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It wasn’t unusual to see AJ on the front stoop of the apartment building, but it was unusual for him to look so glum. He was always a bright, cheerful young man, life having not worn down his nineteen-year-old enthusiasm yet. Usually he would have waved and called out hello, but not that day. He seemed to not even notice Camille as she approached.



There was one other reason his appearance on the stoop was so strange. It was snowing. Not just a little bit, but a full-blown snowstorm threatening to shut down the city. Already they had over two inches in just a few hours there in New Bainbridge and the weather reports were saying it could be a foot more before the end of the week. AJ looked as if he’d been out in it since the snow first started to fall. If it wasn’t for his occasional movement, he might have been a snow-covered statue.



“AJ, are you okay?” Camille asked.



The young man started as if he’d just noticed her, and maybe he had. His eyes had been lost and transfixed on a spot in the center of the parking lot or the street beyond.



“Oh, hey, Ms. Sainz.”



“Hello,” she said. And with the clarity of thirty-five years on this planet, she got it almost instantly. “Oh no. Nora?”



He shivered and nodded. “I got out of a class early so I thought I’d surprise her at work with a cake pop and… I saw her kissing another guy.”



“Oh honey,” Camille said. “Come inside. Come get warm.”



“I broke up with her. She’s supposed to come by and get her stuff. I was waiting for… I was waiting.”



She came up the concrete steps and took his arm. It was impossible not to notice the hard muscle underneath the coat. AJ had a layer of softness to him that gave him a youthful appeal, but his physique under the softness was nothing short of mouthwatering. His short, bulldoggish stature served him well on the football field at the local college as a linebacker, and that ass looked awfully yummy in his uniform. He was handsome too, with a warm, honest face and a flattop haircut that was immensely likable and seemed to suit him where anyone else would look like an idiot with it.



AJ let himself be led into the building, and they took a moment to stamp snow off their shoes. As she dug out her key to check her mail, Camille said, “She’s an idiot for not seeing what she had. You’re a handsome young man and you’ve got a good career plan ahead of you.” That was true enough. As she understood it from Nora’s complaining, AJ did not exactly get the best grades at college, but he was going into physical therapy and that was a solid enough career path to take.



“Thanks,” AJ said, but his wounds weren’t going to heal so easily, not with platitudes that, while well-intended, were about as plastic as her credit cards. He was already looking back towards the door, an expression of such sweet sorrow on his face that it broke her heart.



“Tell you what. You want to wait for her, that’s fine. But you’re not doing it outside. I can hear you both come in and out from my apartment. Wait at my place, I’ll make you a cup of coffee or tea to warm you up, and when she comes back, you can go give her a piece of your mind.”



“I don’t want to fight with her. I just want… for today to have never happened.”



“Come upstairs. Tell me about it.”



Camille wasn’t sure AJ would until he started trudging after her. His apartment with his now ex-girlfriend was on the second floor, Camille’s the third directly above them. The apartment complex was nice enough, kept clean and generally problem-free. In fact, the most “problematic” thing to have happened to Camille in months was her young neighbors downstairs and their often noisy and enthusiastic nighttime antics, not that she minded much – or at all. They were often a source of fun fantasies for her, and once, a lover of her own took their noisy sex as a challenge, trying to keep time with the rhythmic thumping and cries of passion from downstairs. He didn’t outlast AJ, but then again, AJ was nearly half his age, sixteen years younger than she was.



And legal
 , her mind whispered both then and now as she led him down the hallway to her apartment.
 Single now too. And isn’t that a shame?



Like most the other apartments in the building, Camille’s had two bedrooms, more than what she needed for herself, but she liked having a spare bedroom ready for the rarer and rarer occasions when her two daughters visited. Over the course of five years at the apartment complex, she made the space a home, with stylish handcrafted bookshelves bought from a vendor she met at a craft fair, four hanging plants near her patio door, a couch fit for a queen, and a small exercise nook with light dumbbells, a yoga mat, and an exercise bike. She took pride in still being terrifically fit, and clocked more hours on the bike than the couch.



“Let me take your coat,” she said, and he shrugged out of his parka. She hung it inside a small closet by the door, followed by her own overcoat. When she turned back, AJ quickly glanced away. He’d been staring at her butt in her black slacks. That pleased her. She knew how good her ass looked in the too-tight pants, especially with her big gaudy belt, but it was always nice to know she could still draw the eye of young men, especially ones as yummy as AJ.



“Take off your shoes and come sit down.”



AJ did, and she bent to do the same thing. It was unnecessary. Her snow boots were loose enough she could have simply wiggled them free, but she was feeling a little flirtatious and wanted to give him a nice view again.



“You know,” Camille said, straightening up and giving him a look over her shoulder, “if you’re going to stare at it, you could at least compliment me on it.”



“Um. Stare at what?”



She grinned for a response, knowing she’d caught him again, and headed for the kitchen. “Coffee or tea? Or maybe hot cocoa?”



“I’d take a cup of coffee. Thanks, Ms. Sainz.”



“Camille, please. I should have told you that weeks ago. Sugar? Creamer?”



“A little creamer.”



When she reemerged with two cups of coffee, he was seated on her couch, his phone in hand. She set the mugs down on coasters on her coffee table and sat next to him, putting a hand on his knee.



“AJ.”



“Yeah?” he asked, looking up from his phone.



“You broke up with her for a reason. She kissed another man.”



“She… she told me she did more than kiss him. She slept with him.”



“Is that something you can tolerate?”



He sighed. “No. It makes me feel…”



“Used. Betrayed.”



“Yeah. That’s it.”



She nodded and squeezed his knee. “I’ve been there. A few times. My ex-husband cheated on me and it broke my heart. He promised me it was a one-time thing, and I believed him.”



“And he cheated again?” AJ said, putting his phone away and reaching for his own cup of coffee.



“Yes. That’s the thing. Sometimes people make a mistake, and they’ll spend the rest of their lives trying to make up for it. I’m not excusing them, but I think there are cheaters out there who regret what they’ve done, who are capable of changing. And then there are people who see that you’ll tolerate the cheating and realize they can use you. That was my husband. It’s up to you to decide which type of person you think Nora is.”



“What do you think?”



Camille smiled faintly. “Oh no. Sorry. I can’t make that decision for you.”



He thought about that for a while. That he wasn’t just jumping in with both feet into a decision either way won him points in her book. Personally, she didn’t think all that much of Nora. On the exterior, the young woman was a mousy type, beautiful and bookish, but there was an edge of contempt under her skin. Often, when she and Camille crossed paths and Nora was on her phone, she would ignore Camille’s friendly hellos. Their infrequent conversations brought out a know-it-all tendency from the young woman, who, though quiet most of the time, was all too happy to jump in with a fact or figure when someone was wrong. Intelligence was not a bad trait, but it could be a bladed weapon. Did she think Nora was capable of cheating again on AJ? Almost certainly. The woman had the feel of a bottom feeder, preying on people and moving on when she found someone of more use to her.



AJ leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “I’ve been… thinking about breaking up with her anyways. She gets money from her parents, a thousand dollars a month. I think it’s even more than that sometimes.” He shook his head. “No, I know it is. But all she says she can chip in is three hundred for bills and rent, and I’m working at the Wich Barn every weekend and a few evening shifts to make up the rest.”



That pretty well echoed Camille’s thoughts about the young woman but she said nothing, sipping her coffee and letting AJ work it out.



“And she can be such a…”



“A bitch?” Camille asked.



He glanced at her and stammered, “I know it’s not a word I should use with a woman.”



“Oh please. A bitch is a bitch.”



“I guess. She can be really sarcastic. She’s so smart and she loves to let you know about it.”



“That’s a good way of describing it.”



“You’ve seen her do it too?”



Camille nodded. “She can be a little… acidic. But it’s difficult, isn’t it? Letting go of the good memories too?”



“It really is,” he said. “I mean… I wouldn’t have rented the apartment without her. And I really like living here. We have… had a lot of fun. And she’s going to be something amazing someday, a doctor, a surgeon, something. It’s hard to give all that up.”



“I’m sorry, AJ.”



“So am I.” He chuckled weakly. “You know what’s funny?”



“What’s that?”



“When you came up to me outside, I wasn’t thinking about Nora. Not really. I was thinking about next week. Valentine’s Day. I had reservations. Real reservations. I don’t think I’ve ate anywhere in my life that needed reservations. Isn’t that weird? I was hurting, yeah, but my mind kept coming back to stupid halibut. I’ve never tried it.”



“It’s funny the things our minds will focus on when we need to escape.”



“Yeah, that’s a good way of putting it. Escape.  I gotta remember to call and cancel. At least now I’m saving like… a hundred and fifty bucks. It was Christmas money from my aunts so maybe this works out better anyways.”



Not sure what to say to that, Camille put her hand on his knee again, or meant to. She wasn’t looking and it went high on his thigh, but she left it there. If he thought it was a move, so be it. She wouldn’t mind fooling around with the young man, even if he was emotionally vulnerable. Was that taking advantage of him? Maybe. Probably. But she liked AJ, and she knew he liked to look at her too. And he could do much worse for a rebound than a woman who would take care of him and give him whatever he needed, whether that was a shoulder to cry on, gentle loving, or a good hard wall-rattling fuck.



He looked down at her hand, his mouth opening. Regardless of whatever might have happened next, they heard the distinct sound of a door shutting from the apartment below. Nora’s voice was indistinct. AJ stood.



“Good luck, whatever you decide,” Camille said.



“Thanks, Camille. I really appreciate the talk. And the coffee. Shit, I didn’t finish mine.”



“Oh, that’s all right. Go.”



He did, forgetting his coat in the process. That would give her an excuse to follow up with him, so she didn’t call him back.



Though Camille was not a nosy woman by nature, she wished she could make out what was said, but she didn’t need to know the specifics to understand what was happening. The door closed again, AJ returning home. Quiet, but not silence, a conversation taking place she couldn’t hear. Then Nora’s voice rising sharply. Shouting commenced, all one-sided from Nora. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!” came through clearly. A minute later, “You’re a loser. A nothing loser. You’re nobody. You’re trailer trash.”



“Oh, that’s it, bitch,” Camille muttered to herself, and shot for the closet where she’d hung their coats. She grabbed AJ’s, and hurried out of her apartment. Mrs. Thorn opened her door and leaned out as Camille hurried by. The seventy-something woman asked what all the noise was about.



“Lovers’ quarrel,” Camille said. “Don’t worry about it.”



“Tell them if it gets any louder I’m calling the manager.”



“You won’t have to,” Camille called over her shoulder, nearly at the door for the stairwell. She ignored the elevator and hurried down. The stairs were faster. At AJ and Nora’s, she knocked and composed herself in the moments before Nora flung open the door.



“What?” she snapped. Nora was a beautiful young woman, with light auburn hair that hung nearly to her ass, thin glasses, and big doe eyes that AJ must have loved when she was blowing him. But in that moment, she looked like rage incarnate, her head dipped just so, eyes filled with nothing but hatred. This, Camille thought, was the young woman’s true nature. Not that she’d ever bothered to hide it all that well.



“AJ, darling, you left your coat at my place,” Camille purred. She brushed past Nora to AJ, who stared at her, more mystified than anything else. Camille draped the coat over a nearby chair and moved towards the young man. His eyes widened as she stepped in close and leaned up to kiss the corner of his mouth gently. “To answer your question from earlier, yes, don’t you dare cancel those reservations. I’d love to go out with you on Valentine’s.”



“You wh-?” he started to ask, then he got it and grinned. “Awesome.”



“We’re going to have so much fun,” Camille said, stroking his chest and running her hand down to his thigh.



“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Nora asked.



“You cheated on him and he broke up with you,” Camille said. “Now I’m staking my claim.” She didn’t plan on this part, and couldn’t believe herself when she patted AJ’s groin. That couldn’t possibly be his cock. Holy shit, it was like he’d stuffed a battering ram in his pants. “To be continued next week.”



“Uh… yeah,” AJ said, his eyes huge. “Next… uh… next week.”



“Bitch, he is my boyfriend,” Nora said.



“Too bad you didn’t think about that when you decided you wanted another man. Whores cheat. Classy women do not and you, you will always be a whore now,” Camille said, going for the door. “Oh, and AJ, if you need a place to stay while she gets her things, you know where to find me.”



* * *



Camille hoped AJ might show up that night. If he had, she might have dragged him inside and rode him. Her hackles were up after her confrontation with Nora, and nothing helped satisfy her anger quite like a good fuck.



But he didn’t show, and once the fireworks were over downstairs, AJ and Nora’s apartment was so deathly quiet she knew he must have left for the evening. She satisfied herself with a vibrator, fantasizing about the young man coming right into her apartment and seeing her sprawled out on her bed playing with herself. Oh, the things she would do to the young man.



The next day, Camille held some small hope that the office might call and say the weather was too bad to come in but unfortunately not. She forewent driving on account of the terrible roads, and trudged her way to the light rail station. Everyone on board the train looked as miserable as the weather, but at least the city was beautiful all dressed in white.



The data science firm wasn’t the most exciting place to work in the world, but it put her two degrees in mathematics and computer science to good use and the pay was excellent. Only half the office showed up, and Camille’s boss paid for lunch to be delivered. That made the day marginally better, as well as high praise from a big client out of Dallas. She knew she had been hired on largely because of her attractive looks and good-natured personality, but she didn’t mind. She’d more than proven herself behind a computer too, and had several open-door offers from places ranging from Seattle to New York.



After work, on the walk to the light rail station, Camille called her older daughter Alma. She was eleven now, a quiet, beautiful creature who moved through the world like the breeze through the grass. Melanie was more vivacious like her mother, hard to pin down and talk to for any length of time, eager to explore the world and be a part of it while Alma loved her books and video games.



Alma told Camille their school had been canceled for the day and probably the next, which was no surprise. This snowstorm held more than half the country in its grip. They made snowmen, and Alma sent Camille a picture while they talked. It hurt to see her daughters grinning and looking as adorable as ever, but Camille did not begrudge them their happiness, and the pain lacked the sharp sting as the early days when she realized how much more her girls preferred their dad.



Alma passed off the phone to Melanie. In rapid machinegun fire bursts of conversation, Camille was told that Alma had a new boyfriend, which got her sister yelling in the background about how no she did not, that they were taking care of a neighbor’s cat while she was in Minneapolis visiting family, and that they were going to have stew for dinner. Fast as that, Melanie said love you and goodbye, and Camille was left saying the same to a dead phone. She sighed, her heart hurting, but it was an old hurt, and one that no longer drove her to depression.



She headed home with plans to hit the gym, but it was snowing again and she saw several vehicles struggle with the slushy roads. No thank you to that. Instead, she traded her work clothes for yoga pants and a tank to do a workout at home. The bike was too close to the apartment’s patio doors to not get a little cold, so a few minutes into her bike ride, she added a cute crop top sweater she’d picked up a week or two before. The whom ensemble really worked for her, and she took a selfie in front of the bathroom mirror in it, pleased with how tight her ass looked in her yoga pants.



She was halfway through an episode of a police procedural on the TV when someone knocked on her door. By that point she’d worked up a nice sheen of sweat, her legs feeling nice and jellified. She answered the door, only realizing at the last minute she was sans bra. The sweater helped but couldn’t hide away the big points entirely. But when she saw who was on the other side of the door, she grinned and opened it wide rather than standing behind it to hide her modesty.



“AJ! Hello!”



“Hey, uh, hey, Camille,” he said, his eyes dropping to her breasts before shooting back up to her face. “Caught you exercising?”



“Yesss, my bike. I have to keep my butt in shape somehow.”



“Well, it’s working,” he said. “You have a terrific ass.”



“AJ!” she said, grinning and swatting his chest. She turned and stood on her tiptoes, one hand on her ass. “You really think so?”



“Oh yeah,” he said, staring like she was a steak he was about to devour. “Shiiiit. Uh. Sorry.”



“Don’t be. Glad to know I’ve still got it. How are you after last night? Come in, sit down.”



“Oh, I can’t, sorry. I’ve got a study group tonight and then my friends and I are going to a party.”



“On a Tuesday?”



“There’s always a party somewhere in college.”



“Good point. Are you okay though?”



“You know what? I am. Nora really showed me who she was yesterday and I’m kinda glad before I went and did something dumb like buy her a ring. Thank you for coming down when you did. It was getting really nasty.”



“I heard,” Camille said. She reached out and brushed his shoulder, loving the steel of him under his soft outer layer. Perfect for cuddling, she thought. “And I meant what I said. Did you keep your reservations?”



“I did, but you really don’t have to. I don’t want you to feel sorry for me.”



“Oh honey. I do, but I want a real date too.”



“You do?” he asked. His smile lit her up and she knew there would be no more exercising, unless she counted giving her vibrator another good workout. Oh, that handsome, boyish face was going to look so good between her thighs.



“Yes, but I’m treating you.” His smile fell and she held up a hand. “No. Not going to hear it. It’s not a pity thing, it’s a ‘you deserve to know not all women are evil life-sucking bitches’ thing.”



“If it’s what I said about how much it costs…”



She shrugged. “A little. I have a good job and you’re a college guy about to be facing down his rent alone. But that shouldn’t stop you from saying yes. Let me be your sugar momma, just this once.”



That put his smile back on track. “My sugar momma, huh?”



“Yes. And you can be my boy toy.”



“Oh, I am not a boy,” AJ said.



“Mm. So I found out yesterday when I felt you up.”



“Yeah, that’s going to be in my fantasies for months.”



“Sure you’re not packing socks in there?”



Someone honked outside AJ groaned, and Camille gave the direction of the parking lot a sour look. “That’s me,” he said. “I gotta go. But no. Not packing socks.”



“Mm. Take a picture later. Prove it.”



“You really want me to send you a… a dick pic?”



“Oh yeah,” Camille said, enjoying his consternation.



“All right. But if I show you mine, I want to see yours. Your ass. God, I love that ass.”



“Done.”



He stepped in closer. “Can I… come by tonight?”



Camille laughed gently. “Take me on our date first. Show me a good time. Then… then maybe you’ll get lucky for Valentine’s Day.” But the way he loomed over her, she instantly regretted her words. She wanted to say yes, fuck yes, come by and pound her ass into the mattress, fuck her in any hole he liked, own her all night long.



Honking again, and the moment burst. AJ brought a hand to Camille’s neck, then her ear. She nestled her hand as he held her head, then leaned in to kiss her. It was a good kiss, a shockingly good one, his lips firm, insistent, his tongue daring hers into a game of their own. His other hand went to the small of her back and he pulled her tighter against him. Heat rushed through her, and she moaned, hands goin to his back and roaming the hard ridges of his spine.



Honking, again, and someone yelling down the hall for them to shut up. AJ broke away, and Camille nearly stumbled backwards, her legs suddenly gone useless. “See you on Valentine’s Day, then,” AJ said.



“Uh. Uh huh,” Camille said, nearly whimpering, nearly falling to her knees to pull his cock out and suck it right there, open doorway or not.



* * *



The picture came as Camille was resting in bed, reading a Thea Landen book about a married woman and her physical trainer. It was red-hot and she was already turned on when her phone buzzed. She set aside her Kindle and looked at the message. Not just one picture, but two, one with AJ’s fat, erect, and well-trimmed cock against his belly, and the other with it in his hand.



 



Thinking about u



 



“Fuck,” Camille moaned. He was right downstairs. She could throw on a robe, knock on his door, and be riding that monster in a minute, maybe two. But she was having fun with this, and decided to play it out until their date. The anticipation was going to kill her. She’d heard how long he could last with his ex-girlfriend. Now she wanted to experience it for herself.



 



I showed u mine. Show me urs.



 



She shivered with delight at the eagerness of him and looked again at the dozen or so pictures she’d taken in the bathroom in front of her standing mirror that day. Most were of her ass, but she’d taken a few of her bare pussy and breasts too, just in case she wanted to be more daring. For now, she sent him the best picture she had of her ass, looking at the camera as she pointed it over her shoulder.



 



How’s this, stud?



 



He wasn’t long in responding.



 



Fuck



 



That ass is perfect



 



Not too big?



 



Fuck no



 



Stroking myself right now to it



 



Prove it. : )



 



U have to show me more if I do



 



Deal



 



A minute later, she got a short video clip from him. He had a fist wrapped around his cock, stroking it with the tip aimed at the camera. “I want to fuck you with this, Camille,” he said, the growl in his voice making her hips widen. She wanted that too, so, so much. Already she’d prepared her next text, and sent him pictures of her tits and her pussy.



This time, the response was immediate. She got an invite to a video call and answered it. AJ had his camera the wrong way about, pointed at the ceiling, but soon it showed his handsome, youthful face. His eyes were as intense as she’d ever seen them.



“We’re really doing this?” he asked.



“We’re really doing this,” Camille said. “But you don’t get to see what I’m doing to myself watching you. Not yet. Not until our date.”



“Fuck, you’re killing me,” he groaned. Then he slowly grinned. “Fine. But you don’t get to see anything more of mine, either.”



“That’s not fair.”



“It’s totally fair and you know it. Hang on.” He moved the camera to the side and brought his other hand up to his face to spit into his palm. She moaned in frustration when he kept the camera on his chest and face instead of his other hand.



“Tease,” Camille said.



“Who’s teasing who?” AJ asked.



“Tell me what you’re stroking yourself to.”



“You. That ass.”



She laughed softly and throatily. “I know that. Tell me what you’re thinking of doing to me. Or what I’m doing to you.”



“You’re sure?”



“Yes, honey. You have nothing to be embarrassed about. And you’re not going to shock me. Because I have such wicked fantasies too.”



“All right. I’ve never tried anal before. And every time I see you in the right outfit… that’s what I want.”



“You want to fuck my ass?” Camille asked, her voice nearly a growl. She slid her free hand under the covers and ran two fingers up and down her pussy lips. They were already wet, and she wasn’t going to need long to get off.



“Oh yeah. I’d love to pin you beneath me on the bed, lube up my cock, and slide it into that ass.”



“Mmm, I’ve never had one that big before in my ass. You’d spread me so wide.”



“Think you can take it?”



She loved the way his voice was alternating between low and gravelly with need and playful. “Only one way to find out. If you’re a very, very good boy on our date, maybe you’ll get a chance to try it.”



“Fuck,” he groaned. “You’d really let me?”



“Oh honey. That’s just it. I don’t want to have to ‘let you.’ I want you so hungry for my body that you’ll come and take me. Pound me into this mattress. Fuck me until I scream. Then I’d want you to flip me over and take my ass the way you want to.”



“Holy shit, Camille.”



“Mm hmm,” she moaned, rubbing her clit steadily now, her hips rocking. “Forget that little slut. You’re going to be with a real woman, who can take you in any hole, who wants you to fuck her brains out nonstop. You have spring break coming, right? Mm, I have vacation days. You and I, we could spend a week in bed and I’d take it every time you got hard. Maybe even invite one of my friends along to help share the loads.”



“Jesus, fuck,” he moaned, and spat into his hand again.



“And you won’t need to spit into your hand anymore,” she said. “Because any time you get hard, I’ll be ready for you. Mm, cuddled up next to me at night, all you have to do is wake me up and you can flip me on my back and pound me. And when you come home from a long, hard day at college or on the field, I’ll be there ready to get on my knees for you, AJ.”



“Ah, ah, Camille…”



“That’s it, honey, that’s it, mmm, I’m excited too, I’m so wet. Too bad I can’t show you. Too bad we have to wait for Valentine’s Day. Because I want nothing more than that big… fat… cock stuffed inside my unprotected cunt.”



“Your… your c-c…”



“My cunt, baby, say it, say you’ll fuck my cunt.”



“I’ll fuck your cunt, oh ohs shit, yes, your pussy, your cunt…”



“That’s good, AJ, that’s my good college stud… only you can’t come inside me, because I could get pregnant.” Now she was babbling, playing out one of her own favorite fantasies, of being used, her pussy filled… of being bred. “Your, mm, your big fucking dick could explode inside me and fill me up with little swimmers and I’d get so big and fat with your babies, mm…”



“Fuck, you… you want that?” he gasped.



“Oh, honey, I do, that’s why it’s so dangerous, dangerous for you to come inside me, because once I felt it that first time, I’d beg for it, over and over and over again until my tits dripped milk and you could spend all day sucking them, because it would be your milk, darling, the milk you made my body make.”



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m close.”



“Me too, mmm, thinking about it, thinking about you getting me on my hands and knees, my big pregnant belly swinging, my tits bouncing while you fucked me from behind, my fat pregnant ass bouncing back against you, oh, oh AJ, we mustn’t, we shoudn’t, oh, but I want it, I want it so bad!”



“I’ll do it, I’ll fuck your pussy raw, I’ll come inside you, make you pregnant, oh shit, oh shit.”



“Yessss!” she hissed. “Come inside me! Come inside my hot… MILF… cunt!”



She came, her legs spreading wide, her imagination on fire. What had she just said to him? What had she just begged him to do? Oh shit. Oh shit. She’d never told anyone that fantasy, except her ex, and he’d laughed at her, only AJ was on the phone, telling her he would do it, would breed her, and she was coming so hard to the idea, coming so hard to the thought of his cock pounding his babies into her, fucking her into such a stupor that she didn’t care if she got pregnant, damn the consequences, damn tomorrow, she wanted him inside her now, right now.



She came. And she came. And she came.



Camille’s brain only clicked on when she heard AJ roar both on the phone and somewhere beneath her, “Fuck! I want… I want… to shove this dick… in your pregnant ass… fuck it while you’re… you’re big with my kids, oh fuck, that’s hot, that’s so goddamn hot, oh shit, I’m close, Camille.”



“Come for me,” she croaked, “come for me, and then after our date, mmm, if you’re lucky, you can come for me over and over and over again, and I’ll lick it up, I’ll clean you up with my mouth, or I’ll drip you, from my pussy or my ass, however you want it, I’m yours, AJ.”



“Shit, Camille, shit, oh fuck, coming, goddamn, such a hot… MILF!”



There was a groan, again audible through both the phone and the ceiling, and she laughed softly to herself at the insanity of all this. He was nineteen, nearly half her age, nowhere near ready to be a father, but still, the fantasy burned bright in her mind, and long after they’d come down, long after they promised they’d see each other soon enough for their date, she rested in bed, staring up at the ceiling and bringing herself to orgasm after orgasm fantasizing.



* * *



Camille checked herself over in the mirror one last time, and thought she looked pretty damn good. The plunging yellow dress was new, as was her thong. No way to wear a bra with that dress, so instead, she went with pasties – then ditched those at the last minute. Let the world have a peek at her nipples, and more importantly, let her new man. She was more than willing to show off for him. He didn’t need those younger girls like Nora. He needed a woman ready to take care of him, and she was that woman.



She’d gone heavy and classy on the makeup, and her hair had taken forever to get the right blend of waves and bounce, but she thought she nailed it. The day before she took the afternoon off to shop for the dress and lingerie, and splurged too on a lasering and a mani-pedi. It was rare she spoiled herself like this, but it was all for AJ, and when he knocked and she answered the door, the cost was more than worth it.



AJ’s eyes roamed her body, his smile turning just this side of cocky. It warmed her to her core, and she smiled too. “Jesus, Camille. You look incredible.”



“You really like it?” she asked.



“Turn around.”



She did, looking over her shoulder as he stared at her ass wrapped so tightly in her dress. It barely covered her cheeks, and she would have to be careful getting in and out of his car that evening, lest she show off something she didn’t want to until later that night.



“That ass in that dress… wow.”



“Exactly what I was hoping to hear you say,” she said, turning back around and now taking the time to eye him. He’d dressed up in slacks and a button-down, and his hair was styled in more of a pompadour than his usual flattop. She liked it. He also held chocolates, and presented them to her.



“I didn’t want you to think I bought them for Nora and gave them to you, so I have the receipt if you want to see I bought them after the fight,” he said.



His nervousness made Camille smile. After their phone sex, it was hard to remember that he was only nineteen, still so youthful and eager and willing to try so hard for a woman. She’d missed that about the men in her life. “No, I believe you. And thank you. I love any and all sweets, especially chocolates. You did great. Thank you. Let me get my coat.”



The one problem with the outfit was heels, so when they stepped into the lobby, she asked him to take her arm as they walked to his car. He did, and surprised her when he leaned over and breathed deep.



“You smell good,” he growled, and it was a growl, something primal coming from him that sent flutters of heat coursing through Camille.



“It’s a citrus body cream,” she said. “Do girls your age still do scented skin care stuff?”



“I don’t care if they do or don’t. I like it. I’m looking forward to licking every inch of it off you.”



“God,” she whispered, “why did that whore cheat on you?”



“Kinda glad she did, now.”



AJ took her arm, and it was a damn good thing he did. Not five feet from the stoop she slipped and would have fallen if it wasn’t for him. He steadied her, staring into her eyes, and she almost said fuck it to dinner, he could take her back upstairs and eat her instead. Because in that moment she could see under the bravado, see his searching eyes, the nerves. She felt it too, that this could be more than just a fling for the both of them, and smiled for the both of them. He tried to kiss her but she pulled back.



“Ah ah ah. You only get a kiss at the end of the date.”



He glanced at the car, then at her. “You’re going to kill yourself on those heels. Do you trust me?”



“I trust you.”



His arms encircled her and he lifted her up so effortlessly it was like she was a feather to him. He wasn’t shy about gripping her by the ass, and truth was, she didn’t mind a bit, especially since her long overcoat hid the fact that the hem now rose well above her cheeks and probably her pussy.



“Oh, this is how I want to go everywhere from now on,” she said as he walked her carefully to the car.



“Hm. Not sure what’s the funnier image. Carrying you around at college, or carrying you around at your office.”



She laughed breathlessly at that, and then he was settling her back down and reaching for her car door. He kept a hand on her arm as she slid in, and shut the door gently on her.



“Oh yes,” Camille whispered to herself as he hurried around to the other side. “You’re getting laid tonight, AJ.”



Only as they drove through the suburbs of the city did she realize she had no earthly clue where he made reservations, so she was delighted when they pulled up to a relatively new restaurant she’d heard about and had been meaning to try. A steakhouse,



“Did Cindy and Wayne tell you about this place?” she asked as they got out. There wasn’t as much ice here and none near their car, so the risk of slipping wasn’t nearly as bad as their apartment building.



“They did,” AJ said. “You too?”



“Yes, I’ve been meaning to try it.



In an uncanny impersonation of Wayne’s Philadelphia accent and deep voice, AJ said, “Ah, kid, you gotta try the sirloin steak sandwich, that’s where it’s at, ah, ah.”



Camille burst out laughing, brushing his arm again accidentally. He took it as a hint and roped his arm through hers again. She liked the gesture, and bounced her head against his arm.



“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she murmured as they crossed the parking lot. A woman in a server’s outfit stood inside the doors and opened them as they approached.



“Eating dinner?” AJ asked. “I like to do it every night.”



“Har har.”



“I can’t believe it either. I thought I had my heart ripped out and now…”



“I hope you know it really isn’t a pity thing. I’ve thought you were yummy since the day the two of you moved in.”



“Really?”



“Really.”



They were greeted warmly, and the hostess guided them to their table. The place was well attended, though the tables spaced out far enough that it didn’t feel crowded. Violin-centric music played from hidden speakers, and at every table were flowers and lit candles. Camille ordered a Sidecar and was reminded again that the man she was seriously considering fucking all night long was under twenty-one when he ordered one of the house’s handcrafted mango lemonades.



But he is nineteen
 , her mind purred.
 Plenty legal for other things.



They smiled at each other over the candlelight, and Camille wondered if he knew he could drag her off to the bathroom right then and there and she’d bend over and take him over and over and over again. She wondered if young AJ knew just how much power he had over her, how wet she already was, how powerful the itch between her thighs was. Never in her life had she been this ravenous for a man, but she was now, his youthful face and sweet smile making her want to drag him to the glossy wood floor and ride him until she screamed with pleasure, right in front of the world.



“I feel like I’ve made this whole week about me,” AJ said. “I want to know more about you. You have two daughters, right?”



The question surprised Camille. She’d been expecting flirting and talk about Nora, not this. But she recovered quickly and smiled brighter. “That’s right. Alma and Melanie.”



“How old are they?”



“Alma’s eleven. Melanie’s ten.”



“Are they a sore subject?”



“No, no, not at all.” She thought about that. “In a way, yes, but it’s a very old hurt.”



“I’m sorry. Believe it or not, you’re only my third first date, so I’m kind of bad at this.”



Oh God, so young.



“Really? I expected you’d have had a dozen girlfriends by now.”



“No, not really. I dated one girl most of high school. I really liked her a lot but she got into drugs and stuff in our senior year and that wasn’t really for me. I had football, you know?”



“I’m sorry,” Camille said, and she was.



“Ah, it’s all right. I just hope she figures her stuff out. But anyway, after her, there was a girl my first semester as a freshman. She was fun, but she was really, really intense about politics and stuff. Like it kinda scared me. So I backed off.”



“Can’t blame you there.” Their drinks came and they thanked the waiter.



“What’s a Sidecar?” he asked curiously.



“Brandy, orange liqueur, and lemon juice. Try a sip if you like.”



He glanced around and did just that, sampling it and setting her glass back down. “That’s not bad,” he said. “But I’m a beer guy.”



She laughed softly. “Usually I’m a glass of wine girl myself, but when I’m on a date or out somewhere nice, I like a cocktail.” She decided right then that if this was going to be more than a single date, she should answer his unspoken question. “My ex cheated on me. I told you that much.” He nodded, silent but watching her intently. “But he was always a good dad. That never changed. We did a joint custody thing for a while. They lived with me weekdays and stayed with him on the weekends, but pretty soon, it was obvious which parent they really favored.”



“Oh no.”



She nodded and took a long sip before settling her glass down again. “It’s okay. If it had been him bribing them with vacations and toys and games and all that, it would have been easier to put my foot down. But they loved him for being him, and I couldn’t deny them that. And pretty soon after, he got a killer job offer as an executive for a big company out of Texas and I… I decided to give him full custody. It was the right thing for our girls.”



“But not so easy for their mom.” AJ reached across and took her hand. She didn’t realize until then it was trembling. “I’m sorry. That must have been awful.”



“The hardest thing I’ve ever had to do. Now he’s got a second wife, and they really like her too and she loves them, and they’re slipping away from me a little more every day.”



“Camille, I… I don’t know what to say.”



“It’s okay. But that’s where I’m coming from in all this, AJ. That’s why my fantasies were a little… intense the other day. I hope I didn’t come off as too crazy.”



“It was hot,” he said, his voice going to a near growl again. “The hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”



“Good,” she said, sliding her heel off. She found his foot under the table and rubbed his leg with her toes, making him jump and look around.



“You keep that up and I’m going to walk out of here later with a hard-on.”



So of course, Camille did.



“So why the apartment building?” he asked. “You seem to do pretty well for yourself.”



“Oh, that’s not much of a mystery. I don’t need a lot of space. It’s always seemed like such a waste to me. Someday I’ll maybe buy a little house, especially if it has a nice backyard and a garden, or if I really do start a family again. But the money I save living there, I can put away for vacations and little weekend getaways with my girlfriends. Those are the things that matter to me.”



“Memories.”



“Exactly.”



“I totally get that,” he said.



She made up her mind about something right then and there. “Do you know what you’re going to do about your apartment?”



“I’ve got a couple friends who say I can sleep at their place. A couch, but it’s a nice one.”



“Don’t do that. Even if this doesn’t work out between us, I’ve got a spare bedroom I don’t use and it’s already made up. Stay with me.”



“You’re serious?”



“I am.”



“Thanks,” he said. “But I’m really, really, reaaaaaally hoping it works out.”



“Me too.”



The food was excellent, the conversation flowing more naturally and with less drama than its start. She learned about his family and told him about hers. Five brothers and sisters sounded like a lot to him, but her parents were moderately wealthy after the salad days of the 90s Internet boom, and their childhood a blessed one. “Christmases and reunions are the best,” she told him. “So many nieces and nephews to spoil.”



“That would be fun,” he said, thinking about it. “So, big family for yourself? Small?”



“Small to start, but I’d want to keep the option open for more.”



That cocky grin from earlier reappeared as he leaned forward. “Especially given how much you love to be bred, apparently.”



For an answer to that, she speared an olive from her salad, placed it at her lips, and winked.



Dessert came, slices of mud pie, but their appetites were only really for each other at that point. Camille practically threw her card at the waiter when he approached again, and soon they were on their feet, their coats brought to them. Outside, AJ took Camille’s arm again, and he walked her to the car. He opened the door for her but before he let her go, he leaned in and said softly into her ear, “You need to know something.”



“What?’ she asked breathily, her skin tingling where his lips nearly brushed.



“I want it too. To make you pregnant. To give you kid after kid.”



“Oh fuck.”



“So tell me right now, do I need to stop and get condoms along the way, or are we taking this right back to your apartment?”



Camille licked her lips. Their future was stretched out in front of them in that moment, and the choice was hers. Try to make this crazy thing work, or make the safe, smart decision?



She turned to him and cupped his cheek. He kissed her, his lips insistent, needy, his tongue dancing against hers. She moaned as he slid a hand under her coat and around to her ass, pulling her in even tighter.



“Take me home, stud.”



* * *



Only feet inside the door, they were on each other, kissing, cupping each other’s faces, moaning. AJ worked her overcoat off her shoulders and dropped it to the floor. His parka joined it in a moment, her hands roaming his chest, his stomach, his shoulders.



“I don’t want this to be a one-time thing,” he said.



“Good,” Camille replied, and shoved him back, back towards the bedroom, back towards her bed where she’d spent every single night that week fucking herself silly to fantasies of this moment.



He unzipped himself with one hand, the other on the back of her head, his lips all over hers. She pushed him onto the bed and he grabbed her ass to pull her onto his lap, knees on either side of his hips. His cock was already so fucking hard, and she took it in hand now, pulling it up and out of his boxers. His tip was slick with precome, and she played with it as he pulled her dress up and over her ass.



“Fuck, this ass,” he moaned as his fingers splayed over her cheeks.



“Mmm, that is definitely in the cards, stud.”



She ground on him with wanton desire, his cock only stopped by the flimsy thong she wore. This he tugged aside and she aimed him upward, wanting him now, right now, and she sank onto him, his big fat dick splitting her wide like no man had done in a long, long time.



“Fuck!” she cried out, and AJ began to bounce her on his lap, gripping her ass and staring up into her eyes as she took every inch of him. The furnace that was her cunt only grew hotter as he moved his hands to her dress and pulled it up and over her head, baring her body to him. In another moment he was cupping her tits and sucking her big dark nipples, moving between them with hungry noises.



“I love the idea that these will be full of my milk soon,” he muttered, and devoured her nipple again as she thrust her chest against his mouth.



“Yes, yessss, your milk, mm, any time you want it. Suck them, baby, suck my tits, you can have them whenever you want them, they’re yours now.”



“Fuck!” AJ moaned around her nipple.



“Yes!” she said, bouncing on his lap. “Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me with this, mmm, this great big yummy nineteen-year-old dick. Fuck me all night, fuck me any time, just keep fucking me!”



He grabbed her ass and shot up, his cock still buried in her. Camille moaned as he threw her down on the bed, legs dangling off the side, and shoved his cock back and forth inside her, his eyes wild and crazed, the natural sweetness gone to something far more carnal. Her nails raked his chest and he took her hands in his, pinning them above her head as he took her. Her tits bounced from the forced of his fucking, and the rush hit her wildly fast, her legs kicking upward as she screamed his name.



“Oh! Oh! AJ!”



He shoved his lips against hers, his youthful eagerness so base in that moment. She clutched at his head, legs jerking as she came and came and came.



“Came,” she burbled, “came so hard f-for you already, oh, oh fuck…”



And it was only the first of many. He clutched at her tits, sucking the nipples again, switching between them fast and leaving little trails of gleaming saliva across her brown skin. She loved the slurping sounds he made, loved imagining milk spilling from her nipples for her young lover and him making the same types of hungry noises for her. A brief, powerful fantasy took hold of her, of sitting on her couch with AJ resting on his side, his mouth at her nipple, sucking it as she jerked his big fat cock slowly, cooing to him as she fed him her milk.



It held her rapt, her fingers clenching around AJ’s, her eyes rolling up as her pleasure exploded through her a second time just minutes after her first orgasm. A wail of pleasure must have been heard for blocks around. Her pussy was so wet by that point little droplets spattered against the comforter with his every thrust, damp spots that only grew and grew as he pummeled her with his cock, his thrusts frenetic, wild, unhinged.



AJ let her hands go to grab her legs and push them up nearly to her head, the angle leaving his cock grinding just right against her spot, and she went wild with it, her hands making claws and thrashing at the mattress as conscious thought fled Camille. All there was for a long while was pleasure, her pleasure. Her mind only worked in fits and sparks, her orgasms coming in huge crashing waves, orgasms that left her literally drooling, her words unintelligible nonsense moans and syllables.



“Fugh… ah… uh uh uh… fugh, cock, young… young… big… ohhhhh, fugh, in me, ohhhh, oh, ahhhh, AJ, fugh, fugh, fuck!”



Without warning, AJ pulled out of her with a grunt. Camille started to protest but he was already moving, grabbing her under the ass again and tossing her – actually tossing her! – further up the bed. She landed and laughed breathlessly right up to the point where he dove between her legs, his mouth pressed to her drenched pussy. She moaned and spread her hips for him as he ate her out, his cock in one hand, his other at one of her big MILF tits. His tongue went everywhere, his youthful eagerness more than making up for his lack of real skill, and soon she had him where she wanted him, licking her clit.



“Right there, right there, keep licking my clit, mmm, that’s it, that’s it stud, that tongue feels so fucking good on me.”



He stared up at her with those intense eyes burning with need of her pleasure, and she dropped a hand to his hair, clutching him tighter against her cunt. Her hips rolled to meet his eager tongue and her head dipped towards her chest, eyelids fluttering, her mouth opening wide.



“Oh, oh AJ, keep doing that, keep licking my clit, baby. Oh, ohhhh, AJ, AJ, I’m, I’m in deep trouble with you, oh, oh, licking my clit and fucking me like that, mmm…”



“Come again for me,” he said.



“Yesss, coming… coming again for you… oh, oh baby, that tongue, that tongue feels so good, but I need you inside me again, need to feel that big fat cock owning my pussy again, your pussy, your body, yours, I’m yours, I’m your MILF slut now…”



“Do you really want it?” he asked against her pussy. “Me coming inside you?”



“Yes,” Camille moaned. “Make me pregnant, fill me up, make me fucking drip you, do it, come inside me, baby…”



He rose up her body, his wet lips gleaming. She clutched at his face, kissing him, tasting her wetness on him as he slid back into her, not gentle, not exactly, but losing the frenetic nature of his earlier fucking in favor of something deeper. He rocked his hips into her, reaching her depths each time, making her cry out again as she came around his cock. The bliss overwhelmed her mind again, her eyes on him as he drove deep again and again and again, her mind burning with feverish need.



A mother. She was going to be a mother again. And this nineteen-year-old stud was going to be the one to make her pregnant.



“Camille,” he breathed.



“Do it, do it, come inside me, be my baby’s daddy, oh, oh AJ, I need to feel it, need you to c-come… inside… me…”



He cupped her neck and kissed her one more time, hips jerking, his eyes squeezing shut at the last as he erupted inside her, and it was an eruption, so much come it made her gasp at the feel of it. Her last boyfriend was good for a few pumps and that was it, but AJ drove into her with spurt after spurt of warmth, seven, eight, nine shots of come, his body made for this, for breeding her, his queen.



They still kissed in the afterglow, his hips jerking involuntarily as he came down, his breathing hard and fast. There was a fine sheen of sweat on his forehead, and she lapped at it instinctually, her mind gone animalistic. “Holy shit,” he breathed finally, and she laughed and cried and kissed him some more, holding his face, his nineteen-year-old face, her future children’s father. The only other times she could remember being this happy was her wedding day and the birth of her daughters, and she said as much between kisses. He held her after she said that, still on top of her, his cock softening inside her and his come and her wetness making a puddle-sized damp spot underneath her.



When he fell away from her, Camille twisted and roped one leg over his possessively. She nestled into him and he held her close as she stroked his chest. The little extra softness to AJ made him comfortable to cuddle with, and she hummed contentedly as she licked his chest and his shoulder.



“You’re like a cat with the licking.”



“Not the first man to have told me that,” she said. “It’s my weird thing after really, really good sex.”



“So it was good, huh?”



“Oh my God, AJ, you just fucked me brainless. Like… best sex I’ve ever had, brainless.”



He chuckled, and kissed the top of her head. She liked that, and held him tighter.



“Is this crazy?” she whispered.



“It is. But I like crazy. Are you having regrets?”



“No. Not at all. But you’re in college, you’ve got years yet. I don’t want you to feel tied down to me or…”



“Our kids.”



“Mm hm.”



“Let me worry about that. I know it’s asking a lot from you for a while to be the only person working a real job with kids, but someday, I’ll be right in the mix supporting all of you.”



She nodded against him, relaxing a little. “I’m glad to hear you say that. I didn’t want you to come out and say something like you were quitting college to get a job… I don’t know, driving an Uber or something for us. I make good money.”



“I know you do.”



“And I don’t want you to run out and buy a ring to propose to me.”



“I won’t.”



“I mean… you could someday. If you wanted to.”



“I’d propose right now if we weren’t a little, uh, sex crazy.”



“Sex crazy, huh?”



“You could ask me for anything in the world and I’d give it to you.”



Camille rolled on top of him, leaning down to kiss him gently and thoroughly. “And what if I wanted this cock hard again, lickety-split?”



“Lickety-split?”



“Old-timey saying. Don’t make me feel ancient.”



“Yes, ma’am,” he said, cupping her ass.



“And don’t call me ma’am.”



“Yes dear.”



She giggled and kissed him again. They were close to her side of the bed and what she’d need for what came next, so while their tongues played and his cock started to harden again – Jesus, already? – she reached for the nightstand’s drawer. He watched with interest as she pulled out a bottle of lube.



AJ’s eyes widened as he realized what she held. “That’s…”



“Lube, darling,” Camille said as she slid down his body, leaving a trail of smoldering kisses along his oh so divine nineteen-year-old body. “Mmm, half-hard already.”



“Fuck, with you, that’s easy.”



“For that, you get another kiss. Now where should my lips touch? Here?” She kissed the topside of his lengthy cock as she eased her thong down with her free hand and kicked it away. “Or maybe… here?” She took his cock in hand and leaned in to kiss one of his big, heavy balls. She loved the close trim of his pubic hairs. So clean. “Or… here?” She flicked her tongue against his other ball and kissed it too, staring up at him.



“My cock, suck my cock,” he said, folding an arm behind his head and watching Camille work.



“Good choice. My favorite treat.”



Camille took his hardening cock in her mouth, sucking his first few inches gently, watching his eyes the entire time. Meanwhile, she opened the lube and used it on two fingers before sliding them between her legs and preparing herself for him. That big monster would barely fit, but she was determined to take him and had been playing with some very sizable toys that week, including that morning’s fun, walking around her house and her work with a butt plug inside nearly the size of her fist.



She wondered in the slow, lazy moments before AJ took her ass what her coworkers might think if they knew her new boyfriend was a nineteen-year-old football stud. Someday soon, Camille would find out, because there was no way in hell she was keeping AJ a secret. She was his, utterly and completely. Where these feelings for him sprung from, she didn’t know and she didn’t care. Love was, by its very definition, the insane act of wanting someone above all others, no matter how illogical. Was she in love with him? Maybe not quite yet, but she was falling for him, hard. After all, you didn’t open up the gates of your fertility, of your future, to a man you weren’t at least a little crazy for. And this was crazy, but it was the best kind, the one worth breaking for, if he ever chose to hurt her like her ex-husband. But Camille didn’t think AJ would. She thought they had a chance at forever, and she was eager to find out if she was right.



She came off his cock with a slurp and grinned up at him as she collected more lube on her fingers and spread it on him. That done, she turned around slowly. He scrambled to his knees, staring at her fit, curvy ass. “Fuck,” he said. “Camille, I… you… tell me this isn’t for just one night. Please. I need to hear it again.”



“I love when a man begs,” she murmured, and wiggled her ass. At his consternation, she giggled softly. “Oh yeah, baby. This is going to be so much more than one night. And if you want it too, then take me. Take this ass and make me yours.”



He lined himself up behind her, his cockhead pressing to her bud. “I think I could fall in love with you,” he whispered, a strange, comforting echo of her own thoughts just moments ago.



Camille cradled her head in her hand. “I think I could fall in love with you too, AJ.”



With that, he sank inside her.



“Big… so fucking big,” she moaned.



“Too much?”



“No, God, don’t stop, push that thing inside me, deeper, mmm, that’s it, that’s it.”



He was spreading her so wide. She wished she could see it. Soon, maybe she’d let him film this, her on her knees for him, head buried in her arms, his cock sinking inch after inch into her ass, and ohhh, the thought had her rocking, had her fantasizing. She slid a hand between her thighs, hiccupping his name as he pushed another inch inside her, his cock deep, so fucking deep, and he was there, his balls resting against her pussy, and she writhed to it, to him, to the ultimate consummation of their new relationship.



He fucked her, his strokes steady and slow at first, then building as his youthful wild abandon took over. She stopped him only once to add more lube, and then he was hammering into her, driving her back and forth, and her head came up and she played with herself to this, to this insane finish, her hand at her freshly fucked pussy, the sex as good as it had ever been, her orgasm on her so fast, so goddamn fast.



“I’m coming! I’m coming!” she cried out, and there was pounding on a wall, someone shouting for them to be quiet, and she laughed her way through it, and AJ started laughing too, leaning down to kiss her shoulder, then her lips when she twisted her head.



They laughed together, the thirty-five-year-old divorced mother and her new lover, and before they knew it, it wasn’t Valentine’s anymore, but ten months down the line, him loving her just like that first time together, taking her from behind as her big pregnant belly hung low, brushing the mattress, her breasts ripe with milk, and she was coming again, not just to the eternal pleasure AJ could bring out of her so easily, but to a memory of a Valentine’s Day, of a couple about to realize just how madly and deeply in love with each other they really were.



 



* * * * *
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The Wives




 




Power




 




Billionaire’s Bequest




 




Summer Swells




 




Wisps






Live In




 




Party Wave




 




The Dads Project #1 – Rebirth




 




The Dads Project #2 – Rearrange




 




The Dads Project #3 - Renew




 




Island Dreams (Island Asylum #1)




 




Island Escape (Island Asylum #2)




 




Bambi (Beauties and the Geek #1)




 




Paige (Beauties and the Geek #2)




 




Christa (Beauties and the Geek ##)




 




Jordan (Beauties and the Geek #4)




 



MIND CONTROL



 



 
Strings




 




Hearts and Minds




 



THREESOMES AND MORE



 




Trio Trysts and Twists




 




Trio Tales




 




Wrecker




 



EROTIC THRILLERS



 




His Rule




 




Cross




 



PREGNANCY FANTASIES



 




Life




 



HOLIDAYS



 




Ginger Bred




 




Sugar Plums




 




Stuffers




 




Christmas in the Sack




 




In Town for Christmas




 




Stuck for Christmas




 



COLLECTIONS OF ASSORTED EROTICA



 




Bites




 




Delectable Fancies




 




Nooners
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