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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.
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