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Part One

 


Of all the women I never expected to darken my
door ever again Vivian would have topped the list—except for one
small change in our non-relationship.

“Hello, Vivian,” I said after she
rang the bell. I couldn’t said I was completely surprised to see
her, I just had expected a phone call or other contact first, not
her sudden appearance in front of my very eyes after twenty years
of non-contact.

“Ethan,” she said very evenly. I
could tell she was trying to control her emotions. What emotions
were they? Anger, rage, hatred…all of those certainly. Did she
despise me? Probably. Was there a hint of lust behind her gorgeous
brown eyes? Probably not. She was still strikingly beautiful after
all these years. I knew that of course after seeing her pictures on
Facebook. Her deep brown hair was probably helped with some dye,
she had a few wrinkles in the corners of her eyes, her previously
ivory skin had faded a bit to pallid, and her once ruby-red lips
were now a pale shadow of their former selves. But her eyes were
still gorgeous. And her tits—she was wearing a V-neck top that was
cut low enough to be modest yet still sexy giving me a look at her
ample cleavage.

The pause between us had gotten a little long.
“For what reason do I have the honor of your presence after lo
these many years?” I asked her.

“You know why,” she told me. Her
eyes didn’t leave my face. Either she was entranced by my
completely average looks or she was seriously pissed off. Most
likely the later.

I glanced at up and down my street. Living in
the art district is nice, but sometimes the neighbors were a little
too close for comfort. I didn’t want Vivian making a huge scene on
my front step. “Why don’t you come inside and we can discuss this
like adults?” I asked her.

She sighed and rolled her eyes, but stepped
into my house regardless. I followed her ass into my kitchen. It
was still a lovely ass, maybe slightly rounder since twenty years
will do that to the female form, but still worthy of
admiration.

“Stop staring at my ass,” she told
me whirling around.

My eyes snapped up from her ass, pausing at
her tits, and locking onto her eyes again. “How did you know?” I
asked.

“I could feel it,” she said. “You
always ogled me.”

“You didn’t mind it when we were
dating,” I pointed out.

“That was twenty years ago and I
didn’t mind it because…” she trailed off and made a face. “Never
mind.”

“So what are you here for?” I
asked trying to keep the conversation moving along. I knew why she
had come for the impromptu visit, but I was going to make her work
for my cooperation.

“You know why, Ethan.”

I smiled thinly. “Well, since that’s resolved,
I’ll bid you good day and see you out.” I gestured back to the
front door.

“I don’t want you dating my
daughter!” she blurted out angrily.

“I wasn’t aware you had a
daughter,” I said. Yes, I did know.

“Giselle Pollock,” she said. Her
voice was on edge.

“Giselle?” I asked with
exaggerated surprise. “I didn’t realize she was yours. You have
different last names…”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m still Vivian
Elmswood. Pollock is her father’s last name. My husband,” she said,
raising her left hand and indicating the ring on her third finger.
“And don’t give me the bullshit of you not knowing.”

“Well, you did dump me to fuck
him,” I pointed out.

“That’s not how it happened,” she
protested.

I ignored her and continued. “And then you
mysteriously dropped out of college and had a baby not nine months
later to the day. That’s how I remember it happening.”

“You know it’s more complicated
than that,” she sighed.

“What if I do, what if I don’t?” I
asked.

“Don’t be like that,” she
said.

I held up my hands. “Fine. It’s over. It was
twenty years ago. We moved on with our lives. You don’t want me
dating your daughter. Why don’t you tell her why?”

“I’d rather not,” she
admitted.

I knew I was being a dick, but I didn’t care.
“Well, here’s a shocker. She flirted with me. She asked me out.
She’s the one pursuing me. Maybe you need to speak to your adult
daughter about the fact she’s chasing after your former boyfriend.
Is it the twenty year age gap, or is it our past relationship, or
it is me? Which of those is pissing you off?”

“All of them!”

“Time to talk to your daughter,
Vivian.”

“The college won’t look too kindly
on you fucking a student,” she all but spat at me.

“I’m not a teacher at the college.
I’m not even staff. I’m just a contractor. The fact she’s a student
has no bearing on the situation.” Though I worked at the college, I
was technically an independent contractor—no benefits, lots of
freedom. Though the college might not renew my contract, they
couldn’t specifically terminate my contract for a relationship with
a student. Working the counseling office I got to meet a lot of
messed up students. Luckily Giselle hadn’t come in to the office
looking for my or anyone’s advice.

Vivian stifled a sob and pulled back a bit.
“What can I do to get you to stay away from her?” she
asked.

I furrowed my brow and pretended to think.
“Well, tell you what. Give me one last roll in bed with you, one
good fucking, and I’ll tell her it just won’t work out.”

Now she gasped. “I’m married. You’re out of
your fucking mind,” she told me.

“No, I’m not. I’m just being a
dick.”

She turned on her heel and left, slamming the
front door behind her. She still had a fantastic ass.

 


The next night Giselle was over at my house.
We had done dinner and a bit of conversation. I had to know: was
she pursuing me?

“You’re only what, eighteen years
old? Do you really have a thing for older guys?”

“I’m nineteen,” she said. Giselle
was nearly a perfect copy of her mother from twenty years ago. The
only real difference was her long brown hair was straight while
Vivian’s had been curly. They were almost the same height and had
the same build. I was reliving my glory years in college. “And I
like older men.”

“You’re not old enough to like
older men,” I told her. “You should be chasing after college boys.
Date a senior, that’s old enough for you.”

“When I was in tenth grade I was
giving blowjobs to a boy who was in college,” she confided in me.
“Don’t tell my mother.”

“Uh. I won’t.”

“And I don’t have a great
relationship with my dad. He and Mom didn’t get married until I was
five.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“I like older men,” she told me
again. “And you like younger girls. It’s the perfect
match.”

“How do you know I like younger
women?” I asked her. There was lust in her dark brown eyes and I
took a step back from her.

“You’re a man, aren’t you?” she
laughed, then lunged in to kiss me. I didn’t fend her off. Her
tongue slipped into my mouth and I happily accepted her wanton
advance. When her body pressed against mine I could feel her big
tits mashing into my chest. Were they the same size as her
mother’s? Bigger?

Reluctantly, I pushed her away and held her
upper arms.. I looked down her shirt as I did so. She wore a black
lace bra that seemed to barely contain her tits. Why was I throwing
this all away? I could just bed her, bang her, listen to her mother
bitch and moan, then move on with my life. I wasn’t in love with
either of them; I just wanted to fuck either the mother or the
daughter. I knew my head was fucked up with a half-forgotten lust
from twenty years previous, but how did that make me any different
from any other man?

“I have a confession to make,” I
began.

“Me too,” she interrupted. “I’m
not a virgin either. It’s okay!” She laughed at her joke. I wasn’t
sure if she was a virgin or not. I didn’t want to think about that
at the moment.

“I know your mother,” I said
finding more courage than I thought I had. “We go way
back.”

“You know my mom?” she asked,
confused.

“Yeah, Vivian Elmswood. Did she
talk to you today or yesterday?”

Giselle shook her head no. “No.
Why?”

I cleared my throat. “Ah. She and
I…dated back in college.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“Are you going to tell me
something creepy like you’re my real father?”

I nearly passed out. “No. No nothing like
that.”

“Good. So what’s the
problem?”

I’m still in love with your mother
and would rather fuck her than you.

“Um…I dated your mother back in
college. And I’m twice your age!”

“Yeah. I got all that. I still
want to have sex with you.” Her face was open and eager and honest
and horny. I had started this little adventure because banging a
nineteen year old girl who looked like my college girlfriend
sounded like a good idea. The fact that she was the daughter of my
college girlfriend was disturbing. The final nail in the coffin was
that she still wanted to fuck me after knowing all that.

“Um. No. While I’m not above
fucking girls half my age, I have to draw a line somewhere. You’re
it.”

Her face went from beautiful to pissed-off in
about a half second. I swallowed and wished I hadn’t given her the
ultimate rejection. “You’re rejecting me because of my
mother? How is that supposed to make me feel?”

“Um. Well, sometimes circumstances
get in the way of one’s desires…”

“How soon after we met did you
know I was her daughter?” she asked me.

About fifteen minutes, I thought.
Facebook and the internet are powerful tools in the wrong hands.
But I couldn’t tell her that. “A few days. It took me a while to
puzzle it out,” I lied.

“And those few days you were still
flirting with me, still hoping to get into my panties?

“Yes,” I admitted. And I still
do.

“How about a blowjob?” she
offered.

“What?”

“Blowjob’s not sex,” she
explained.

“Well, technically it is. Oral sex
has the same last name a vaginal sex. Same family.”

My explanation and excuse left her nonplussed.
“Do you want a blowjob or not?” she asked again.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea,”
I replied.

She grinned the same lopsided grin her mother
used when she knew she was being bad—was it a genetic or learned
trait?—and fell to her knees. I should have pushed her back. I
should have said no. I should have stopped her from unbuckling my
belt and pulling down my pants.

I didn’t.

My cock was already erect. There was no way to
hide that.

“For an older guy you certainly
seem ready to get laid,” Giselle said as she leaned forward and
took me into her mouth. I didn’t resist. I leaned back against the
wall and let her blow me.

It was heavenly. One thing Vivian never
developed was a good oral sex technique. Maybe because
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