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I freshened up in the
bathroom — brushing my hair, checking my teeth, and adjusting my
bra — then took a deep breath. I was going to do this; I was going
to seduce my son’s best friend. I couldn’t back out now. I wanted
him ... I needed him.

I opened the bathroom door and rushed
through the house, looking for my son. “Tyler?” I called.

“Yeah, Mom?”

He was in his room. Of course, where else? I
pushed the door open and found him lying on his messy bed, texting
away on his damn phone. Figures. He was probably sexting or doing
something else I really didn’t want to know about.

“I really need you to go
pick up your sister from swim class.” I didn’t need to feign
urgency — it was imperative he got out of the house in five
minutes, or my whole plan would fail.

He put down his phone for one blessed
moment. “But Mom ... Stephen’s coming over.”

“I know. I’m sorry, but I
really need you to go get Eliza — I’m stuck here waiting for a call
from your aunt and I really need to take it.” I put on a smile of
concern. “I’m really sorry, Tyler, but I need you to do this for
me.”

He sighed in the way that teenagers sigh.
“But Stephen...”

“I’ll give him a snack and
plunk him in front of the TV — he’ll be here when you get back.” I
rushed out of the room, knowing he’d be a good son. Sure enough, I
heard his heavy footsteps, sounding like I’d asked him to mow the
lawn with a pair of scissors. After a few more thumps and the slam
of the door, he was gone.

I approached the window and pulled the blind
aside just a couple inches so I could make sure Tyler left. He
backed my car out of the driveway, paused to turn the music so loud
I could hear it here in the house, and sped off.

With the drive both ways and how endlessly
long Eliza could take in the change room, I had at least an hour
before Tyler would be back home.

I bit my lip in nervousness. My entire plan
was hinging on two things — the timing of Stephen’s arrival and the
horniness of the young man. Since my husband left me and the kids
more than a year ago, I’d had no sex other than what I could do
with my vibrator. And then I started noticing how Tyler’s friend
Stephen looked at me. He would trail his gaze along the curves of
my body and the swell of my breasts and I couldn’t help it ... I
got turned on.

He was my son’s best friend — I had to keep
telling myself that. But no matter how many times I repeated those
words in my mind, they had no effect. I was hopelessly in lust with
this young man and now had a renewed relationship with my vibrator,
pretending it was him. I’d close my eyes and imagine him on top of
me, thrusting in and out as the vibrator did its magic ... but when
I’d open my eyes, the illusion would be shattered. But what had
always kept me from launching on him like a starving cougar, and
making it a reality, was the simple fact that he was seventeen.

He turned eighteen last week.

I’d seen him three times since he turned
eighteen and I felt my resolve weakening with every passing day.
Stephen was intelligent, attractive, fit, and full of those raging
hormones that make young men so appealing.

Stephen and Tyler were on the same soccer
team, so I’d seen him at a number of games — sweaty, athletic,
powerful. At the last game, he’d torn his shirt off in celebration
after kicking the winning goal. And while all the other moms were
cheering that the team won, my attention was entirely on Stephen’s
lithe, young body. My pussy was swollen and itching to get fucked,
and by the time I got home after that game, my panties were
wet.

The doorbell rang and I hurried to the front
foyer. I paused at the hallway mirror to smooth my hair down once
more and give my tits a firm squeeze, lifting them just a bit.
Satisfied I could do this, I opened the door.

“Hi, Mrs. Hartwell,” Tyler
said. His lips formed a cute smile, making those dimples dig into
his cheeks. His sandy blond hair hung over the tops of his eyes,
but did nothing to hide the spark within them.

“Hi, Stephen. Come in. And,
please, call me Susan.” I stepped aside to let him pass, but leaned
forward a few degrees so that he brushed against my tits. He seemed
to jolt at the touch, but for me it was like electricity sizzled
from my nipples to my pussy.

“Sorry,” he said,
apologizing for bumping into me. But his eyes were on my breasts —
right where I wanted them.

I chose to ignore his apology. “Tyler had to
run out to pick up his sister from swimming. I’m sorry, you just
missed him.” I gave him an apologetic look, but was sure to bite my
lower lip seductively.

His gaze moved from my tits to my lips, then
after a long moment, up to my eyes. “That’s okay ... Susan,” he
said. “Is it alright if I just hang out here for a bit until he
gets back?”

“Of course.” I put my hand
on his back in what I hoped was a motherly gesture, then slid it
down his spine to just above his ass. He flinched at the touch,
almost launching away from me. He was nervous, but I could tell by
the heat emanating from his body that he was just as turned on as I
was.

“I’ll just, uh, just ...
watch TV or something,” he said, kicking off his shoes and hurrying
to the living room.

“Make yourself at home,
Stephen.” I let him settle for a moment and went to the kitchen to
get us a couple of drinks. I came back into the living room with
two ice-cold lemonades with straws. “Here you go —
enjoy!”

“Thanks, Susan!” He took
the lemonade from my hand and sat back.

I sat in the chair facing him and brought
the straw to my lips. I opened my mouth and slid my lips down the
straw until it was a few inches deep in my mouth, brushing the back
of my throat. I sipped long and slow. I swallowed and opened my
mouth, pulling the straw out.

Stephen was slack-jawed, watching me raptly.
Oh, yes, this boy was into me.

“It’s awfully hot today,
isn’t it, Stephen?” I said. I pressed the cold glass against the
cleft between my breasts and moaned softly. “Ohh ... that’s
better.” I pulled the drink off my chest and saw the perspiration
on the glass had left water on my tits, looking almost like a young
man’s spunk. I gently massaged my chest until the water was gone. I
looked up at Stephen with a seductive smile.

He still had that stunned look on his face.
When it registered in his hormone-addled brain that I was looking
at him, he blushed and quickly looked away. Then he adjusted the
way his shirt lay on his lap, trying to hide what I was certain was
a mountainous erection. I couldn’t help but imagine what it looked
like when he pulled it free ... and what it would feel like inside
of me.

Behind Stephen, I noticed the clock on the
wall. It had already been fifteen minutes since Tyler left — I
needed to step up my game and get this happening. Now that I knew
Stephen was interested, I could be bolder.

I set the lemonade down on the end table and
licked the perspiration from the glass that had clung to my
fingers. As I slid each finger in then out of my mouth, I swore I
could see beads of sweat forming on Stephen’s forehead.

“Could you do me a favor,
sweetie?” I said, standing up. I smoothed down my clothing, running
my hands over my breasts, bringing them lower, to my hips and
ass.

“Of ... of course,
Su-susan.” Stephen put his glass down and looked up at me
expectantly.

“My back is acting up on me
today. Could you be a dear and bring my laundry basket to my room?
It’s in the basement at the bottom of the stairs.” I walked away,
pulling the same trick with Stephen that I pulled on Tyler when I
wanted him to do one of his chores — not giving the boy a chance to
respond, clearly indicating that I expected to be
obeyed.

As I walked down the hall, I heard his
hurrying footsteps receding in the other direction and down the
stairs.

I rushed to my bedroom with the lightest
footing possible. I tore off my blouse and dropped my skirt to the
floor, then hopped onto my bed. I stuck my ass in the air and
stretched my hands before me, digging my fingernails into the soft
comforter. This was the biggest risk of everything I’d done so far;
from this, there could be no retreat. My heart pounded and my
fingers quivered as nervousness filled my body. There was the
danger of being caught if Tyler came home early, of course, but
also the danger of rejection. If Stephen turned and ran, word of
this would spread through the entire neighborhood.

“Where did you want it,
Mrs. Hart — uh, Susan?” Stephen called from the hall.

“In here,” I called
back.

The door clunked as Stephen pushed it open
with the laundry basket. I looked up at him seductively, biting my
lower lip. When he saw me, he dropped the basket with a clatter,
sending my lacy panties and bras into a scattered heap on the
floor.

“Mrs. Hartwell?” Stephen
backed up a couple steps, holding his arms up in front of him like
he was staring at the sun.

“Come in, Stephen,” I said,
keeping my voice low and seductive.

“But ... but Mrs.
Hartwell?” He didn’t move his feet — he didn’t come closer, but he
also didn’t run away. But I saw his eyes locked on me, trailing up
my back to my ass, high in the air.

He wanted me, I knew, but I could see this
wasn’t going to be as easy as I’d hoped. I slid off the bed and
approached Stephen — he still didn’t run away. His muscles tensed
up as I laid my hands on his biceps.

“Stephen ... look at
me.”

Eventually, the boy dropped his arms and
looked at me — but carefully avoided looking below my neck.

“Mrs. Hartwell? What’s
going on?” His voice was shaky, but I could feel the lust burning
through his veins. He was horny and he wanted this as much as I
did.

“I told you — call me
Susan.” I walked backward, pulling Stephen with me.

He tripped on the piled underwear, crashing
into me. I fell backward onto the bed and he fell on top of me, his
face landing on my tits. He was touching me — he was on me — my
God, this felt so wrong, but also so right. His rock hard cock
pressed against my thigh and I held his head tight against me until
he started to struggle.

He propped himself above me. “Mrs.
Hartwell...”

“Susan,” I reminded him.

“Susan ... we can't do
this. You — you're Tyler's mom.” His eyes burned with lust and
frustration. He wanted this — I just had to convince him it was
okay.

“It'll be our little
secret,” I said. I stroked my fingers down his cheek, then raised
my head to kiss him.

My lips touched his and he flinched from the
contact, but pulled him down to me, pressing my mouth hard against
his. He didn’t move, but he didn’t try to retreat. He tasted like
the salty sweat of young men in their prime. I could feel his
resolve weakening, crumbling ... and then he kissed me back.
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