my jersey hard as he muttered under his breath, “Some fuckers get all the luck,” then said in a normal tone of voice. “You go and keep the woman happy. Within reason,” he eyed me again and shrugged. “Never heard of Tessa inviting a man over… You’re lucky, boy.”

      “You think its luck?” I asked, a cocky expression on my face as my eyebrow rose.

      Coaches face darkened, and I was smart enough to let him think he made me stumble when he pushed me away. If I’d let my cockiness carry me farther, and proved he couldn’t budge me, I’d have been doing laps until the roosters sounded.

      After pulling off my sweaty pads, I pulled on my street clothes and checked my phone. There was a message waiting from Blaire saying that she and Sarah were going to spend the evening with Sarah’s mom, trying to sell her on the idea of their agency. She wanted to make sure I had plans for the night and wouldn’t end up back at home mopping about my ex.

      Before responding, I sent a message to my stepmom, asking what her plans for the night were. She responded back instantly, which told me she’d been waiting for my message.

      

      Mom: I’m free! Do you want to grab something to eat? Or maybe a massage for those sore muscles ;)

      Me: What do you think about hanging out with Heather Sullivan, Emily’s mom? I ran into her today

      

      There was a pause for several seconds before her response came back, and I saw the three dots appear and disappear several times before it did.

      

      Mom: Are you getting back together with Emily?

      Me: No! She just wanted to make sure I was doing ok after the breakup. If you don’t want to, I can go over to her condo by myself.

      Mom: Don’t be silly! That’s sweet of her. I’d love to hang out with you two tonight. Is she here at the game?
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      I sent a description and a moment later, mom messaged that she’d found her in the crowd. To say my nerves were jangling knowing that the pair were talking about me was an understatement, but I was determined to put my theory to the test. This afternoon’s encounter, and what I’d seen in those previous had primed me for tonight. Or so I hoped.

      Coach wanted to talk with me after the team was released, making sure I knew there would be extra practices coming for me. He would be bringing in a friend of his that coached for several teams in the pros. His specialty was defense, but the man knew more about my role than any of the staff we had.

      “I’ll be lucky if you aren’t recruited out of this place before the season’s over,” he grumbled. “Just make sure to keep your head on straight, kid. It’s going to be a wild ride for you the next few years. Hell, maybe the next few decades if you’re that good.” And his grimace turned into a grudging smile as he ended with. “Honestly, if that woman thinks you are, you’re probably a hall of famer.”

      “Should I be concerned about Tessa Hillfiger?” I asked with genuine worry. It was one thing to feel confident on the field, or with women I knew, but one look at Sarah’s mom and it was clear she swam in different waters. Waters filled with sharks, and she one of them.

      “Hmph,” the man gave a dry snort and nodded. “If you’re asking, then you’re smart enough to be wary.” Then he shook his head, “The woman took an interest in one other player. Decades ago. You remember Bryson Downing?”

      “Yea,” I said, with a nod, “He was Rookie of the Year before he got hurt his second season… Detroit, right?”

      Coach nodded and sat forward.

      “Kid came to me green as seagrass, but she took him under her wing. Had him groomed for media and trained by the best,” he shrugged. “That hip injury was a tragedy and a fluke. If not for that, Tessa would be in an owner’s box somewhere. If she’s serious about you, you could do worse than listen to her.”

      He cleared his throat and sat back; arms crossed.

      “Listen to your coaching staff first, though. Go on, get out of here and have yourself some fun… not too much fun though.” his eyes sparkled with mirth as I cut out of there as fast as I could.

      Coach is a good man, if simplistic in his approach to the game. A more dynamic offense would have been fun for everyone on the team, but his insistence on fundamentals and academics was a better model for the young men.

      The crowd was thin when I emerged from the locker room with my bag over one shoulder. The pads weren’t much weight, but their bulk added to my own made navigating doorways a challenge. I was pulling them through the swinging steel door when I spotted my stepmom and Mrs. Sullivan.

      They were conversing near the parking lot, their demeanor awkward. I’d hoped they would have found common ground, but from my mom’s stiff posture, and Mrs. Sullivan’s slumped shoulders, there was still bad blood there. When I approached, they both pasted smiles on their faces, but I could see the tension around the corners of their eyes and in the way they stood away from one another.

      “You were incredible, James!” Mom beamed, stepping forward and folding me in a warm hug.

      She pulled back before it lingered overlong, but I didn’t fail to notice the supple curves of her body beneath the long dress she wore. The tight sweater that covered her top from the night’s chill did little to hide the large swell of her bosom and I noticed the last couple players cast hungry stares back at her before climbing into cars.

      “I’ve never seen someone command an arena like that,” Mrs. Sullivan said with a breathless grin. “Your mom’s right, you were incredible. Everyone sitting around me couldn’t stop talking about you after that catch. They say you’re going to carry the team to the bowl game!”

      My mom couldn’t hide her pride as she hooked an arm in mine and drew me forward, careful to avoid the other woman as she led me to the parking lot.

      “What did you have in mind for tonight? I was thinking a nice meal, maybe even a cold beer for the hero,” she winked up at me. “And a long soak in the tub to ease these sore muscles. What do you say?”

      “That all sounds perfect,” I said. “Mrs. Sullivan, does that sounds good to you?”

      “Please, call me Heather,” she blushed and avoided looking at my mom, whose lips had compressed into a firm line. “And I wouldn’t want to intrude… but I’d love to pick up where we left off… after lunch.”

      “I want to hear more about this lunch.” Mom’s frown faded when I grinned at her and she rolled her eyes. “I guess we can make it a,” her words trailed off, and I felt my lips curl into a hungry grin when I realized what she’d been about to say.

      Mom’s cheeks colored, and she looked across me at Mrs. Sullivan, taking the elegantly dressed woman in from head to toe. She didn’t seem to object to what she saw and when she glanced back up at me; her blush deepened, but she held my gaze steadily.

      “You really are growing up before my eyes,” she breathed, resting one hand on my cheek. Her eyes sparkled and a fire hovered behind them, the flames searing me when she pulled me down for a fierce kiss. For a second her tongue snaked into my mouth, the sight and sound imperceptible to others in the parking lot but not to Mrs. Sullivan standing beside us. Pulling back after the brief but fiery kiss, she flashed an impish grin at the other woman.

      “I’m looking forward to an interesting evening.”

      “Me… me too,” Heather’s eyes were wide as they stared at my stepmom, but when they glanced back at me they softened and I saw a similar fire enter hers. “My daughter’s choices made you suffer. I hope mine can bring you some measure of… comfort.”

      “We’ll see,” my mom purred before I could answer, stepping close to the other woman who stiffened but didn’t retreat. “We’ll see just how penitent you can be.”
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      I was licking my lips, watching the pair face off with one another. Erika’s mom was a less outgoing and forceful woman than my mother, but I’d sensed steel in the woman. More importantly, I’d sensed the desire in her to be pushed outside of her comfort zone. To explore her sexuality before it departed her for good and, being older and wiser, saw the opportunity her daughter had thrown away.

      It was my stepmom that made me nervous as I climbed behind the wheel of my Camry and followed her home. The shadow of jealousy that had crossed her face was one I didn’t want to grow into something real, and it would be a delicate balance to weight that against the experience I knew she was craving.

      I’d seen it in her eyes the other night. The taboo desire I’d been feeling myself, but the barriers of society kept her from acting and she’d been worried about hurting me. At least, that was my guess.

      I’d come to my own mind about this and knew I couldn’t live without knowing her love as fully as possible, and also that she couldn’t come to me on her own. It would only be with the license granted by another that she would finally cross that final line. A line I needed her to cross with eager abandon.

      When I stepped out of the Camry outside our house, my hands were shaking and didn’t stop even when I held the door open for Heather. She ducked her head in thanks and darted inside, hands clasped on her purse before her waist, and eyes darting around the darkened house.

      “I’ll be down in a minute!” Mom called from upstairs, where the light was on, “James, put on a pot of water for pasta, please?”

      “Will do,” I called back, dropping my bag of gear near the laundry room.

      “Your house is beautiful,” Heather said, ducking her head into the living and dining room and glancing around with a critical eye. It was when she stepped into the kitchen that she beamed in wonder. “Magnificent! Is this island solid marble?”

      “Maybe?” I said, vaguely remembering my mom explaining where it had been sourced from. “It came from Italy.”

      “It’s marble then,” she nodded, running a hand over the cold surface with a smile of wonder.

      “My mom designed the place,” I said, waving around at the surrounding house. “Real estate and house design is kind of her thing.”

      “I’m a fan,” she nodded, pointing to an open bottle of wine sitting on the counter near the fridge. “Is it ok is I…? I’ve never done anything like this before.”

      Her blush returned in an instant. I saw her regret saying anything, but my laugh relaxed her cringe and I pulled down a pair of glasses.

      “Mom will want one too,” I winked back, then stepped close as I handed her the glass.

      When Heather reached out for it, I pulled it towards me, causing her to step so close her sweater clad breasts brushed against my chest.

      “Thank you,” she breathed back, accepting the glass with a warm smile as spots appeared on her cheeks. “For the glass, and for letting me join you tonight.”

      “Are you ready for what’s going to happen?” I asked with a cocked eyebrow and the older woman drew in a shuddering breath as she nodded, raising the glass to down nearly half its contents in a single gulp.

      “After this afternoon, I’m ready for anything, James… anything.”

      I felt more than heard the presence in the doorway to the kitchen and turned to find my mom standing there. There was a smile tugging up one corner of her lips, but I couldn’t read the expression behind her eyes as she stepped into the room, nor was I able to focus on it when I took in the silky robe covering her.

      Belted around the middle, the robe hung loose at the top, the inner edges just barely covering my mother's massive breasts. The inner slopes of which swayed delightfully back and forth before the fabric came together near her navel. Shorter than any robe I’d seen on her before, I knew this was new, because her legs were naked from mid-thigh down.

      “If you’d like to change into something more comfortable,” mom waved down at the silky black robe hiding her most tender bits. “I have another robe. Only if you’re comfortable, though.”

      Something seemed to pass between the women in that glance, and I felt Mrs. Sullivan stiffen and watched her give a firm nod.

      “Is it in white?”

      Mom’s eyes lit with an inner fire as she nodded, swaying into the kitchen to grab a glass of wine.

      “I think it will set off that dark hair perfectly. Why don’t you change? I would like to speak with my son in private for a moment.”

      Heather looked from her to me and gave a quick nod. The fire I saw in my ex’s mother’s eyes was kin to what I’d seen on my own and I had to shift in place to keep the stiffness from aching as my pants grew tight. I felt like a young boy who was about to be scolded when the dark-haired woman skipped upstairs, but my mom said nothing as she walked to the fridge and pulled out a beer. Cracking the top, she stepped close and handed it up to me.

      “I think you’ve earned this.” there was a weight to her words and in knew she was talking about more than the beer she pushed into my hands. “But be careful you don’t break a heart in a foolish attempt to heal your own.”

      “You think Mrs. Sullivan…”

      Her smile softened, and she rested a warm hand on my chest, the robe tantalizing me as its inner edge swung apart, never fully revealing the treasures within.

      “You’re an easy young man to become infatuated with.”

      “I’ll remember that.” and I reached up to run my thumb under her chin, tilting her head up so I could stare into those beautiful eyes.

      A storm of emotions swept between us in that look, and I found myself leaning down, lips brushing hers before I jerked upright. Mom stood there trembling, but there wasn’t shock or outrage on her face. Her lips were wet and pushed out, her chest rising and falling as ragged breaths escaped her mouth and I saw what I wanted to in her eyes.

      It was a question.

      I saw the thought pass through her, wondering if I could take charge like the moment called for, or if we would stumble through an awkward sophomoric night. Her worry reflected my own enough that I lost a sliver of my confidence until I heard the careful creak of feet on the stairs and turned, hooking my arm behind my mother’s lower back as Mrs. Sullivan stepped into the room.

      The woman had taken a moment to brush out her dark hair, making it gleam under the lights and look almost as silky as her robe. The white garment clung to her body, revealing as much, if not more than my mothers. With hips noticeably wider, and a bust that hung lower, the small robe didn’t hide the inner edges of her nipples or the bottom curve of her large, soft ass.

      Tugging at the robe, Heather’s face turned scarlet as she stepped into the bright lights of the kitchen. I felt my mom’s heart go out to the woman, and she stepped away from me with a warm smile, picking up the glass she’d set down and pushing it into the other woman’s hands.

      “Let’s get something warm in that stomach. Do you like bucatini?”

      “I love it,” Heather beamed, flashing a bright smile at my mother’s welcoming grin.

      “James, get the pasta started and cut me up some shallots,” she winked at Heather. “He might grumble, but he’s an excellent sous chef.”
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      I didn’t grumble this time. Not much, at least. The women chatted over their glasses of wine. At first it was small talk about their jobs, ex-husbands, and their shared love for Pearl Jam. But before I’d finished dicing shallots, they were digging into the problems of being single moms.

      “And now she’s running away from me,” Heather said, shaking her head.

      “It might feel that way,” mom said with a shrug. “But kids have to go off and sprout their own wings. We all do impulsive things at that age, and it might be better for her in the long run, to be away from the support system she’s had all her life. Character building.”

      “The girl could use it,” Erika’s mom said with a snort of amusement. “What’s your secret?”

      “I wish I knew,” mom said, smiling up at me when she caught me watching over my shoulder. “James was my rock from the start. After his father left, he was there for me… never a burden. I wouldn’t have made it, if not for him. Especially not with his sister,” she laughed.

      I let her step in and start cooking while she talked about the early years, when Blaire had been a trial and life had been difficult in the house. We’d made it through, but I’d never realized how much she’d leaned on me in her mind. To me, it had been comforting to be needed, but her guilt had persisted for years.

      “Until I realized the truth,” she said, turning from straining the pasta to flash me a smile. “That I’ve grown with you, James, and whatever happens in the future, we’ll get through it if we have each other.”

      “That’s beautiful,” Mrs. Sullivan said, brushing a tear from her cheek and sniffling as she looked from me to my stepmom. “Oh, now you have to kiss her.”

      I couldn’t hide my smile as I stepped forward, nor could I ignore the heat that had entered my mother’s eyes as I pulled her within the circle of my arms.

      “I mean it, James… I love you more than anything.”

      “I love you too, mom.”

      Her bottom lip was trembling, and I saw fear mixed with the storm of desire in her eyes. But nothing would have kept us from each other at that moment. When her lips met mine, I registered her moan of pleasure far off, but my attention was locked to the soft sensation of her lips on mine, and the fiery tongue that came sliding into my mouth.

      My hands slid down the silky robe, caressing her narrow waist and the firm swell of her backside as I leaned forward. Mom bent back before me, her body contorted along mine, one leg rising alongside mine, the heel digging into my calf. The nerves I’d been feeling a moment before were gone, replaced by a hunger I couldn’t ignore.

      When we broke off the kiss, our chests heaving, I was only dimly aware of my surroundings. My heart thudded in my chest and the hairs stood up on the back of my arm as we stared into each other’s eyes.

      “I think I shouldn’t be here,” the nervous words jerked my head around and I remembered Mrs. Sullivan with a flush of embarrassment.

      The woman’s arms were crossed beneath her large bust, the glass of wine forgotten in one hand as she stared at the pair of us. Her expression was embarrassed to have witnessed such an intimate moment, and also afire with curiosity about where things were headed.

      “You two have a good night-.”

      Heather set her glass down and, with a nervous shrug, turned to go, but my mom slipped out of my arms and stopped her with a hand on her shoulder.

      “I would like it if you stayed,” mom cast a shy smile back at me. “This is all strange enough, but I’d feel terrible if you left now.” She turned back to Heather and encased the woman’s hands in her own. “You care for my son, and that means everything to me. Stay… if you’d like… I think we can have fun getting to know one another.”

      Mrs. Sullivan glanced from my mom to me, nervously, but I saw the hunger deep in her eyes that had never left her and she nodded, not trusting herself to speak. Then my mom did something that shocked Heather and I. Pulling the woman close, she didn’t hug her, like Mrs. Sullivan thought, but pressed her soft lips to hers.
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      Emily’s mother jerked upright, arms stiffening, but she didn’t pull back from the kiss and after a moment I saw her wide-open eyes soften, then the lids flutter closed as she moaned into the kiss. The wet sound of tongues sliding together had me so hard I ached and there was an obscene tent in my pants.

      After a few seconds, my mom pulled away and pushed an errant lock of hair from Heather’s face. The other woman blushed and glanced down shyly. But I didn’t fail to see her fingers digging into my mother’s hips as she held her close.

      “See?” Mom winked up at her, then glanced back at me with heavy-lidded eyes and pulled Heather alongside her. “And see what else we get to enjoy tonight?”

      “Nghh,” the older woman let out a guttural growl of desire, earning herself a chortle of amusement from my mom, who stepped forward to take my hand in her free one. “Let’s go before we all lose our nerve.”

      Flipping off the stove, I let her drag me along in her wake. The women were giggling like schoolgirls, the belts of their robes slipping free by each other’s hands before they’d reached the bedroom. When I stepped in after them, the pair turned back to face me and with mischievous smiles, let the inner folds of their robes flutter open.

      I froze like a deer in headlights when I finally saw their naked bodies. My stepmom was taller and more slender, while Mrs. Sullivan had wider hips and heavier breasts, but both were even sexier than they were in my fantasies.

      “Well, big boy,” mom grinned at me. “You got us here… Now, what did you have in mind?”

      “I think I’ll take that massage now,” I said, enjoying the flash of enjoyment that crossed both women’s features.

      Mom laid a clean sheet down on her bed and got out a bottle of massage oil while I lay down. Heather sat nervously on the edge of the bed, watching me pull my shirt and pants off with round eyes, her chest heaving as more and more of my body was revealed.

      When I lay upon the bed, stomach down, I felt more than saw the pair share a conspiratorial glance across my back. The bed shifted as they knelt upon it. Then I heard twin indrawn breaths before their cool, oil slick hands pressed into the sore muscles of my back.

      I groaned in pleasure as they began working their hands across my shoulders. Mine weren’t the only sounds being made. I could hear both mom and Heather’s heavy breathing as well as the occasional low moan from them. It wasn’t the sounds they made that turned me on, as much as the way they both shuffled closer and closer, their silky robes tickling my skin as their hands massaged me.

      “Oh, sorry,” I heard Mrs. Sullivan say, only for their hands to pause on my back, and when I glanced back over my shoulder, I saw their cheeks were brushing one another.

      Mom turned to kiss the other woman, but only a brush of her lips on hers, before glancing down to see me spying. Lips pursing, she pushed my face back down and slapped the back of my thigh.

      “Head down, mister. We’re not done with you.”

      I groaned in pleasure as their hands continued their work. Before they’d been focused on my aching muscles, but after the kiss and the hot stares passed between them and me, the mood changed. Their hands explored more and more of my body, reaching down to work my thighs, their fingers working in time as they moved higher and higher up my inner thighs.

      When a pair of fingers reached beneath my boxer briefs and brushed my stiffness, I gave a little jerk and the women let out amused giggles. Turning my head around, I found their cheeks pressed together as they watched me, a shy smile on Heather’s face and my mom’s tense, her cheeks flush.

      Licking my lips, I rolled over and reaching down, pushed my underwear off and flung them off the bed. The women weren’t expecting that and stared at my throbbing cock as it rose before them with small gasps, mom clutching at her chest with one hand, the other steadying her on the mattress, while Mrs. Sullivan grasped my stiffness in both oil slick hands.

      I watched my stepmom carefully, knowing I was pushing the boundaries with her, but guessing this was what she needed. To be pushed. Her eyes locked onto Heather’s hands, and I read envy cross her features, followed rapidly by shame, but that froze when I reached out and, taking her hand, guided it to my stiffness.

      “You aren’t done with the massage,” I said.

      It was Heather who guided my mom the last few inches. Releasing me, she reached out and drew her hands onto me. The women shared a smile. My mom’s tremulous and Mrs. Sullivan’s elated, and then it was my turn to groan as their fingers interlocked and the tight, slick heaven of their hands caressed me from root to tip.

      “Just like that,” I groaned, my eyes glued to their large breasts, shaking to and fro as they stroked me in tandem.

      The women saw where my eyes were glued and flashing each other smiles with growing comfort, shrugged the robes wide, giving me an unobstructed view of their breasts. Heather’s were pale, the tan line of her bikini showing stark against the skin, while my mom’s were pale and heavy.

      My groan grew louder and their hands increased their pace but I slowed them by placing my larger hand over theirs. Their cheeks were flush, and neither wanted to stop, both eager to see me blow, but I had other ideas.

      “It’s your turn, mom.”

      Her pale breasts turned a startling shade of pink as she lay between us. She hesitated when I pulled the silk robe off her, then rolled onto her stomach and flashed me an impish grin.

      “You get me to do the wildest things,” she husked.

      “I thought it was Julie and Cheryl that did that? I know my threesome with them was wild enough.” I flashed her a wink, and she rolled over to hide her blushing face.

      “What’s this?” Mrs. Sullivan asked, a hint of envy entering her voice.
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      As I described my night after the break-up and what my mom and her friends had done to take my mind off the heartache, the firmness around the edge of Heather’s eyes softened. I noticed after that mine weren’t the only hands taking care to tease and work her more sensitive places.

      Laid between us and slick with oil, my cock was throbbing as I ran my hand up and down my naked stepmother’s body. The tension in the air was palpable, and it only ratcheted up whenever my fingers brushed the soft sides of her breasts, or worked into the firm muscles of her rear and thighs.

      When I brushed my fingers along her inner thighs, mom let out a moan and I saw Heather’s lips curl upwards as she nodded to me, her own hands sliding down my mom’s back. Thighs parted as my fingers slid upwards, and then Heather was pushing my hand, and wetness coated my digits as a sharp cry of pleasure escaped my mom, her back stiffening before her body sagged down into the bed.

      “Mhmm,” she purred, twisting beneath us like a cat as she rolled around. “That was… relaxing.”

      Her fingers pulled my chin forward into a kiss, then her head turned, and Mrs. Sullivan was there. When the women kissed, all hesitation was gone, and I saw their tongues slide together as a sigh of pleasure escaped their throats. Hands wandered, and the momentum was on the edge of carrying us away with it, but I resisted it and pulled my ex’s mother’s lips away from mine and stared into her pale blue eyes.

      “Your turn, darlin.”

      Her pupils flared, and I felt the hand that had found its way to my cock flex, the grip growing almost painful before she released me and flipped around on the bed. Gone was the shy woman from earlier as Heather tossed her dark hair over one shoulder and lay down. She didn’t bother lying on her stomach and stared up at me and my mother with a ready grin, legs slightly parted as she waited for our touch.

      My stepmom grinned at and portioning out oil, began at the other woman’s foot, and nodded for me to do the same. Heather trembled as we massaged our way up her body, whimpering when we bypassed her sex and each took a large breast, suckling and kissing her firm nipples.

      Heather’s breasts were soft and supple and her nipples sensitive. The woman shivered as we feasted on her flesh, my eyes straying again and again to my stepmom. The sight of her licking and sucking the other’s woman was crazy hot, but then her hand slipped atop mine and guided it between Mrs. Sullivan’s thighs.

      “Oh god,” the woman moaned, her fingers lacing in my hair and pulling my lips to hers.

      Our tongues slid along one another’s as my fingers slid around her clit, running over it in steady strokes. I could feel my mom’s fingers driving into the woman, and then her lips were there, joining in with ours as the three of us shared in the moment.

      It only took a few moments for Heather to reach her peak, her kisses growing strained and gasps escaping her mouth. Then her body was shaking against ours. Sagging back into the sheets, she pushed our hands away from her over sensitive sex and glanced from me to my mom.

      No words were said, as I pulled the woman who had cared for me for so many years across Mrs. Sullivan’s prone body. Curling her in my arms, I kissed her with gentle tenderness, eyes wide as I watched the beatific smile stretch her lips.

      “I’ve wanted this for so long…”

      “Me too,” I breathed back.

      Then her hand was upon me, stroking and pulling me with gentle insistence between her thighs. Her strong legs curled around mine, pulling me close, and I felt the heat of her upon the head of my cock. Hovering there for a moment, I watched her face carefully, but mom’s nails dug into my hip as she pushed herself up and onto me, a gasp of pleasure escaping her when the head entered her heat.

      “Please, baby… I need this… oh, god fuck me…. Yessss!”

      With inexorable slowness, I sank into her welcoming pussy. I’d never felt a heat so hot, or a tightness so soft and supple. Her arms curled around my back, pulling me close to her breast as her breath hissed in my ear. Her words coaxing me on as she pulled me into her again and again, urging me to fuck her harder.

      “So… big… my beautiful boy, fuck me!”

      “You feel sooo good… oh god, mom,” I breathed into her lips, then her hands were upon the sides of my head, pulling me into a passionate kiss as I gripped her ass and fucked her with long, deep strokes.

      “Call me that again,” she hissed into my ear, her pussy soaked and giving off loud squishing sound with every deep thrust.

      “Mom… I’m going to… oh god, mom!”

      Her grunts of pleasure were almost inhumane and her body was tight as a stretched wire beneath me, her heels pulling at my thighs. Seconds before my own orgasm hit, her pussy grew firm around my cock, the walls milking it with an involuntary flex that sent me over the edge. The world fading into whiteness.
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      When I came back to myself, I found my mom gasping beneath me; her nails digging into my back as my own did her ass. Releasing her, my cock throbbed, and her eyes snapped open, her hips gyrating beneath me in a way that had my too sensitive dick aching to fuck her again.

      “Lay back baby… you aren’t done yet,” she winked at repeating my words from earlier and I fell onto my back to find Mrs. Sullivan kneeling at the foot of the bed.

      The MILF was sitting up, her massive breasts pushed in together as she worked her sex with both hands. She’d had a direct view of my dick driving in and out of my stepmom and instead of shying away, she’d gotten off, based on the flush to her cheeks and vagueness of her expression.

      It only took a nod from my mother and the woman fell upon my cum-slick cock. Her eyes were locked on my face, watching the pleasure wash over me as her tongue ran along the underside from root to tip. Swirling the head, she took me in her mouth and attempted to deep-throat me. Only managing half, she glanced over to my mom who was lounging beside us and shifted to the side, making room.

      With a wicked grin, mom leaned forward and pressed her lips to my sensitive balls, grinning when I let out another hiss of pleasure. The pair worked me over, sharing my dick back and forth between their lips and tongues. Whenever their tongues would touch, they would take the chance to make out around my dick, while I ran my hands over their hanging breasts, enjoying the weight and little mewls the women would let out when I found their nipples.

      When I was throbbing and stiff, I pulled Mrs. Sullivan atop me, and the woman shuffled her hip forward until my cock pressed against her lips. Thick hair tousled around her beautiful face, she rocked gently, taking my dick in centimeters at a time. It was a drawn out experience, made all the more so by my mom’s nails that dragged over my naked skin, and her lips on mine and my neck.

      Eventually my cock filled her tiny pussy, and the MILF let out a startled gasp when I pushed against the back of her. Falling forward, hands resting on my chest, her massive breasts squeezed in around my face.

      That was the last of the teasing I could endure. Taking a firm grip on her wide hips, I pulled out and drove back into her. Heather let out a sharp cry of pleasure, her nails digging into my shoulders, but she was a submissive thing atop me, eager to let me fuck up into her and take my pleasure.

      Mrs. Sullivan was a blubbering mess in no time, and I flipped her over. Her vacant eyed look around thought she was free until I pushed her face into the pillows and a grunt of desire escaped her.

      “Fuck me like a dog,” the conservative mother growled, her wide ass shaking as I gave it a hard spank.

      “Do it, baby,” mom purred into my ear as I slipped behind Heather, her hands running down the other woman’s back, nails trailing lines that sent shivers all throughout the older woman’s body. “Fuck her like a whore.”

      “Nghh… nghh… nghhyesshh!”

      I took the women’s suggestion to heart and, sliding my fingers into the crook of Heather’s hips, slammed forward into her. Letting loose the restraints I kept myself in check with, the bed was rocking so hard I wondered, with a stray thought, if it might break.

      My mom didn’t seem to care about the wood creaking or the posts thumping into the walls. She pulled Mrs. Sullivan’s face up to hers, kissing the other woman with passion as her hands cupped her large breasts. The sight of the women making out would have been enough to send me over the edge in a few seconds, but Heather must have sensed my impending orgasm.

      “Cum on our faces,” she husked into my mother’s lips, her own spreading into a hungry grin.

      “Yes,” my mom purred, her smile matching the other woman’s.

      They whipped around, falling onto their backs side by side. They reached up to stroke me off, but I pressed the slick head down and with a happy purr, my mom’s lips wrapped around it.

      “Fuck,” I groaned, fucking her throat with two thrusts before pulling out and pushing into Heather’s mouth right beside it.

      Their eyes were afire with lust, and I couldn’t hold back after a few more thrusts. When I pulled back and reached down to stroke myself off, their hands were there, and my body jerked as the pleasure washed through me. I nearly fell over onto them as they kept stroking me, carrying the pleasure out to the last moment before I had to jerk out of their grasp.

      The women curled into one another, making out with cum coating their lips, chins, and breasts. They didn’t stop there, hands massaging the cum into each other’s skin, they were soon licking it off breasts, their tongues trailing even further south.

      The three of us retired to the bathroom after and washed off the oil. That was our plan. Once we were beneath the hot, steamy waters, the plan went out the window. The women dropped to their knees, once more sucking me together. Then I took each against the cold tile wall, slipping into their tight asses with careful slowness while they made out with the other.

      Heather was first, pulling my dick into her tightest hole without warning. When I felt her virginal tightness grip me, I gasped in pleasure and struggled not to drive the rest of the way in. My mom stared at my dick, sliding into the woman’s ass with awe, then drained slick soap all over the place we were joined.

      I came three more times that night. Once in each of their asses and the last time after a luxurious double-blowjob before we crashed. Dinner sat cold on the counters, but I didn’t mind as I fell to sleep once more with two beautiful older women beside me.

      It pays to go after what you want. As I faded into dreamland, my thoughts drifted to the woman I wanted more than any other and a smile formed on my lips as I decided to do what I’d been dreaming about for years.

      

      To Be Continued…
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