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I can’t believe I went along with it.  He was my best friend’s son, for Christ’s sake!

Some women embrace the “cougar” label, but that’s not me.  I date men, not boys.  I go out with executives, with guys who can afford to wine me and dine me.  That’s not to say I’m elitist when it comes to relationships.  I’ll date any man I find interesting.  Doesn’t matter if he earns less money than I do. 

The encounter I’m about to describe had nothing to do with money, or dating, or relationships.  It had nothing to do with anything.  I still can’t believe it happened.  If I could forget all about it, tell myself it was just a strange dream, I would.  Now every time I meet Melinda for coffee, I wonder if she knows.  

Would Brendan tell his mother about our lusty dalliance? 

I wasn’t looking for love when I drove to Melinda’s cottage that Friday afternoon.  I wasn’t even looking for sex.  Just a nice weekend away, an escape from the city.  She hadn’t told me Brendan would be there too.  It shouldn’t have mattered.  Back when we were both young moms, her kids would have kept my kids company while the grown-ups relaxed with a beer.

Now that Melinda and I are both carefree divorcees, our kids grown and out of the house, life is vastly different.  Brendan’s presence at the cottage was... I hesitate to say alarming, but that’s the word that keeps popping into my head.  I hadn’t seen him in a while, and he was just so handsome.  He was an adult.  I couldn’t get over that.

When Melinda came down with one of her dead-to-the-world migraines Saturday night, Brendan and I had to fend for ourselves.  It wasn’t so bad.  He barbequed and we had leftover potato salad from lunch.  And wine.  Too much wine.

I know it’s a cliché to say he made me feel young, but he did.  I wasn’t thinking that at the time, but in retrospect I see how silly I was acting, laughing like a teenager as he told me stories about the stupid things he and his college buddies got up to.  

Like skinny dipping.

Brendan asked me if I’d ever tried it, and to be honest I couldn’t really remember.  It sounded like the sort of thing I might have done when I was Brendan’s age and drunk, but I knew in my gut where this would go if I played the innocent.

After dinner, when night had fallen hard and the air was a thick blanket on my lungs, he double-dared me to swim naked in the lake behind Melinda’s cottage.  I laughed it off at first, but he kept teasing me, poking me, prodding me.  I couldn’t say no.

He stripped first, right there on Melinda’s back deck.  I couldn’t believe how fit Brendan was.  With jeans and a T-shirt on, you’d never have known.  He tore that top over his head slowly, like he knew I was watching and he wanted me to savor the view.  He unbuckled his belt nice and slow, sliding his jeans down his legs, then stepping out of them.  

All I could see was the bulge in his black jockey-boxers.  I wanted to know what was under there.  I wanted to touch it.

Brendan pushed down his underwear quickly, and turned around before I got a good look.  His sweet ass writhed as he ran toward the dock.  I followed him, unzipping my khakis and tearing out of my flowing button-down top.  He was in the water before I’d even unhooked my bra.  When he popped up from a splash in the lake, wiping his eyes, then staring up at me, my stomach tied itself in knots.

He told me to go for it. He’d already undressed.  It was my turn now.

I wasn’t normally so bold, but what the hell?  You only live once.  I unclasped my bra and let my bare breasts tumble from the cups.  They were still fairly bouncy, even at my age.  I was proud of them, and Brendan seemed to enjoy the sight of me half-naked.  

Was he hard underwater?  I couldn’t see past the glassy black-mirror surface of the lake.

My panties weren’t exactly sexy, and I was glad to get them off and out of sight.  I’d trimmed my bush well enough that I wasn’t embarrassed by it, but I couldn’t tell by the glint in Brendan’s eye whether he viewed me as an old lady.  

“Would you call me a MILF?” I asked.

Brendan laughed, and that turned me on because I knew he’d gone stupid with arousal, the way young men do.  That settled it.  I dove in headfirst, not far from where Brendan was treading water.  The cold shocked to my system.  Everything looked black except the lights from the few cottages around the lake.  It was actually kind of scary.  There could be sea monsters underwater.  Or, rather, lake monsters.  Slimy things.

The more I moved around, the warmer I got, but the heat I craved came from sexy little Brendan.  He moved toward the dock, and I followed as he hung off the ladder.  I watched anxiously as he stepped up and then down, like he couldn’t decide if he wanted to be in or out.

I asked him, “Where do you think you’re going?” and he kind of laughed, but nervously.  I don’t know what got into me, but when he plunked himself fully in the water, I swam up so close my pebble-hard nipples brushed his chest.  I held on to the ladder with one hand and used the other hand to find Brendan’s cock underwater.  That wasn’t difficult, let me tell you.  The boy was huge.

He groaned when I stroked the generous length of his shaft.  His free hand found my breasts.  He played with my nipples, pinching them and squeezing, making me shriek.

“Shhh!” he said.  “You’ll wake up my mom.”

The thought made me stiff.  If Melinda caught us like this, I’d be humiliated beyond belief.  She’d never speak to me again.  This boy was her son.  I was her friend.  

We shouldn’t be doing this.

But I couldn’t stop.

Brendan’s big cock felt so good in my hand, so hot against the cold lake water.  I couldn’t let go, not until he pushed away and then swung me around to face the ladder.  Suddenly he was behind me, his erection riding my ass crack, his warm breath on my ear: “God, I need to fuck you.”

I knew how stupid this was, but I didn’t care.  I wanted what he wanted, and I opened my legs to give it.

We both clung to the ladder as he found my pussy with his dick and forced his way into me.  The sensation defied belief, but at the same time it was real, gritty and raw.  His cock was lodged in my cunt, moving hard and fast inside me.

It was a challenge not to scream while Brendan rutted from behind.  His warm breath felt so good on my ear that I wanted to cry out dirty things, but I couldn’t risk waking Melinda.  She could never find out about this.

He grabbed my tits underwater, and I felt that pressure in my clit.  Oh God, what I wouldn’t give to feel his fingers scouring that hot little button.  I let go of the ladder with one hand and found it myself.  When I rubbed my engorged bud, sparks shot through me and Brendan fucked me hard.

“Your pussy’s so hot,” he whispered in my ear.  “It feels so good, Mrs. G.”

I gulped, but my throat was dry as cotton.  Brendan had called me Mrs. G. since he was a kid, but it felt oddly out of place now that he was taking me from behind.  I didn’t say anything.  All I could do was move past it.

Gathering my dizzied senses, I whispered, “Fuck me, Brendan.  Harder.  Make me come, baby.”

Coming would be a combined effort, of course.  My fingers on my clit and his pinching my tits both helped bring me to orgasm, but his cock was really the star of the show.  When I got to the brink, man oh man, it was crazy.  Everything inside of me clenched and I wanted to scream, but of course I wouldn’t let myself.  Brendan made noises in my ear that were familiar yet unique to him: a grunt, a growl, a yip, a sigh.

When we’d both reached ecstasy, Brendan stuck close to me, breathing hard against my neck.  His cock pulsed inside my pussy.  I could feel every throb like a second heartbeat.  

He broke away and my body missed him instantly.  He floated on his back while I pulled myself onto the dock like a mermaid.  We didn’t have towels with us, but the night air was hot enough to dry my skin.  I splayed myself naked on the dock, legs wide open, completely carefree.  When Brendan crawled up the ladder and found me laid out for him, his dick shot up like a steel bar.  

Young guys were pretty amazing.  

On the dock, Brendan fucked me like an animal.  I let him do all the work, and it was intense.  Of course, he didn’t last long in missionary position, but it felt good to have a virile young man rutting between my legs.  Brendan was a firecracker, burning bright, coming explosively, and then fizzling out against the starlit sky.  After he’d come for the second time, he curled up beside me and sucked my tits.  

Thank goodness it was dark.  I’m sure nobody saw. 

And now I can only wonder if that beautiful boy will tell his mother.  I’m sure he won’t, not any time soon, but it’ll always be looming over my head.  Maybe in ten years he’ll have forgotten that it was a secret.  He’ll be married to some lovely young woman, and joke about the MILF he took skinny dipping.  Word will get
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