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The kitchen smelled like coffee and the residue of our morning pancakes. Haley stood at the counter in one of Ben’s old hoodies, bare feet on the tile, scrolling through her phone while the dishwasher hummed.

My daughter and her fiancé had moved into our home to save for their wedding. What I hadn’t known when I agreed to this insanity was that they wouldn’t be sharing a bedroom.

I’d presumed, incorrectly apparently, that my daughter and her fiancé had been sleeping together for months. Clearly I’d missed an important mother-daughter discussion along the way somewhere. She couldn’t think her current course would remain viable for long.

I watched Haley for a long moment from the doorway, my arms folded as I wondered if she could truly be serious about abstaining from sex until their wedding night. Surely not.

“We need to talk,” I said, stepping into the kitchen.

Haley glanced up, already smiling that soft, certain smile she’d worn ever since the ring went on her finger three months ago. “About what?”

“About you and Ben. About the fact that you’re sending him off to basic training next week still a virgin.”

Haley’s smile tightened. “Mom—”

“I’m serious.” I pulled out a chair and sat, keeping my voice low even though the house was empty. “He’s a good boy, sure. Sweet. Patient. The kind of man most girls would kill for. But if you starve a man of sex long enough, he goes looking elsewhere. That’s not me being dramatic. That’s just how it works. Ask your father if you doubt me. You’re about to send him off to the hardest experience of his life without something to sustain him through it. When the going gets tough, he’s going to want to relieve some pressure.”

Haley set the phone down and turned fully toward me. “You don’t get it, Mom. Ben’s not like other boys. He’s never had sex. He doesn’t know what he’s missing. So trust me when I say he’ll wait.”

“You didn’t,” I laughed.

“What?” Haley replied, going a little red.

“You don’t think I noticed the condom wrapper in your trash when you started dating Derrick?”

Haley went bright red. “Mom, we’re not having this conversation. It doesn’t matter what happened with Derrick. Ben and I are doing this the right way.”

“The right way,” I repeated, tasting the words. “You mean the way that leaves him aching and frustrated while every other recruit is telling stories about their conquests. They’ll mock him relentlessly.”

Haley’s chin lifted. She held up her left hand so the modest diamond caught the light. “Don’t worry, Mom. They’re never going to know. He’ll be fine. I know what I’m doing. I got him to put a ring on it, didn’t I?”

I looked at the ring and felt something cold settle in my stomach. How could any daughter of mine be quite this ignorant? She should know better. Not only that, but she should listen to her mother.

“If you send him off with blue balls,” I said carefully, “he’s going to drain them in the first bar girl that looks at him twice. It won’t be about love or promises. It’ll just be about relief and venting his stress. But when he does, he’s not going to be the same.”

Haley’s face flushed. “It’s none of your business, Mom. It’s my life. I’ll do what I want with it. Ben respects me. He understands.”

“He respects you so much he’s been walking around with a permanent hard-on for two weeks,” I shot back without thinking.

“You shouldn’t be looking,” Haley said, throwing a wet cloth at me.

“It’s my house. I can’t help how he walks around it,” I replied, forcing my tone to soften. “Haley, I’m not trying to fight with you. I’m trying to help you. You’re treating his patience like it’s infinite. It’s not.”

Haley turned back to the counter, shoulders stiff. “He’s never even pushed. Not once. That means something, Mom.”

I stared at her daughter’s back and felt the full weight of the revelation settle in. Ben was a virgin. Not just waiting, but completely inexperienced. That made everything worse. Far worse.

I’d assumed he’d had at least a couple of awkward encounters in high school or early college. Most boys did. The idea that this tall, quiet, broad-shouldered young man had never been inside a woman at all made my stomach twist. Basic training was brutal enough without the extra target painted on his back. The second the other recruits sniffed out that kind of inexperience, they’d never let it go. The nicknames, the jokes, the constant needling: it would follow him through the whole cycle.

Benny No-Nut. No-Balls Benny. The names would be merciless.

I couldn’t let that happen to him.

Haley was still talking, something about values and waiting for the wedding night, but I had stopped listening. My mind was already turning over possibilities. If Haley wasn’t going to listen to me, I’d find someone who could handle this cleanly. Someone professional. Someone who wouldn’t catch feelings or create drama. Someone who already knew how to take a nervous virgin and leave him confident instead of broken.

Kayla.

My friend, the porn star. She’d turned her marriage into an open relationship and never looked back. She knew exactly what she was doing.

The thought arrived fully formed. Kayla was a professional in every sense of the word. She could take care of Ben under controlled circumstances, one afternoon, no strings, no risk of attachment. If he got the experience out of the way with someone who actually knew what she was doing, he’d be able to take that experience to the army and shut anyone else down.

It wouldn’t matter how many sorority girls his bunkmates had seduced. He’d have been with an industry superstar.

He’d have clout. He’d walk into basic with stories instead of shame. And maybe, just maybe, he wouldn’t put up with Haley’s nonsense quite so quietly afterward.

It would serve them both right, I thought. Haley needed a reality check. Ben needed to stop being treated like a saint who didn’t have needs. Very carnal needs.

I’d seen the shape of his morning wood through his boxers. It was considerable. The boy was probably backed up like the Hoover Dam.

I waited until Haley finished her little speech and turned around again.

“I’m not changing my mind,” Haley said. “We’re waiting. End of discussion.”

I stood, smoothed my blouse, and gave my daughter a calm, closed-lipped smile. “All right. It’s your life.”

As she walked out of the kitchen without another word, I was already reaching for my phone. Kayla answered on the second ring.

“Hey,” I said, stepping into the garage where I couldn’t be overheard. “I need a favor. A big one. And I need you to pop over for lunch. Do you think you can spare a few hours for a friend?”
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It had certainly made a lot more sense in my head. Saying it out loud, even I had to question my sanity.

“You want me to fuck your daughter’s fiancé?” Kayla’s eyebrow lifted as she stared at me. “Have you gone mad?”

“Hear me out.” I placed my hand on her thigh as she sat on the couch in my living room. “He’s going into the military next month, and somehow he’s still a virgin. If that happens, they’re going to make fun of him.”

“Of course they are,” Kayla replied. “But I’m not the answer, Vikki. If I fuck your daughter’s fiancé, then things are going to be awkward between us. I don’t want that.”

I understood her reluctance. I was one of the few female friends she had left. After becoming a porn star in her thirties, most of her other friends had cut her off. Probably because she’d announced her intentions by sleeping with three of her husband’s friends at the same time.

Her husband was not ignorant. He had been there, and if the stories I’d heard were true, he’d rather enjoyed himself. Still, other women weren’t risking letting their men anywhere near Kayla. She was a long, leggy blonde with nice hips, a thin waist, and the sort of chest that made other women envious. When you combined her proportions with blue eyes and blown-out blonde hair that drew every man’s eyes, it was frankly unfair.

She made me a little envious if I was being honest, but she was a real sweetheart when you got to know her.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” I stammered quickly. I didn’t want Ben being bullied in basic training. He was my future son-in-law, and if I wanted to help him, then this was my best chance. If he slept with Kayla from the Hotwife Life, there wasn’t a man on earth who would do anything but give him a high-five. He’d be king of the cadets with a story like that.

As long as Haley never found out, of course.

“Tell me, Vikki, have you seen any of my movies?” Kayla’s piercing blue eyes settled on me.

“I, uh.” I was far too shy to own up to watching her movies in the comfort of my own bedroom. I only watched them when my husband was out, but Kayla was one of the best in the business, and the handsome studs she worked with were dreamy.

“Which one?” Kayla asked, not letting me off the hook that easily.

“The one with Dante and his crew. The first time your husband watched.”

It was easily one of her most famous scenes. She’d entered the adult industry with an interracial gangbang while her husband watched in the corner. It was somewhat famous.

“That is a good one.” Her lips perked up at the corners at the memory. “But you can see the kinds of men I usually work with. Virgins can be awkward. I don’t want to make Ben uncomfortable.”

“You have to have seen him looking at you,” I replied, remembering the last time she was over. “That’s why I’m confident it will work.”

She placed her hand on mine. “Sweetheart, everyone looks at me like that, even your husband. Though he has the courtesy not to do it when you’re watching.”

The ass. I couldn’t really hold it against him, though. She was stunning.

“Speaking of, what does your husband think of this plan of yours?” Kayla leaned forward, and the teal minidress she was wearing struggled to contain her bust. Much further and they seemed liable to spill out of it.

“We can never tell him,” I answered swiftly. “This is about Ben.”

“You really care about him, don’t you?” Kayla asked.

“Of course I do. He’s going to be my son-in-law.”

Kayla cocked her head as if she were considering my plan.

“And if I do this, you won’t get weird about it?” Kayla leaned back into the couch. “At all.”

I held up a hand as if I were swearing an oath. “I promise.”

“And you’ll owe me,” Kayla answered. “I wouldn’t do this for anyone else.”

“Anything. Just don’t tell Ben I put you up to it. He has to think he made it happen.”

Kayla nodded. “Lucky devil’s going to think all his Christmases have come at once.”

“Just be good to him,” I replied, patting her hand for reassurance. I wanted to send him to basic training with the sort of bulletproof confidence only Kayla could inspire. That wouldn’t happen if he stayed all cooped up in the virgin corner my daughter was trying to put him in.

“I won’t force anything on him,” Kayla said softly. “If he’s not up for it, and trust me, some guys aren’t, I’ll just take some photos with him so he’s got something to show the boys in the barracks.”

“Photos?” My heart beat a little faster.

“Of course,” she replied with a smile. “Otherwise, they’re never going to believe him.”

“And that doesn’t bother you?” I asked.

Kayla laughed. “Oh my dear, there is so much more than that floating around out there. Besides, the boys in uniform are some of my best fans. Sending Ben in with some stories will grow my brand like nobody’s business.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt about the photos, but she was right. No one would be able to call him a liar. I just had to hope Haley never found them.

“OK, he’s going to be home any minute. Just tell him you’re watching the house while I get some groceries. I’ll leave you alone till 3:00 p.m. Will that be enough time?”

Kayla checked her watch. It was just after midday.

“My sweet Vikki, we’re not going to need
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