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SYNOPSIS


Adonated laptop, a secret journal discovered...

Her name is Angelina. At 43, this sultry blonde is in her sensual prime. The only problem? Her bored husband doesn't want anything to do with her.

Desperate for some excitement, Angelina posts her pictures online. But when a 19-year-old named Daryl contacts her, Angelina's world is turned upside down.

She's twice his age, but Angelina can't resist replying to Daryl. Online messages quickly turn into a secret encounter in the backseat of Angelina's car. As she spirals deeper and deeper into an obsession with her young admirer, will this lonely housewife risk her marriage to finally get the satisfaction she craves?
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THE LAPTOP


The laptop caught my eye the moment I saw it. It was a 16" MacBook Pro, only a few years old. Laptops like this one didn't come through the recycling center very often.

"Must be broken," I muttered. "What a waste."

I process lots of donated laptops every day. Most are junk, either broken beyond repair or laptops so ancient that they still have built-in CD-DVD drives. Good for nothing but recycling. After a quick exam, these machines get tossed in the big bin beside my workstation. I figured this MacBook was destined to be dismantled like all the rest.

"Dropped in water? Fried by a power surge? Bricked by a virus? What happened to you, bro?"

I opened the laptop and pressed the power button. I didn't expect anything to happen, so I was startled when I heard that familiar Mac chime as the laptop booted up. My surprise grew when the screen actually turned on and the Mac desktop immediately greeted me.

There was no fingerprint request. No facial recognition. Not even a lock screen. The computer was completely unsecured.

"What the heck?" I wondered as I idly browsed through the hard drive folders.

The more I scrolled, the more excited I got. Everything on the laptop seemed to be fully functional. MacBooks kept their value, especially a Pro model like this one.

"Might be worth close to a thousand dollars," I told myself. "I should take this thing."

Look, I know how that sounds. But most people aren't born rich. Most people struggle to get by. That's how the world works. You make the best of what you have and do what it takes to earn a living.

That's what I remind myself every day. It helps. Working at a computer recycling center is not a fun job. I get paid very little for repetitive, draining work.

But every once in a while, something like this laptop comes along. It's the way the Universe smiles on you, a little reminder that things can go your way if you just hang in there.

And I could use a little luck, to be honest. At 20, my life is not exactly an exciting adventure at the moment. I work all day at the recycling center and spend my evenings doing coursework for my Associate's degree at the local Community College.

Besides working out at the gym on campus, my days are spent looking at old computers, including the piece of crap I have in my bedroom. A laptop like the one in front of me was a rare find.

Plus, something in my gut told me this MacBook had a story to tell.

AngelinaVL

That was the username on the user account. There was no security on the laptop, no precautions of any kind. A quick check on the battery readings showed the MacBook had been plugged in for most of its short life.

"Looks like AngelinaVL's personal home machine. Wonder why she got rid of it?"

My curiosity was rising. There were document folders I could examine. Preferences and Location apps that might tell me something about AngelinaVL. I ignored them all.

Instead, I opened the Photos app.

The first pictures I saw were a disappointment. They just showed an expensive-looking house with some work being done on the exterior.

Progress shots for insurance purposes? Probably something like that.

I scrolled through the pictures, not expecting anything more exciting. Maybe this was a work laptop after all? Maybe it held nothing but boring files from a construction company or insurance adjuster?

I looked through more pictures of the house and construction, my hopes diminishing.

And then I saw her.

AngelinaVL.

She was standing beside the house, pointing at a wrought-iron railing that had just been installed. The smile on her face caught my eye.

"Fucking hell," I muttered.

She looked to be in her mid-30s. Thick blonde hair. Green eyes. Full lips, red and glistening in the sunshine. Heavy breasts and jutting nipples casually displayed beneath her loose top. A tiny waist and wide hips squeezed into a skirt that showed off her long legs.

AngelinaVL was stunning. I could feel the blood rushing to my groin just looking at her.

I quickly glanced around at the other workstations. No one was paying any attention to me. That was good.

There was no way in hell I was going to just erase this laptop and send it down the line. Not after seeing those pictures. Who knew what else this laptop held?

I casually pulled out the duffel bag I kept beneath my workstation. Everyone had a similar bag. One of the few perks of this job was taking home a few choice items that came through. As long as you didn't make a habit of it, management looked the other way.

But this laptop was not the kind of thing we were supposed to take. I could get in trouble, maybe even lose my job.

I didn't care.

I slipped the MacBook into my duffel bag and slid it back under my workstation. Grabbing the next laptop out of the bin, I lowered my head and got back to work.

The hours dragged by. I focused on my tasks, trying to keep my mind off the laptop in the bag by my feet.

When the work day finally ended, I grabbed my duffel bag and jogged to the bus stop, making sure I didn't miss my ride home.

Back at my apartment, I boiled up a big pot of ramen. My roommate wanted to chat, but I made my excuses and took my food into my room.

Alone at last, I plugged the MacBook into a spare charger and booted it up.

"Let's see what you got," I whispered.

Two hours later, I leaned back from my desk and wiped my tired eyes. I'd learned a lot about the woman who had owned this machine.

Her name is Angelina Veronica Larsen. She is actually 43 years old, though she looks ten years younger. She's married to a successful real estate developer named Barry. She has a son named James who is 20, the same age as me.

The pictures on Angelina's Photos app were all modest and SFW. But I found an unlabeled album that is password-protected. It is the only secured file on the entire laptop.

I know what pictures are hidden in that locked folder. And I know why Angelina took them.

Like I said, I thought this laptop might have a story to tell.

I was right.

Six months ago, Mrs. Angelina Larsen cheated on her husband with a 19-year-old guy she met online.

She recorded everything that happened in her Notes app.
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ANGELINA'S JOURNAL


Last night was supposed to be different.

Instead, it was a disaster, just like so many other nights before it. I can barely contain my anger and frustration anymore. It's even hard to type this. My heart is pounding with a rage that makes my hands shake.

I need sex!

There! I fucking said it!

I need my husband to want me, to touch me, to take me like he used to. My body aches with sexual deprivation. It's a constant hum under my skin, a hunger gnawing at my core.

My sex drive is raging out of control and I feel like I'm going to explode if I don't get some relief soon. I'm starving for my husband, and he doesn't even see it.

Tonight, I tried. God, I tried! I cooked his favorite lasagna and tiramisu, spending hours in the kitchen while he watched the game. He ate it without saying a word, his eyes locked on the stupid OLED TV he's so damned proud of.

I didn't let his indifference deter me. Tonight, I was going to make it happen. Tonight, I was going to get the satisfaction I yearned for.

In the bathroom, I slipped into the black lace nightie he always loved, the one that used to make his eyes pop out of his head. I dabbed my pulse points with the Seta Gialla perfume he bought me years ago.

I made sure to get the perfume between my breasts, envisioning Barry's breath warm against my skin as I cradled his face between my tits.

My husband used to worship my DDs.

Tonight, he would again.

I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror. I felt sexy, alive. My nipples were hard against the silken fabric, my pussy pulsing with desire.

I was a goddamn feast, and Barry was going to devour me.

I sauntered into the bedroom, hips swaying, a big smile playing on my lips. Barry was already in bed, glasses perched on his nose, a book in his lap.

"Darling," I purred. "I need you to fuck me all night long."

Barry looked up. His eyes flicked over me. Talking dirty usually turned him on, but my beloved husband only sighed.

"Not tonight, Angie. I'm tired."

I swallowed the scream building in my throat and plastered an understanding smile on my face.

"Of course, my love. Another night?"

"Yeah, sure. Another night."

I leaned over, kissed his forehead, and left.

Downstairs, the TV flickered to life, casting long shadows in the empty room. I curled up on the couch and the tears came. Hot, angry, desperate tears.

This was not how it was supposed to be!

Our sex life has been steadily declining over the years. But I thought with our son James going off to study in France, things would change. With the house to ourselves, we'd find each other again.

Instead, we are two strangers sharing a bed, a meal, a life devoid of passion. This big, fancy house in a big, fancy neighborhood feels more like a tomb than a home.

It's been months since Barry touched me. Really touched me. I've sucked him off a few times, which is all he seems to want, and only on rare occasions.

But true sex? His hands on my skin, his breath in my ear, his body claiming mine? It's been so long, I can't remember the last time it happened.

I'm 43, not 83!

I'm not ready to be put out to pasture, to live in this sexless marriage. I'm in my sexual prime, for God's sake! And Barry, at 55, is a fat, flaccid lump. His stubby little cock can barely even get hard anymore.

Is this it for me? Am I doomed to this half-life, this echo of a marriage, living out my days with my vibrator as my only source of pleasure? Will I ever feel alive again?

I don't know the answers.

I just know I can't keep living like this.
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I've spent the past few days at the animal shelter, finding comfort in the company of abandoned creatures. The warm lick of a dog's tongue, the soft purr of a cat - it eases my stress and brings me peace, even if it's temporary. There's something healing about caring for these unwanted pets. Maybe it's because I feel like an unwanted pet, too, in my own way.

The other volunteers are kind, silver-haired women with gentle smiles and eyes that hold a quiet resignation. They've all been where I am, I suppose. Discarded, unwanted, filling their empty nests with furry friends.

Is this my future? Will I become one of them, spending my days cleaning kennels, my nights knitting cat blankets?

No. Hell no.

I won't rot away because Barry can't see what's right in front of him. There's nothing wrong with me. Nothing. There's no reason Barry should disregard me.

I know I'm not the young glamor model I used to be, posing for cheesecake photoshoots with my blonde hair bouncing, the photographer salivating at the sight of my big tits, my flat stomach, my firm ass.

But even now, when I go shopping or run errands, I catch the hungry stares of men all around me. They want what I have.

I'm far from done.

Tonight, I stood naked in front of my full-length mirror. It's something I've been doing more often lately.

I looked at myself. Really looked at myself.

Sure, there are changes. Fine lines around my eyes. A few faint stretch marks on my hips. Reminders etched on my skin from a pregnancy 20 years ago.

But my body overall? Still magnificent.

My breasts are full and high, my DD cups still perky with the perfect amount of jiggle. My stomach is flat from daily core work. My ass? Round and firm from countless squats. My legs are long and toned. My hair still gleams like spun gold.

I work damn hard for this body. Two hours at the gym, six days a week. Clean eating - lean proteins, complex carbs, healthy fats. Weekly facials, monthly body wraps, regular massages. I invest time and money in my appearance because I respect myself.

I turned around, examining my ass in the mirror. Men used to drool over this ass. Barry used to drool over this ass.

I cup my breasts, lift them. I'm a fucking hourglass, a blonde bombshell. If Barry were a real man, he'd be all over me. There was no reason I should spend my nights crying into my pillow, or worse, finding comfort in the hum of a vibrator.

I'm not ready to be one of those lonely women at the animal shelter, their love lives reduced to caring for other people's discarded pets.

Barry's tired? Barry's out of shape? Barry's dick doesn't work? That's his problem, not mine.

I deserve better than this half-life he's forcing on me.

I'm a goddamn prize, and I won't let Barry or anyone else make me feel otherwise.
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Today, I did something naughty.

It was completely out of character for me. I'm torn between feeling ashamed of myself and thrilled at how scandalous I've been. My heart's still racing just thinking about it.

I was browsing Rezzdit on my laptop when I stumbled across a forum where women post their nudes for ratings. I usually just ignore these forums, but something about this one drew me in.

At first, I just looked through the pictures, comparing my body to the women posting. It made me feel good to see other women embracing their sexuality. Seeing so many different kinds of female bodies was very comforting.

But then I started to read the comments these men left. My god! They were raw, obscene, utterly filthy - things I'd never want someone to say to my face.

And yet... I couldn't believe it, but reading those comments sent this electric shock through my body. My breath caught and my heart raced.

Maybe it's because Barry hasn't touched me in months, but the idea of strangers wanting me, lusting after me in such an aggressive way? It lit something inside me.

What I did next still shocks me.

I picked up my phone with shaky hands and locked myself in the bathroom. I stood in front of the mirror, wondering if I was really going to do this.

"Fuck yes, I am!" I whispered to myself.

The marble counter was cold against my thighs as I stripped. Each piece of clothing that hit the floor made my pulse pound harder.

Naked, I angled the phone carefully - no face, just my body.

The first shots were tasteful. The curve of my breasts, the arch of my back, the swell of my ass. Classy selfies for a classy lady, right?

But God, I got so wet taking those pictures. My pussy ached. Before I could stop myself, I spread my legs and pulled myself open and captured that, too.

I went back to my laptop, hurrying before I could change my mind and stop this madness.

Go, go, go! Don't think, don't hesitate!

I held my breath as I uploaded my pictures. Once my post appeared, a sudden anxiety gripped me. I couldn't look at my MacBook's screen. Instead, I rushed back to the bathroom. I splashed cold water on my burning cheeks and threw on my silk robe.

In the mirror, my reflection looked different - wild-eyed, flushed pink down to my chest. My eyes sparkled with an excitement I hadn't seen in years.

By the time I got back to my laptop, my inbox had exploded. Forty comments on the post already. Chat requests popping up like fireworks.

My heart was galloping so hard I could barely breathe.

I spent the next few hours in a trance, devouring every comment and message. The words burned across my screen - crude, explicit descriptions of what these strangers wanted to do to my body.

A month ago, such filth would have made me slam my laptop shut. But now? With my most intimate parts exposed to their hungry eyes?

Each vulgar comment sent jolts of arousal sizzling down my spine.

I propped my feet on the desk, my silk robe falling open. My fingers found my clit, circling slowly as I read message after message.

I didn't reply, but I clicked through their profiles. Young college boys, distinguished silver foxes, men from every corner of the world. They all wanted me.

After years of Barry's cold shoulder, this avalanche of raw desire made me feel alive again.

One comment stood out from the sea of obscenity.

"Thank you for sharing your pictures. You are a very beautiful woman. Whoever your partner is, they are so very lucky."

The simple sweetness of it touched something in me. I clicked his profile and caught my breath.

Big blue eyes and a shy smile. His name was Daryl, just nineteen years old. He was gorgeous. My pulse quickened when I saw his location - less than an hour away.

Curiosity drove me to the NSFW section of his profile. His self-description was exciting - 6'3", brown hair, blue eyes, lean muscle.

But it was his honesty that truly captivated me. Daryl lived with his strict religious parents. He had never dated and was still a virgin.

Something about his innocence, combined with that beautiful face, drew me in. My mouse hovered over his posted pictures as heat pooled between my thighs.

I felt a bit guilty as I scrolled through Daryl's pictures. Each image revealed more of his lean, defined body. Not bulky like a bodybuilder, but naturally toned like a swimmer.

My breath caught at the sight of his bare chest, droplets of water glistening on his skin from what must have been a post-shower selfie. He looked so innocent, yet there was something undeniably masculine about the way his hip bones created that perfect V-shape disappearing into his towel.

The next picture made me gasp out loud.

It was a nude. His erect cock stood proud against his flat stomach, massive and intimidating. The head was an angry red, precum beading at the tip.

"Good lord," I gasped.

My pussy clenched at the sight. I'd never seen anything like it, especially not on someone so young. My fingers slipped between my thighs as I imagined wrapping my lips around that beautiful cock, taking him deep into my throat.

"Fuck," I moaned, working my clit faster.

In my mind, I was straddling him, sinking down onto that thick shaft inch by glorious inch. My hips rock against my hand as I picture his young, eager face twisted in pleasure.

The orgasm hit me like a lightning bolt. My back arched off the chair as waves of pleasure crashed through my body. I cried out, my thighs clamping around my hand as I convulsed. The intensity took me by surprise. I never cum this hard just masturbating.

When the tremors finally subsided, I was panting and covered in a light sheen of sweat. My fingers were soaked and sticky.

On my screen, Daryl's pictures lingered. That handsome face and that bashful smile. That youthful, lean body. That huge virgin dick.

But he's just nineteen! He's a full year younger than my son, James. This is unhinged!

I know I should close the browser, delete my pictures and my account, and just forget this ever happened.

Instead, I click the bookmark icon on Daryl's profile.

I don't know what I'm going to do next.

I just know I'm going to do something.
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Three weeks since I found him. Three weeks of obsessively checking Daryl's profile, learning his life story through scattered posts and comments.

My heart aches reading about his struggles - stuck living with parents who monitor his every move, working endless shifts at the car wash just to pay them rent. Online bible college eats up what little free time he has left.

Daryl's loneliness bleeds through every post. No friends, no social life, just endless hours alone in his room with his computer.

The raw sexual frustration in his writing mirrors my own - his desperate need to experience a woman's touch, to finally know what it feels like to be buried inside a warm pussy.

God, that cock of his.

I can't stop thinking about it. Nine thick inches of pure perfection. That massive head that would open me up and stretch me so perfectly.

I've lost count of how many times I've gotten myself off staring at his pictures, imagining taking him deep inside me. Teaching him, showing this innocent young man everything his body is capable of.

Finding Daryl has given me focus, something to pour my energy into instead of dwelling on my joke of a marriage. Barry even commented on my improved mood yesterday.

"Must be all that online shopping. I'm scared to check the credit card statement!"

He laughed at his own wit while I smiled politely, thinking about the real reason for my contentment.

Last night when Barry wanted his monthly blowjob, I didn't even mind. Just closed my eyes and went through the motions, barely noticing his flabby cock in my mouth.

When he finished with those pathetic little spurts, he just rolled over and started snoring. No surprise there. Barry hasn't touched me sexually in months.

I didn't care. I spat out his semen and gargled the taste away with mouthwash. Then I just went back to my laptop, back to reading about my sweet, frustrated boy. Back to those pictures that make me throb with need.

"Daryl," I whispered.

His name was so much sweeter on my tongue than Barry's cum could ever be.
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I did it.

I finally did it.

After weeks of lurking on Rezzdit and reading Daryl's posts, I finally messaged him.

I'd thought up a million reasons not to, a thousand excuses to forget about him. But every time I tried, I just looked at those pictures and felt my willpower melt away.

I couldn't stay in this limbo, stalking Daryl's profile like a ghost. I needed to make a change.

I needed to talk to him.

My fingers trembled as I typed.

"Hi, Daryl. Your cock is amazing. I'd like to get to know you. Still want to chat?"

Just a few short sentences, but I agonized over every word. Screwing up my courage, I hit SEND.

The seconds crawled by. My anxiety slowly built, eventually becoming a full-blown panic.

What was I doing? I was a married woman! At 43, I was too old to be acting like a horny teenager or some college slut in heat. Daryl was only nineteen! And a virgin! This was madness.

I scrolled to the DELETE button, determined to end this whole stupid incident. I was just about to click the button when a notification chimed.

It was a message from Daryl.

"Angelina1981 from f/RateMyNude? Is that you?"

"Yes," I typed. "It's me."

"Are you even real? Lots of bots here."

"I'm very real. A real woman who got your message and enjoys your posts."

"Prove it?"

My heart raced as I grabbed a Sharpie from my desk. I pulled down my blouse and wrote his username across my left breast.

I hesitated, then exposed my nipple and pinched it to make it erect. It jutted out like a big pink pencil eraser. I licked my finger and made my nipple wet so it would look even sexier.

Grinning, I snapped a pic of my naked tit and sent it to Daryl.

Long minutes passed. I had read enough of Daryl's posts to have a feel for his personality. I could imagine him sitting in his bedroom, staring at his computer, his mouth open in stunned surprise.

Finally, he messaged back.

"Holy shit. An actual woman on Rezzdit?"

"We exist. Not just neckbeards and geeks here ;)"

"Sorry, I forgot I messaged you before."

"I didn't forget."

"For sure. I send so many chat requests to hot women, but only the scammers reply."

"This is no scam. I've been reading your profile."

"You really like what you see?"

"Your cock is so beautiful, Daryl."

The afternoon slipped away in a haze of messages. He sent me a short video, his hand wrapped around that gorgeous length. I responded with close-ups of my slick pussy.

"Never thought I'd have an online partner like this," he wrote. "Especially not someone as beautiful as you."

I was typing my reply when I jumped at the sudden sound of footsteps on the stairs. I looked at the clock in mute shock.

Six o'clock already? Barry wasn't supposed to be home...

"Why isn't dinner ready?"

Barry stood in the doorway, his tie loose, his jowly face pinched with irritation.

I slammed my laptop shut.

"Getting right on it, darling."
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James called today. His voice brought sunshine through the phone, telling me about his adventures in Paris.

"My baby boy, all grown up and conquering Europe."

"The architecture is incredible, Mom. Every building tells a story."

I smiled at his enthusiasm. But even as we spoke, I was scrolling through Daryl's latest photos on my laptop.

"And what about the French girls? Any stories there?"

"Mom!" James laughed. "I've made some great friends. That's all you need to know."

My eyes fixed on an image of Daryl's bare chest. God, he was younger than James. What was wrong with me? My son was talking about his classes, his dreams, his future - and here I sat, fantasizing about a 19-year-old boy.

"So, what are you and Dad doing for your anniversary?"

I forced myself to close the laptop and focus on my son.

"Same as every year. A nice dinner at Chez Allard Dubois. Where he proposed."

"Twenty-two years, right? That's amazing, Mom."

"Yes, amazing."

My gaze drifted to the red dress laid out on my bed. It was the same one I wore that night Barry asked me to be his wife.

"Well, happy anniversary. Love you, Mom."

"Love you too, James. Be well."

After hanging up, I was suddenly overwhelmed with memories. Twenty-two years of marriage was a long time. So much had happened since the night Barry proposed.

I walked to my closet and pulled out my wedding dress. The silk felt cool against my fingers. I remembered Barry's face when he first saw me in it, how his eyes had lit up, how he'd promised to be mine forever.

The dress still fit perfectly. I'd made sure of that through years of rigorous workouts.

But did the marriage still fit? Did Barry's promises?

I laid the wedding dress beside the red one. Two moments frozen in time, when love felt real and permanent.

Maybe tonight at Chez Allard Dubois, over candlelight and wine, I'd feel that again. Maybe Barry would look at me the way he used to. Maybe I'd stop thinking about Daryl's messages burning in my inbox.

Maybe.

My phone buzzed. A message from Barry lit up the screen.

"Going out with the guys from the trade group tonight. Don't wait up."

My stomach clenched. The "trade group" was code for hitting the strip clubs downtown with his office friends. I'd seen the credit card statements, the charges from places with names like "Platinum Paradise" and "Diamond Dolls."

My fingers flew across the keyboard.

"How dare you? It's our ANNIVERSARY. You'd rather stuff dollar bills down some skank's g-string than spend time with your WIFE? Remember me? The woman who's stood by you for 22 years? Or am I too old for you now? Not young enough? Not NAKED enough? Well, guess what - this body still turns heads. Men still look. Men still WANT me. But you? You don't even see me anymore."

I stared at the message, thumb hovering over SEND.

Was this what I wanted to be? A shrieking, bitter woman with nothing but anger in her heart?

The fury drained from my body, replaced by a hollow ache in my chest.

The truth hit me like a slap. Barry hadn't forgotten our anniversary on purpose. He'd just forgotten it completely. There was no malice in his actions, no calculated cruelty. He simply hadn't remembered. Hadn't cared enough to mark the date.

I deleted the reply I wrote. What was the point? You can't hurt someone who's stopped feeling anything for you. You can't make someone care by screaming at them.

The red dress caught my eye, laying there like a cruel joke. Twenty-two years ago, Barry couldn't take his eyes off me in that dress. Now, he couldn't even remember the day he'd first seen me in it.

I would not cry. I'd done enough of that lately.

Instead, I sat down at my desk, the laptop screen glowing with Daryl's pictures. His thin frame, his eager blue eyes - at least there was one man who saw me, who wanted me.

I scrolled through our messages, the photos we'd exchanged. His body was lean, hungry. Not like Barry's, bloated from years of indulgence and neglect. Daryl's cock was huge and hard and utterly mesmerizing.

An idea sparked in my mind, scary and thrilling all at once. Barry's actions had pushed me to the edge. I craved to feel something, anything, to feel alive again. I licked my lips, my fingers hovering over the keyboard. Then I typed.

"Hey you."

The response was immediate.

"Mrs. Larsen! I was just thinking about you."

"I was thinking about you too, Daryl."

"Really? I think about you all the time."

"Me too."

I paused, my heart pounding. Then I typed again.

"Did I ever tell you where I live?"

"No. Same time zone as me lol. That's all I know."

I took a deep breath, then let it out slowly.

"Here goes nothing," I mumbled.

"I live in Goldendale."

There was a pause, then -

"OMG Mrs. Larsen! That's like only 45 minutes from me!! fr, fr!"

"Daryl, are you free tonight?"

"Tonight?"

"Yes."

"Like, I can get permission to go to the library. Have to be home by 9 tho."

I looked at the clock. It was doable.

"I'll pick you up in 2 hours. At the library by your house."

"Okay but like what are we gonna do?"

I smiled, a slow, wicked grin spreading across my face.

"Well, you're turning 20 in a few weeks, right? I have an early birthday present for you."

"What is it??"

My pulse raced as I typed the next message.

"I'm going to suck that big beautiful cock you've got."

There was a shocked pause. Eventually, Daryl replied.

"I'll be ready."

I logged off, closing the laptop. The red dress caught my eye again, still laid out on the bed. I licked my lips.

"Looks like I'll be wearing my dress tonight after all."
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The sunset blazed through my windshield as I cruised down the highway, my sunglasses barely cutting the glare. I cranked up the radio, blaring the kind of music Barry would've switched off in a heartbeat. The stereo thumped through the car, and I sang at the top of my lungs, feeling more alive than I had in years.

I ran a hand down my belly. The red dress hugged my curves like a second skin. No bra, no panties - just silk against bare flesh. My nipples pressed against the fabric, and every tiny movement sent tingles through my body.

I shifted in my seat, trying to focus on the road while my mind wandered to what was coming. My brain kept telling me I was doing wrong, but my heart was throbbing with anticipation.

"Nothing to stop me, tonight gonna be so naughty, tonight gonna be so free, tonight gonna smash my baybeeee!" I sang.

My phone chirped directions as I took the exit. Five minutes later, I was in the suburbs. The streets were lined with neat houses and well-maintained lawns. Everything looked modest and clean, while I felt immodest and dirty.

At a red light, a woman in yoga pants crossed in front of my car, walking a golden retriever. She smiled and waved, probably seeing another soccer mom in a nice car.

I waved back, wondering what she'd think if she knew the truth. That this perfectly respectable-looking woman in her designer dress wasn't heading to a book club or dinner with her husband. That instead, she was meeting a 19-year-old to suck his virgin dick. That under this dress, she was naked and perfumed, aching to wrap her lips around his huge cock.

The light turned green and I followed the GPS deeper into the quiet streets, my heart pounding harder with each turn.

"Here we go," I murmured to myself.

I pulled into the library parking lot, scanning the bike racks. My breath caught - there he was.

Daryl stood even taller in person, his lean frame shifting from foot to foot as he glanced around nervously.

I guided my car next to Daryl and pressed the window button. He approached and hesitantly leaned against the door.

Daryl's jaw dropped when he saw me. His eyes traveled down my red dress, lingering where the silk clung to my breasts. Heat flooded my groin at the raw hunger in his gaze.

"Hi, Mrs. Larsen," he said, his voice cracking.

"Daryl. Waiting long?"

"No. I mean, yeah. Kinda. I was kinda scared you weren't going to show up. That this was like a prank or something."

"No prank," I assured him.

"Yeah. Yeah, I can see that."

"Get in, handsome."

Daryl pulled open the door and slid in, folding his long legs into my passenger seat.

"This is a sweet ride," Daryl said.

"I like it."

"And you look... wow. So hot. Like, really hot."

"Thank you, sweetie. Did your parents hassle you about coming here?"

"No, not at all. As long as I am studying, they are fine with me being at the library. I ride my bike so they don't have to drive me or pick me up. These bike racks are great. I come here a lot, not really to study though. I go to college online but mostly I just use the library wifi to browse-"

I touched his knee, stopping his rambling. Daryl jumped in surprise, staring down at my hand resting on his leg like he couldn't quite believe it was there.

"Did you find us a quiet spot like I asked?"

"Oh! Yeah." He pointed left. "Three blocks that way, behind the strip mall."

I followed his directions. We pulled behind an outlet store. I parked in a secluded spot next to a dumpster and cut the engine.

"Smart choice, very private back here."

"Yeah, some kids at school used to talk about coming here to smoke weed and stuff. Not that I smoke! My parents would kill me. In church Youth Group, we learned about the effects of-"

I watched him talk, this beautiful boy trapped in his own nervousness. His strict upbringing had left him so unsure of himself. Such a pity - Daryl was gorgeous, sweet, eager to please. He just needed a woman to show him the way.

A woman like me.

"Daryl, sweetie?"

"Yes, Mrs. Larsen?"

"You don't have to be nervous with me."

"I can't help it. Sorry."

"And you don't ever have to be sorry," I said, squeezing his thigh.

Daryl gave me a tight smile, but I could see the fear behind it. I didn't want him to lose his nerve. I knew I had to break the ice.

"Would you like to give me a hug?" I asked.

Daryl nodded.

I opened my arms. He quickly leaned into me. I wrapped my arms around him, breathing in his clean scent. My fingers traced circles on his back, feeling him slowly relax against me. His thick hair tickled my cheek as I held him close.

I held him for a long moment, feeling his nervous energy drain away. Eventually, I pulled back, running my hand over his boyish face.

"Thank you, sweetie. That was a wonderful hug."

"You feel nice. And you smell amazing, Mrs. Larsen. Is that Seta Gialla perfume?"

"It is," I said, surprised. "How did you know?"

"A rich girl in my Biology class used to wear it," he said sheepishly. "It's super expensive, isn't it?"

"Yes, it is."

His gaze traveled down my body again. He slowly licked his lips.

"I still can't believe you're here."

"I'm here for you, sweetie. I can't stop thinking about you." I tickled his arm. "And you can't stop staring at my tits."

He flushed but didn't look away.

"They're amazing. So big and soft-looking."

"You want to touch them, don't you?"

"I... Yeah. If that's okay?"

"It's more than okay, sweetie."

I took his hand and guided it to my breast, letting him squeeze the soft flesh through my dress. Beneath the thin fabric, my nipple pebbled against his palm, making me moan softly.

"Mmm, that's it. Feel how warm they are."

Daryl's touch was tentative at first, as if he couldn't believe this was happening. But soon he was fondling me with growing confidence, his thumb brushing my hardening nipple.

"Wow, they got so hard, Mrs. Larsen," he breathed.

"That's because of you, Daryl. My sweet boy."

I pressed a button and my seat tilted back. Daryl gazed down at me. I spread my legs slightly, feeling deliciously exposed. I knew he could see the outline of my bare pussy through the thin silk.

"Open my dress, Daryl."

His fingers shook as he unbuttoned the three buttons, one by one, his breathing coming in shallow gasps. The silk fell open, exposing my breasts to his eager eyes.

"Fuck," he muttered, his gaze drinking me in.

"See how dark my nipples get when they're hard?"

"I see."

"They get so sensitive. Kiss them."

He lowered his head to my breast, his warm breath washing over my skin. Then his lips closed around my nipple, sucking gently.

"Yes," I hissed, my back arching. "Oh, that's so nice."

My hands found his hair, guiding him from one breast to the other. He looked up at me, seeking my guidance, wanting desperately to please me.

This beautiful boy had never touched a woman before. He was nervous and unsure, but his natural eagerness and raw, unfiltered desire were electric. A jolt of pleasure went through me as he nipped at the nipple, then suckled gently, finding his rhythm.

I closed my eyes, lost in the sensation. My body was on fire, every touch and lick sending spasms through me. All those years of frustration boiled inside me as this virgin boy's hungry mouth roamed my body.

Daryl's fingers shook as I guided his hand under my skirt. I shifted my thighs further apart, letting him slip between my wet folds. His fingers grazed my slit, making me inhale sharply. His eyes were wide, darting between my face and his hand as he felt my slickness.

"Run your fingers over me, Daryl," I urged. "See how wet you make me?"

His fingers explored my lips, brushing my clit. I directed his touch, showing him how I liked it.

"Just there, baby. Rub my clit."

His fingers circled the hard bud as he stared into my eyes.

"Is that okay, Mrs. Larsen? Am I doing it right?"

"Oh yes," I whispered. "Right there. You're such a fast learner."

He picked up the rhythm, his fingers firmly rubbing my swollen nub.

"You're so wet," he breathed. "I didn't know... I never knew..."

"All because of you, Daryl. Taste your fingers. Taste my pussy."

His eyes widened at my request, but he brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked on them.

"That's what a woman tastes like, Daryl. Do you like it? Do you like the taste of Mrs. Larsen's cunt?"

He nodded, his eyes never leaving mine as he sucked on his fingers.

I took his hand and put his fingers into my mouth, sucking off my juices, my gaze locked with his. His sharp intake of breath and his narrowed told me he was loving this.

Seeing this gorgeous boy so turned on by me was a rush like no other. I ran a hand through his hair, savoring the delicious tension between us.

"You have no idea how good it feels to be wanted like this. Look at what you're doing to me." I guided his hand back to my center, letting him feel how wet and ready I was. "No one's made me feel this way in so long, Daryl. I needed this."

He bit his lip, his hand caressing my pussy.

"Why me?" he asked.

"Because you're exactly what I need. Now lay back, sweetie. Lay back and let Mrs. Larsen give you an early birthday present."

Daryl reclined his seat. I leaned over him, my hair cascading around us. His gaze took all of me in, his eyes lingering on my swaying breasts, nipples hard and wet from his mouth.

I kissed his neck, nipping at his skin, then licked his ear.

"Daryl, I want you to relax," I said, kissing his neck. "I'm going to take care of you now. Will you let me take care of you?"

I saw his Adam's apple bob as he swallowed.

"Yes, Mrs. Larsen."

"Do you want me to suck your cock, Daryl?"

"Yes," he gasped. "God, yes."

"Then that's what I'll do. I'll give my sweet boy exactly what he wants."

I lifted his shirt, exposing his chest. He was so lean and fit, his skin smooth and golden in the dim light.

I kissed and licked his chest, tasting the salt of his skin, then moved lower, tonguing his nipples. His breathing quickened, and I smiled against his skin, loving how responsive he was.

I trailed kisses down his lean stomach, reveling in his soft moans. His hands found my hair, tangling in the long strands as I kissed and nibbled lower.

I wanted to take my time with him, tease and torment this virgin youth, but my lust was getting harder to control.

Daryl's cock twitched under his pants, hard and thick. I cupped him through the fabric, feeling his length, then slowly lowered his zipper. Clever boy - he wasn't wearing underwear.

I pulled his cock free.

"Oh my," I murmured, stroking his length. "So big, Daryl. All this is for me?"

"Yes, Mrs. Larsen."

Daryl's cock filled my hand, heavy and rock-hard. It dwarfed Barry's in every way, and I felt a surge of pleasure just holding it. How had I denied myself this for so long?

I held his shaft to my wrist, a contrast that made my pussy clench. His cock was fat and veiny, the skin so smooth. My fingers couldn't even touch as I wrapped them around his shaft. The tip was swollen and flushed almost purple, and a bead of clear precum glistened in his slit, inviting me for a taste.

"You have a truly exceptional cock, Daryl. So beautiful. You should be proud."

"Do you mean it?" he asked, his voice a little higher than usual.

"Absolutely. It's a cock to be worshiped." I leaned in close, inhaling his musky scent. "A cock like this is rare, Daryl. It's a treat to be with a man like you. You must know how special you are."

"I never really thought of it," he said, his hand coming up to push his hair back shyly. "I mean, it's just... mine."

"Just yours?" I shook my head, running a finger along the thick vein running his length. "A cock like this is a gift, Daryl. Trust me. This is... special."

Daryl flushed with pride. His hand curled around mine, still clasped around his shaft.

"Then will you worship it? Will you worship my cock? Please?" he added, his eyes hopeful and innocent.

I nodded, my heart pounding as I leaned in. I kissed the tip of his cock gently, running my tongue along the weeping slit.

"Mmm, Daryl, your taste is so sweet."

I took the head into my mouth, sucking gently, savoring the way he filled my mouth like a warm plum. His cock twitched, throbbing on my tongue, and I moaned softly in appreciation, letting him feel the vibrations all over his cockhead. I teased the tip with my tongue, licking and swirling, earning soft gasps from above.

The boy's eyes were wide, his mouth falling open as I worked. I looked up, locking eyes with him as I sucked him deeper. I let my tongue flatten in my mouth, taking him as deep as I could, hollowing my cheeks around his shaft.

Daryl's hands gripped my hair, but they didn't push or force. Instead, he gently caressed my scalp, his touch tentative as if he couldn't quite believe this was real.

His cock tasted incredible, clean and fresh. My lips slid easily along his shaft, the precum slick against my tongue. I drew back, leaving a trail of spit between my lips and his tip, then dove back down, moaning softly around his girth.

The car filled with the slick, wet sounds of my blowjob. I bobbed my head, spit lubricating my movements as I sucked and slurped. The rhythm built, my hands cupping his heavy balls, massaging his sack like they were precious jewels.

Daryl's hips began to gently buck. His breathing came in ragged gasps, and his thighs tensed.

"Oh god," he groaned, his fingers tightening in my hair. "Mrs. Larsen, it feels so good."

Hearing him call me Mrs. Larsen now, at this moment, like I was his teacher or mentor, was a turn-on like no other. I looked up at him, my red lips stretched around his shaft, my tongue swirling under the head. I loved choking on my beautiful boy, taking his thick cock deep down my throat.

I sucked him greedily, wanting to taste his cum. My lust was overwhelming, my pussy dripping as I bobbed faster, sucking with fervor. I squeezed his balls gently, my nails scratching lightly at his sac, earning a soft hiss.

Daryl's hips stuttered, his cock throbbing. I sucked harder, hungry for his seed. My lips tightened around his shaft as I slid up and down, my tongue darting and swirling.

"I'm close, Mrs. Larsen!" he warned, his voice tight. "So close."

I wanted his cum. Needed it. My jaw relaxed as I took him deeper, my tongue flattened. The musky scent of his sack filled my nostrils, the musk of this young man making me want every drop inside his swollen balls.

"Cum for me, Daryl," I gasped around his cock. "Cum for me, sweetie!"

"Oh, Mrs. Larsen! Fuck!"

Daryl groaned loudly, his cock throbbing violently as he came. My lips clamped around his shaft as I sucked, milking his cock. Jet after jet of cum fired into my mouth, coating my tongue. I drank it down eagerly, loving that hot gushing sperm filling my belly, moaning with hunger as he dumped his cum down my greedy throat.

Daryl's body twitched, his hands gripping my hair tightly as he came down from his high. I swallowed every drop, my tongue licking his sensitive head, milking out the last remnants of his release.

Licking a stray glob of cum from his cockhead, I pulled back, admiring his spent cock, still hard and thick, even in its post-orgasmic state. I kissed and licked his shaft, savoring the taste of him on my tongue, his musky scent still heavy in the air.

Daryl's eyes were closed, his chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Oh wow," he whispered. "That was... wow."

I smiled, a line of his cum still at the corner of my mouth.

"You enjoyed it, then?"

"You have no idea," he breathed. "No woman has ever... it was my first time getting..."

"I'm so happy it was me," I told him. "I'm honored to have given you your first blowjob."

His fingers found my hair again, tangling in the strands.

"You're incredible, Mrs. Larsen. I can't believe you did that for me."

I grinned and sat up, taking his hand in mine. I brought his fingers to my lips and kissed them gently.

"A good woman always rewards her lover when he's done well."

"Reward?" he asked, his voice hopeful. "You mean... there's more?"

I ran my tongue along his palm, licking up the last traces of cum.

"There's always more, Daryl. But for now, I think we've earned a little break, don't you?"

His cock twitched at that, not quite spent, and I giggled. This eager boy was insatiable.

"We don't want to overdo it your first time, do we?"

"I guess not," he said, though he looked unsure. "I just... don't want this to end."

"It doesn't have to."

I kissed his palm, then brought his fingers to my mouth. Our eyes locked as I sucked his fingers one by one, cleaning them thoroughly.

"Like I said, this is just an early birthday present, Daryl. Your real gift will be next time."

"Next time?"

"Next time," I confirmed. "And I promise, it will be even more satisfying. For both of us."

"How?" he asked.

"You'll just have to wait and see, Daryl. Good things come to those who wait."

His hands roamed my back, pulling me against him.

"Please just tell me, Mrs. Larsen."

I laughed as I stroked his cheek. I couldn't deny my sweet boy.

"Your virginity, sweetie. I will be your first. You'll get to shove that enormous cock deep inside Mrs. Larsen's slick cunt. Does that sound like a suitable present?"

Daryl's eyes practically bugged out of his head.

"Yes, Mrs. Larsen," he whispered.

I kissed his sweaty forehead, a fire burning inside me.

"Happy birthday, Daryl. I'll see you again very soon."
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It's been a week since I met with Daryl, and I can't get him out of my head. My mind keeps replaying those moments with him.

The feel of his thick hair between my fingers, the clean smell of him.

The way my lips stretched around his girth, the solid length of him sliding into my mouth, that massive cockhead banging against the back of my throat.

The hard spurting of his cum as I swallowed him down, that delicious warm cream filling my belly.

I never expected this. I thought meeting Daryl would ease my obsession, turn him from an online fantasy into a more ordinary reality.

But Daryl is no ordinary 19-year-old. Sucking his cock in that deserted back parking lot, surrounded by dumpsters? It's only intensified my obsession.

I can't focus, my mind is constantly bombarded with images of his face, his youthful body, his cock.

Last night, I went to a reception with Barry. Korean developers, potential partners in a big deal he was trying to put together.

I knew my role - arm candy, eye candy, whatever you want to call it. Barry told me to wear a low-cut dress that showed off my tits and ass. Displaying myself for a bunch of middle-aged men, paunchy and leering.

I usually hate these receptions, but last night was different.

I was different.

The whole night, I was on fire, flirting and charming those horny old men. I laughed at their jokes, I touched their arms, I innocently bent over to let them peek down my dress at my swaying tits.

The evening was a success. Barry pulled me aside and complimented me in the only way he knew how.

"Babe, you just made me a six-figure commission!" he whispered, giggling like a schoolgirl.

I smiled and nodded as Barry boasted about how those men couldn't take their eyes off my big American tits and my wide, succulent American ass.

I played along, letting him think what he wanted. Barry can't understand the truth. I wonder if he is even capable of understanding me.

Last night, it was Daryl who made me glow. The thought of him penetrating me inch by inch.

That's what made me shine.

I barely saw those flabby old men. Instead, I was only thinking about Daryl's cock, about how soon I would be impaled and stretched around that thick shaft.

I've changed so much. I feel like some filthy cock slut, but I don't care. I can't help but eye every young man I see. I wonder about their bodies, hidden beneath their clothes. Are they well-endowed? Could they satisfy this deep, howling need I have to be fucked senseless?

I find myself fantasizing about strangers at the gym, wondering if they could give me what I crave. Has my inner slut been unleashed?

I can't stop thinking about the next time I see Daryl. The promise of taking his virginity has me trembling with anticipation. I need him inside me, filling me completely. It's as if I've discovered a new side of myself, and I want to explore it further. Deeper. Harder.

I close my eyes, and all I see is Daryl. His face, his body, that incredible cock. I've had a taste of his manhood and I want more. It's like a drug, and I'm addicted.

I need more cock

I need more cum.

I need more Daryl.
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This has been the craziest day of my life.

It started so well. Tomorrow morning, Barry was leaving for an overnight conference in Chicago. Daryl had managed to get a free day away from his parents, telling them he was spending the day with friends at the lake.

The timing was perfect. Tomorrow, after Barry left, I was going to rent a beautiful hotel room downtown. Once Barry was on his flight, I would pick Daryl up at the library and drive to the city.

We'd go to our expensive hotel and spend all day in bed. I'd take the 19-year-old's virginity, filming the moment on my phone so Daryl could have the memory forever. Then we would spend the rest of the day just fucking like crazy. A healthy young man like Daryl would perform beautifully, I was sure of it.

My mood had been so happy and upbeat that even Barry noticed. He thought the money he made from the Korean investors was the reason. He promised me a gift for my role in securing the deal.

I just smiled and nodded, not caring at all about any financial deal. Instead, I took a spa day to get ready for tomorrow. I went and had my pussy waxed and pampered, made as soft and pretty as possible for Daryl's big day.

After my Brazilian waxing, I got a massage from my usual masseuse. I was so excited by thoughts of Daryl that even the professional touch of the female masseuse got my juices going.

I was glad I was on my belly so she couldn't see my erect nipples. I kept my thighs tight together, hiding my wet pussy as she rubbed my glutes.

Still, my masseuse must have known something was going on with me. She didn't say anything, but she did write her personal number on her business card.

"I am more than happy to come to your home for a private session," she told me. "No charge, of course."

The way her eyes lingered on me let me know what she was offering. She must have felt my arousal as she worked my body. She must have thought it was her that was turning me on.

I took the card with a smile. My masseuse was an attractive woman. Maybe a taste of pussy would be something I'd enjoy? I didn't rule it out. After connecting with Daryl, I felt open to whatever new adventures might come my way.

The drive home was full of sunshine, loud music, and me singing with abandon. I pulled into the driveway, still glowing from the spa day. My body was primed, ready for Daryl.

But my smile faded as I saw Barry's car parked haphazardly in front of the garage.

That can't be right, I thought. He was supposed to be golfing with his buddies. Barry always golfed before flying to an overnight conference.

I grabbed my bag, curiosity piqued, and headed inside.

"Barry?" I called out.

My voice echoed through the foyer. Silence answered. A sense of dread began filling my belly.

I climbed the stairs, the thick carpet muffling my steps. Our bedroom door was ajar, and I pushed it open.

My husband sat on the edge of our bed, my laptop open beside him. I froze, shock coursing through me.

"What are you doing home so early?" I managed to ask, my voice steady despite the sudden tremor in my stomach.

Barry looked up, his eyes meeting mine.

"I came back for my lucky golfing cap. Thought I'd recheck my flight time tomorrow on your laptop."

"And did you find it?" I asked, already knowing the answer.

"Found more than I ever expected," he said, his voice oddly calm.

"Barry..."

"His name is Daryl?" Barry asked, a strange glint in his eye. "My god, Angie. He's only nineteen! And you drove all the way there to give him oral?"

I felt the world crumbling around me. This was the end. My marriage was over.

To my surprise, there was no fear in me, no shame. Only a strange sense of relief.

"Maybe it's good that you found those messages, Barry." I took a deep and steadying breath. "Maybe this is for the best. Maybe we'll both be happier apart. I'm not going to apologize for seeking what you wouldn't give me. I have needs-"

Barry held up his hand, halting my words.

"Angie, stop. Please just listen to me."

I waited, puzzled by how calm Barry was acting.

"At first, I was confused," he said slowly. "Then it dawned on me. All this time, under my roof. The house where we raised our son. The house that I pay for? I was shaking, Angie. Shaking like a leaf."

He paused, his gaze locked on mine. I stared back defiantly.

"But I wasn't shaking with rage, Angie." He licked his dry lips. "I... I was shaking with excitement. With lust."

"Lust?" I echoed, confused.

"My heart was pounding like a damn jackhammer. I was sweating. It felt like I was having an asthma attack. Reading your words, thinking of your lips..." He trailed off, his eyes glazing over. "The same lips that kiss me goodnight, wrapped around that boy's huge..."

His voice trailed off. He stared up at me with wide, shining eyes.

This wasn't the reaction I'd expected. Not even close.

"Barry, what are you saying?"

"I'm saying... I know I'm not the man you want, Angie. I know I haven't been satisfying you. Maybe I never could. I always tried, but I knew deep down that I wasn't the kind of man who could fill the needs of a woman like you."

"Barry—"

"I'm not stupid, Angie. I know how neglected you've been. You're so beautiful. So incredibly sexual. If I didn't look at you, it was because it made me sad. You were wishing for me to be someone I am not."

Barry cleared his throat and gestured at the laptop.

"But reading those messages, seeing what you did... it made me feel more aroused than I have felt in years. It made me feel alive. For the first time, I felt like I'd found my true place."

"You true place? What are you talking about?"

Barry got off the bed. He came to me, his head lowered.

"You're meeting him tomorrow?"

"I am," I said.

"Don't go to that hotel, Angie."

"I'm not going to stop seeing him," I said firmly.

"I don't want you to stop. Just... instead of taking Daryl to a hotel... bring him here."

"What? I don't... I don't understand."

"I want you to bring Daryl here. I want you to take his virginity in this room. In our bed."

I stared at him, stunned by what he was saying, stunned by the way his eyes were shining.

"Barry... do you mean that?"

"I do," he nodded. "Fuck him in our bed, Angie. Take pictures and videos. We can watch them together. I'd love that so much."

I had no words. I stared at Barry, not recognizing the man before me. We had been married for over 20 years. But now I was seeing him, truly seeing him, for the first time.

"Okay," I whispered. "I'll bring him here."

Barry took my hand.

"I just have one request," he whispered.

My heart skipped a beat when he told me what he wanted.
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Early evening. I stood at my bedroom window, watching the fading sunlight washing over the neighborhood. Across the street, my neighbor was tinkering with the new RV he had purchased. Further down the street, a young couple pushed a stroller down the sidewalk as they enjoyed the evening breeze. A little boy rode his bicycle beside them.

Just another normal day in this upscale neighborhood.

My hands clenched when I saw Barry's car pull into the driveway. Through the gauzy curtains, I watched them emerge from the car - my husband first, then Daryl unfolding his tall frame from the passenger seat. Even from this distance, the sight of Daryl sent electricity crackling up my spine.

Barry gestured toward our front door, playing the gracious host to the young stranger who would soon fuck me in our marital bed.

I moved away from the window and perched on the edge of our king-sized bed, surrounded by the decorations I'd spent the afternoon arranging.

A "Happy 20th Birthday, Daryl!" banner stretched across the headboard while red and white balloons bobbed gently in the evening breeze from the open window. The room looked festive yet tasteful - exactly what I'd aimed for.

My pulse quickened at the sound of footsteps on the stairs. My hands roamed my outfit, smoothing down the rich fabric.

When the soft knock came, I rose.

"Come in."

The bedroom door swung open. Daryl filled the door frame, his hand still on the doorknob.

"Hello, Daryl."

Daryl drank in the sight of me. His blue eyes went wide, his mouth falling open.

I was wearing my wedding dress.

The ivory silk hugged my curves, the deep neckline displaying my full breasts. Twenty years later, the dress still fit perfectly, maybe even better now that age had filled out my hips and ass. I wore nothing underneath, the silk clinging to every curve and hollow.

"Wow, Mrs. Larsen," he stammered.

"Do you like how I look?" I asked, turning slowly.

"You're beautiful," he breathed. "Is this some kind of cosplay thing?"

"No, sweetie. This is my actual wedding dress. I wanted to make your birthday extra special."

I didn't add that Barry had specifically requested I wear it, his eyes gleaming with excitement when he'd made the suggestion.

"Come inside," I said. "Close the door behind you."

He obeyed, moving closer to me with hesitant steps. His gaze traveled over me again and again, like he couldn't quite grasp what he was seeing.

"You smell so nice," he murmured. "You always smell so good."

"I wore Seta Gialla again," I told him, holding my wrist to his face so he could inhale my scent. "Just for you."

"Thanks, Mrs. Larsen. I really do love that perfume on you."

"I know."

I ran a finger down his chest. Daryl swallowed hard, a blissful smile on his face.

"I have something for you," I said.

I handed him my phone.

"Take as many pictures and videos as you want. I'll send you the best ones later. Something to remember this night by."

With trembling hands, Daryl raised the phone and snapped the first photo of me standing there in my wedding dress.

Daryl's eyes flicked to my lips, then back to my eyes.

"What do you want to do to me?" I asked.

"Can I... can I kiss you, Mrs. Larsen?"

"Of course, sweetie. This is your special day."

He closed his eyes, puckering his lips. I couldn't help but grin as our lips met - soft, gentle, innocent.

But then his hands found my waist, pulling me closer, and the kiss deepened. His mouth opened, tongue tentatively exploring. I met him, our tongues swirling together, the kiss growing more passionate.

When we finally broke apart, Daryl's cheeks were flushed, his breath ragged.

"I've been looking forward to that so much," he admitted. "I've never kissed a girl before. Except for my mother, of course. And that doesn't count."

My heart melted a little. He was so young, so inexperienced, despite the impressive bulge growing in his pants.

"Would you like to unwrap your present now?" I asked, running a finger down the long row of buttons on my dress.

Daryl nodded eagerly. His fingers fumbled with the tiny pearl buttons, slowly revealing more of my skin. When he reached the level of my breasts, I shrugged my shoulders. My tits tumbled out, free and full. Daryl quickly snapped a picture with my phone.

"You're not wearing any underwear," he grinned, a statement rather than a question.

"No, I'm not," I confirmed, guiding his hands to my breasts.

He fondled them gently, almost reverently, then leaned down to suck on one nipple, then the other. I stroked his thick hair, loving the sensation of his hot, eager mouth on my sensitive skin.

I reached down to undo more buttons on my dress, but Daryl stopped me.

"Could you... could you keep the dress on?" he asked shyly. "You look so hot in it."

"Of course, sweetie. Whatever you want."

"Thank you, Mrs. Larsen."

"What would you like to do next, Daryl?" I asked, already knowing the answer.

He looked up at me, eyes dark with desire.

"Can I lick your pussy?"

"You want a proper taste of Mrs. Larsen's cunt, do you?"

Daryl nodded so eagerly that I broke out into giggles. I kissed him again and pinched his cheek.

"My sweet boy."

I lay back on the bed, spreading my legs wide. The silk of my dress rustled as Daryl pushed it up, revealing my nakedness underneath.

He wedged himself between my thighs, his breath hot on my skin. Then his tongue was on me, tentative at first, then more confident. He licked up one side of my pussy and down the other, exploring every fold.

I moaned, guiding his head with my hands, showing him what I liked. He found my clit, circling it with his tongue, making me gasp. He sucked it gently, sending waves of pleasure through me.

"That's it, sweetie," I breathed. "Just like that."

I gasped as Daryl's tongue trailed lower, his breath hot on my most intimate of places. I could tell what he wanted, even if he was too scared to ask.

"Daryl, sweetie," I murmured, "would you like to lick my ass too?"

A muffled "Yes, please" echoed from beneath my skirt. I chuckled, spreading my legs wider, granting him access. His tongue flicked against my anus. I shivered, my fingers curling into the bedsheets.

"That's it," I cooed. "Lick my asshole. Tongue it out, sweetie. Doesn't it taste so nice?"

He was clumsy, inexperienced, but his eagerness was endearing. Most men shied away from this, but not Daryl. His tongue worked me eagerly, and I couldn't help but moan, praising his efforts.

"You're doing so well, Daryl," I breathed. "You're such a giving lover."

After a while, I sat up, looking down at the young man nestled between my thighs. His chin glistened with a mix of his saliva and my arousal. I ran my thumb across his cheek.

"I want to return the favor," I said.

Daryl crawled out from under my skirt, grinning with anticipation. I helped him out of his clothes, piece by piece until he stood naked before me. His cock bobbed obscenely, erect and ready.

I remembered the first time I'd seen it, the online picture leaving me breathless.

"You have no idea how often I think about this cock," I murmured, wrapping my hand around his length. "What have you done to me, Daryl?"

I sank to my knees, looking up at him as I took him into my mouth. His eyes fluttered closed, a soft moan escaping his lips.

I worked him slowly, my tongue swirling around his tip, my hand stroking his shaft.

He was so big. I reveled in the feel of him filling my mouth.

I could feel his pulse quickening, his breath growing ragged. I pulled back, my hand still stroking him. His precum coated my lips in a shiny gloss.

"You taste so good, Daryl," I murmured before taking him back into my mouth, deeper this time.

His hips jerked, a gasp escaping him. I could feel his climax building, his cock throbbing in my mouth.

I pulled back, looking up at Daryl, his cock glistening with my saliva. I wanted his cum, but not in my mouth.

I wanted him inside me.

I wanted him to claim me as his.

"Are you ready, sweetie?"

His hips bucked, his cock twitching against my wet lips. I smiled, knowing the answer but wanting to hear him say it.

"Yes, Mrs. Larsen!" he groaned.

I licked his cock, making him squirm.

"How do you want to take me, Daryl?" I asked, standing up, running my hands over his chest.

He thought for a moment, his eyes roaming over my body.

"On your back, with your legs open. Is that okay?"

"Whatever the birthday boy wants," I teased.

I moved to the center of the bed, lying back and spreading my legs wide. My dress rustled around me as I positioned myself, my anticipation building.

Daryl stood at the end of the bed, his eyes drinking in the sight of me waiting for him. His cock stood erect, dripping, ready to split me in half.

I needed it so badly.

"Do it sweetie," I beckoned.

He stepped closer, his hands reaching for the hem of my dress. Slowly, he lifted the skirt, his eyes feasting on my exposed, glistening pussy.

"Put it inside me, Daryl," I whispered. "Go deep, sweetie."

He nodded, his eyes never leaving mine as he positioned himself between my thighs. I felt his tip press against my entrance, then a slow, delicious stretch as he pushed inside.

Daryl took a sharp breath as he entered me, sinking into my wetness inch by inch. I gasped, feeling myself stretch to accommodate him. My fingers dug into the bedspread, my breath tearing through me as my walls clenched around him, my slickness dripping down to coat his shaft.

He was so fucking big, bigger than any man I'd had before. I could feel every inch of him as he filled me, his cock pulsing with his heartbeat.

"Oh, Daryl," I moaned, my eyes fluttering closed. "Your cock is so good, sweetie!"

He started to move, his hips jerking awkwardly. I could sense his eagerness, his desperation to chase his pleasure, to bury himself in me. But I wanted him to savor this moment.

"Wait, sweetie," I gasped. "Take a video. You'll want to remember this special moment. Few men have a video of their first time fucking a woman."

"Hell yeah," he grunted. "This is amazing. I'm so lucky, Mrs. Larsen."

"Yes, you are, my sweet boy."

Daryl reached for my phone on the bedside table. He positioned it, capturing the sight of himself thrusting in and out of my pussy, my stretched lips gripping his thick shaft. His face was flushed, his eyes dark with desire.

I squirmed with pleasure as he moved within me, his length stroking me in all the right places. Daryl's agitation grew, his hips snapping forward with increasing urgency. Daryl's breath grew more ragged, his movements more ferocious.

Lost in the grip of my pussy, not caring about filming anymore, Daryl put down the phone. He braced himself and plunged into me, deep and hard.

My breath caught in my throat at the deepest penetration I'd ever felt. I gave a strangled scream, my back arching off the bed. Daryl grabbed my ankles, holding my legs wide as he pounded into me.

The bed creaked with the force of his thrusts, the headboard banging against the wall. I could hear our combined gasps and moans, the wet slap of our flesh. Daryl's balls slapped against my ass with each thrust, the sound filling the room.

This was the bed I'd shared with my husband for over twenty years. Now a boy young enough to be my son was hammering my pussy and making me his fuck toy.

I loved it so much!

"Pound that cunt!" I cried out, my climax building. "Don't stop, sweetie. I'm almost there."

Daryl pounded me even harder. Groaning like an animal in heat, I climaxed, my walls clenching and pulsing around him. My cries filled the room as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

Daryl never faltered. He plunged in and out of my pussy, unrelenting.

"Turn over," Daryl commanded.

His voice had deepened, roughened, making my whole body quiver to please him. He was growing into his manhood with each passing second.

I sat up. Daryl pulled out of my stretched out pussy, flipping me over onto my stomach. He hiked up my skirt, his hands rough and eager. He slapped my ass, making me cry out.

I bit the bedspread as I felt his cock press against my entrance again. Then he rammed into me, his hips moving fast and furious. I gripped the bedspread, my knuckles white, as another orgasm crashed over me.

Daryl powered through my thrashing and screaming. He pounded me into the mattress, bouncing me like a rag doll as his cock drove in and out of my battered pussy.

"I'm going to cum, Mrs. Larsen," Daryl gasped, his voice strained.

"Cum inside me, Daryl," I urged, looking back at him over my shoulder. "Fill me up, sweetie."

Daryl's body tensed, his cock throbbing inside me. Then I felt it, the hot rush of his cum filling me, spurt after spurt, the sensation sending me over the edge again. I cried out, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm.

He groaned with me, his hands gripping my hips like a vise. He kept going and going, flooding me until I could feel his cum dripping out of me, coating my thighs, marking me as his.

I whimpered with pleasure as Daryl collapsed on top of me. It felt amazing to have his weight pressing down on me, even as his massive cock still filled my pussy.

"Thank you, Mrs. Larsen!" Daryl groaned. "Thank you so much!"

"Happy birthday, sweetie. It was my pleasure."

"I'm not a virgin anymore!"

"That's right."

"I'm a man now."

"Yes, you are."

Daryl kissed the back of my neck, his breath hot against my skin.

"I can't believe I found a woman like you," he whispered.

We lay together, his body warm against mine, our breaths syncing in the afterglow. Daryl's fingers traced patterns on my back, his touch gentle, almost reverent.

"I'm so sorry about your dress," he murmured. "I got cum all over it."

I smiled, running my fingers through the sticky wetness on the ivory silk.

"It's okay, sweetie. These stains will be a reminder of our night together."

A knock at the door made us both jump. The door nudged open a bit. Barry's voice filtered through the crack.

"If you two are done, I've prepared a nice meal for Daryl downstairs."

"Thank you, Barry," I called back.

Daryl and I listened as his footsteps retreated.

"Was he outside the whole time?" Daryl asked. "Like, listening and shit?"

"Yes. I think so."

Daryl propped himself up on one elbow, looking at me with wide eyes.

"I'm still shook, Mrs. Larsen. When Mr. Larsen contacted me, I thought it was a prank. And then when he picked me up at the library..." Daryl frowned, bewilderment written all over his face. "What kind of man brings a stranger to his house to fuck his wife?"

"I thought the same thing. Why would he want this?"

"Did you figure it out?"

"It's just who my husband is," I shrugged. "Who he's always been. He just finally admitted it to himself. And to me."

"I still don't get it. If I had a wife like you, I'd never let another man come near you."

Daryl's sincerity warmed my heart. It felt good to be appreciated like that. Barry also appreciated me. I knew that now. My husband just showed it in a different way.

"Life is complicated, Daryl. There are all kinds of men in this world. You'll understand as you get older, as you explore more."

He nodded, then rolled off me, his cock sliding out of me. Reaching for my phone, he snapped pictures of my gaped pussy leaking his cum, a satisfied smirk on his face.

"Can we do this again, Mrs. Larsen?" he asked, eyes hopeful.

I rolled over and looked at his cock, still half-hard and glistening with our combined juices.

"We'll do it as often as we can, sweetie. I can't resist you or that cock. Why don't you go downstairs and eat."

"I still kinda don't believe this is real life," he said as he quickly threw on his clothes. "An older woman as hot as you? You're every young guy's fantasy, you know that?"

I felt a swell of pride at his words.

"You're a special young man, Daryl," I said, smoothing my wedding dress back into place. "Now go, enjoy your meal. I'll join you soon."

Daryl paused, a gleam in his eye.

"Can I have one more kiss?"

I smiled, leaning in to meet his lips. Our tongues wrestled together for a moment, the kiss deep and passionate.

Then, with a last squeeze of my exposed tits, Daryl left the bedroom, his footsteps echoing on the stairs. I listened until the sound faded away.

I laid back on the bed, a satisfied smile on my face, the taste of him still lingering in my mouth.

I closed my eyes, enjoying the ripples of pleasure still washing through my exhausted body. My aching pussy hurt in a way it had never hurt before.

It felt so good to have been used so hard. The satisfaction was bone-deep. I would need to be fucked like that again and again, as often as possible.

Experiencing a dick like Daryl's changed a woman. I knew I could never go back to what I had before.

I heard the bedroom door open and my husband entered. Barry came and sat on the bed beside me.

"How are you feeling, Angie?"

"Never been better," I said truthfully.

"You look so damned beautiful right now."

"I feel beautiful."

Barry caressed my tits, his thumbs scraping my nipples.

"I made Daryl chicken nuggets and tater tots," he chuckled. "That's what he said were his favorite foods."

"He's very young," I laughed.

"He's everything you've always wanted?"

"Yes."

I felt my husband's breath tickle my ear as he leaned close.

"Can I?" he whispered.

I nodded. We had discussed this. I knew what Barry wanted.

I spread my legs as my husband got between them. I sighed, my eyes still closed, as Barry slipped his cock inside me. I patted his back, enjoying his enthusiasm as he fucked me as hard as he could, his cock sloshing in the cum Daryl had filled me with. Soon enough, Barry added his load to the mix.

It had been a long time since my husband had shown me so much enthusiasm. It felt nice to be wanted again.

"That was outstanding," he moaned.

I held my husband in my arms, thrilled to be with him like this. The two of us beamed at each other, happy with the new life we had made for ourselves.

"This is where I belong," Barry whispered.

I kissed my husband.

"This is where we belong, darling."
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I haven't written much these past two weeks. Barry and I have been busy.

That night with Daryl changed everything between us. My husband sees me differently now. He sees himself differently, too.

We've watched those videos dozens of times. Barry loves hearing me describe how Daryl made me feel, how his young cock stretched me, filled me, made me lose my mind.

The way Barry's eyes light up when I tell him... it's like he's discovering me all over again. He calls me filthy names - cockslut, cumdump, dirty whore.

I love to hear him talk about my slutty cunt and how I spread my legs for a boy younger than our son. I tell him only a real man like Daryl with a real man's cock can satisfy me. Barry moans and shakes when I whisper that in his ear.

We've been making love almost every night.

And it's all because of Daryl.

That sweet, awkward virgin boy has become such an important part of our lives.

Yesterday, Daryl spent the whole day with us. Barry even let him drive the Mercedes. I sat in the back while Daryl took us around the lake, grinning and whooping as he pushed the car through those winding roads. The air was crisp, leaves dancing around us as we drove.

We stopped at the Kalon Lakeside Resort. The lakeside cabins are empty this time of year, peaceful and secluded.

The resort held an important place in our marriage. Barry and I brought Daryl to cabin seven, our special place.

"Twenty-one years ago, we conceived our son James in this cabin."

Daryl listened raptly as I walked around the cozy space.

"Barry and I holed up here and did nothing but fuck for two weeks. We were so determined to make a baby."

"And we did," Barry said, patting my rump affectionately. "Our son, James."

"That's so cool," Daryl said. "But, why did you bring me here?"

"Because this cabin holds so many wonderful memories for us," I said. "And now we want to make memories here with you."

"And there's something we'd like to discuss with you," Barry said. "Something important."

"What?"

"Later," I told Daryl. "Let's just enjoy this moment."

Daryl shivered as I slid my hand down his pants and caressed his cock. Barry watched, a wistful smile on his face.

"You know, you and our son James are so close in age," my husband said. "I bet the two of you would be good friends if you ever met."

"Maybe they will meet," I whispered as I licked Daryl's neck.

"I'd like that," Daryl said.

"So would I," Barry said. "I'm going for a walk now."

"You can stay, Mr. Larsen... if you want to watch," Daryl offered, his cheeks flushing red.

Barry just chuckled and shook his head.

"I prefer to be alone when it's happening. You two enjoy yourselves."

I dropped to my knees in front of Daryl as Barry left the cabin. Daryl's cock was already hard, straining against the confines of his jeans. I undid his belt, unbuttoned his fly, and pulled down his zipper. Daryl's cock sprang free.

I took my time licking him, teasing him, dragging this out. I wanted to savor my time with this beautiful boy's cock.

Daryl's eyes were closed, his breath coming in sharp gasps as I stroked him. Slowly, I swirled my tongue around the head, tasting the saltiness of his precum. With a deep moan, I sucked him into my mouth, taking him in, feeling the length of him glide over my tongue.

His hands were in my hair, guiding me, but I set the pace. I hollowed my cheeks and sucked, soft and slow at first, then faster and deeper, moaning as I pleasured him.

"God, Mrs. Larsen," he sighed, "that's so good."

I smiled around his cock, loving the taste of him, loving the way he said my name. I bobbed my head up and down, my lips sliding over his length, my tongue bathing him. His breathing quickened, his grip on my hair tightened. I knew he was close.

But I wasn't done with him yet.

With a final, deep suck, I released him from my mouth, his cock wet and glistening. He panted, his eyes glazed with lust.

"Come to the bed, Daryl," I said, my voice husky.

He did as I asked, his eyes never leaving me as I walked over to the bed and lay down on my stomach. I lifted my skirt, revealing my naked ass.

"I used an enema this morning," I whispered. "I'm clean and ready for you. Lube is in my purse"

Daryl's eyes widened as he realized what I was offering.

"Are you sure?"

I nodded, my voice hoarse with anticipation.

"It's been over twenty years since I've done it. The last time was in this very cabin, on this bed, with Barry. I always liked it. But I've never done it with someone as big as you. So go slow, alright? Be gentle."

"I promise, Mrs. Larsen."

I felt Daryl position himself behind me, his hands on my hips. I sighed as he lubed my asshole. My breath caught in my throat as I felt the head of his cock press against my tight ring.

Slowly, he pushed forward, filling me, stretching me in a way I hadn't felt before.

"Fuck fuck fuck," I moaned, "Go slow, sweetie. Slow."

I moaned into the mattress as Daryl sheathed himself in my ass. He stayed there, letting me adjust to his size. I reached down and began thrumming my clit.

"Okay, sweetie," I panted. "I'm ready. Fuck my ass. Fuck it hard."

Daryl nodded, his hands gripping my hips tightly as he thrust into me, slowly at first, then faster and harder. I could feel every inch of Daryl penetrating me, invading me, claiming me as his own.

My body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming with pain and pleasure. I arched my back, pushing my ass back to take him even deeper.

"All the way in, Daryl," I begged. "Go deep!"

His fingers dug into my ass cheeks as he spread me wider, forcing himself deeper, making me sob as I took his gigantic cock up my ass.

"That feels soooo goood," I whimpered, my cheeks burning with shame and arousal. "Fuck me, Daryl. Fuck me hard."

He did, his hips smacking against my ass, driving his cock in and out of me. I cried out, my body shaking with the force of it, the mattress dully thumping against the wall in rhythm with the brutal assfucking he was dishing out.

I was at the edge of my limits. I didn't know how much longer I could endure my ass being pillaged by Daryl's massive cock.

"I can't take it," I moaned into the bedspread, tears streaming down my eyes. "Oh god, I can't take it!"

But then the assfucking drove me over the edge and I started to cum. Through the haze of pain came pleasure I'd never experienced before.

And then came a sudden release that made my whole body convulse.

"Holy fuck!" Daryl shouted as my pussy gushed, splashing him as I squirted again and again from his relentless ass fucking.

"Oh, god, I'm gonna come, Mrs. Larsen!" Daryl shouted, overwhelmed at what was happening.

"Yes," I moaned. "Come for me, Daryl. Fill my ass with your cum."

The young stud cried out, his hips bucking off the bed as I screamed and thrashed beneath him. I felt his cock twitch and spasm as his hot seed exploded inside me, filling me with his sticky warmth.

The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of intense pleasure and a sense of completeness that I hadn't felt in years. Each pulse of his cock sent more of his sperm deep into my guts, filling me in a way that Barry never had. I could feel every throb, every spasm, as if Daryl's body were pouring all of his pent-up lust into my greedy ass.

Daryl collapsed on top of me, his cock still twitching as his orgasm washed over him. I could feel his heart pounding against my back, his breath hot on my neck. Slowly, he pulled out, his spent cock slipping from my gaping asshole.

I got off the bed, my legs shaky, my ass stinging deliciously. I turned to Daryl, my eyes locking with his.

I dropped to my knees and took his deflating cock in my mouth, sucking gently, cleaning him off with my tongue. I savored the taste of our mingled fluids, swallowing every drop. My face was smeared with our juices, glistening in the soft light of the cabin.

"You're the best, Mrs. Larsen."

I stood and hugged him, my body pressed against his, my face buried in his neck.

"Have... have you ever squirted like that before?" he asked.

"Never," I sighed. "Your amazing, Daryl. I'm so fortunate to have found a young man like you. You take me places I've never gone before. You've made me and Barry very happy."

We straightened our clothes in silence, both of us basking in the moment. I kissed his cheek. Arm in arm, we walked out of the cabin.

"We left a mess, for real," Daryl said, looking back at the soaked bedspread.

"I'll make sure to leave a big tip for the cleaning crew," I giggled. "And I might be walking a little funny for the rest of the day."

"Just hang onto me, Mrs. Larsen. I promise I'll keep you steady."

We found Barry sitting on a bench, a smile on his face as he watched a pair of ducks swim by.

"There you two are," he said, standing up and joining us. "I was beginning to wonder if I should start looking for a hotel room for the night."

"Oh, Daryl gave me exactly what I needed," I laughed.

"Good," Barry said, slinging an arm around my shoulders. "Because we've got reservations at our favorite bistro. You hungry, Daryl?"

"Starving, Mr. Larsen."

"Good! Let's go. You still driving?"

"Hell yeah," Daryl smiled.

The bistro was warm and inviting, the smell of fresh bread and sweet desserts filling the air. Barry and I shared a crème brûlée, the crisp sugar cracking under our spoons. Daryl watched us, a contented smile playing on his lips.

"Daryl," Barry began, setting his spoon down. "Angelina and I have a proposition for you."

"What kind of proposition?"

I leaned in, my voice low.

"We want you to move in with us, sweetie. We have a spare bedroom, and you can stay there rent-free."

"Move in with you? But... why?"

"Well, for one, we both enjoy your company," Barry chuckled. "And two, I could use some help at the office. I'd like to give you an entry-level job. You can get in on the ground floor and make money, all while you learn about real estate development."

Daryl looked stunned.

"That's... that's a dream job. But, my parents..."

I reached across the table, squeezing his hand.

"We know it's a big decision. And we want you to do what's best for yourself. But think about it. You'd have a great job, a place to stay, and..." I leaned even closer, my voice barely a whisper, "We'd have you all to ourselves."

"Any time you wanted her," Barry promised.

Daryl's cheeks flushed, his eyes darting between Barry and me.

"That's... wow. That's a lot to think about."

"We know," Barry said. "And we don't want to pressure you. Take your time. Consider it."

Daryl nodded, his gaze dropping to the crème brûlée.

"It's just that my dad... he's really strict. He has all these expectations..."

"We understand," I said softly. "And we'll support whatever decision you make."

Daryl looked up at me, his eyes filled with longing.

"The thought of living with you both. Having sex with you, Mrs. Larsen, whenever we want. Lord, it's so tempting."

Barry laughed, a deep, warm sound.

"Well, we certainly hope you find it tempting! It's why we offered."

After dinner, Barry drove Daryl home. When he returned, I was waiting for him, a glass of wine in hand.

He took the glass from me, set it aside, and pulled me into his arms. We held each other tightly, our hearts beating in sync.

"Can you imagine?" I whispered. "Having Daryl with us all the time?"

Barry sighed, a contented sound.

"It would be an outstanding arrangement."

We stood there, lost in our thoughts, dreaming of a future with Daryl under our roof.
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I'm sitting at my desk, the soft glow of the lamp casting long shadows across the room. My laptop is open, the Notes app filled with my thoughts, my fears, my desires. Reading over them, I feel nothing but emptiness.

Everything has gone to shit.

I had finally found what I'd been craving for years - the sexual satisfaction that had eluded me for so long.

And not just that, but Barry and I had found happiness again, a spark in our marriage that I thought had long since burned out.

All thanks to Daryl.

I thought back to that first night, the night I posted those pictures online. Who would have thought that a few clicks of a mouse could change our lives so completely?

But now? It's over.

Everything is finished.

Just two days after our drive to the lake, Daryl called. I could hear the tension in his voice, the hesitation. I knew something was wrong.

And then he told us. His father had arranged for him to go on a three-year missionary trip to Southeast Asia. He would earn his degree with a religious college while he was there, all expenses paid by the church.

He couldn't say no. He had to go.

"When?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

"A week," he choked out. "I leave in a week."

"Can we see you before-"

"No. I'm sorry. I can't-"

His voice cracked, and then he broke down. I sat there, phone pressed to my ear, listening to Daryl's sobs, feeling dead inside as the happiness I'd just found suddenly crumbled to dust.

Barry was devastated when I told him. We both were. All our plans, all our dreams, gone to shit. We looked at the pictures, the videos, but neither of us felt aroused. Just sad.

Since then, the days have dragged on. Barry's trying his best to lift my spirits. Today he brought home a new ridiculously expensive laptop, loaded with every upgrade imaginable. I forced a smile and acted thrilled, but what's the point?

I've set up the new laptop. It distracted me for a few hours. Tomorrow, I'm going to donate this laptop to the charity shop.

Maybe someone will get some use out of it. Maybe it will bring them happiness. I hope so.

Because right now, happiness feels like a distant dream.
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THE RETURN


Look, I know what I should do.

Erase the laptop. Reset it to factory settings. Use it to replace the shitty laptop I currently have. Enjoy the power of a MacBook Pro that I could never have afforded on my own.

Most of all, forget Mrs. Angelina Larsen.

I was all set to do just that. Mac laptops are easy to reset. A few clicks and I would have a fresh machine ready to be activated by me. All I had to do was check a few boxes, confirm my choices, then hit the RETURN key.

But I couldn't do it.

Like I said, my life isn't the most exciting right now. I work at the recycling center and go to community college. I live with three other people in a cramped apartment. My meals are mostly ramen and stale bread from the outlet bakery down the street.

Despite my situation, there is one thing that always comforts me. One thing that always bolsters my confidence. One thing that always reminds me to keep on trucking.

I have a really big cock.

I'll admit that I haven't had much chance to use it. Romancing chicks is not something I have time for. But when I have gotten the chance, I've made the most of it.

One girl almost broke down in tears when she saw it, saying she'd always wanted to experience a cock like mine. That was a huge ego boost, for sure.

But then there was the girl who took one look at my dick and peaced out, saying there was "no way in hell that thing is going inside me!"

You win some, you lose some.

Reading Angelina's journal had not only gotten me mad horny, it had reminded me that I was a young, healthy man with a really big dick. And just like Angelina did, I could always find the excitement that was missing from my life.

I just had to take a chance.

Angelina took a risk when she posted her nudes on Rezzdit. If a 43-year-old housewife could do that, then what was holding me back?

I took a day to figure out my plan. Then I made my move.

"Mrs. Angelina Larsen? I work at the BGCRC Computer Recycling Center. I have your MacBook Pro laptop. There are some issues that you might want to resolve before we process your generous donation. Please contact me at your earliest convenience."

I sent the message to her Rezzdit account. It was another day before she finally responded.

"Can you tell me what the issue is?"

"The laptop has not been wiped," I wrote back. "You may want to do that yourself to be sure it is done properly. I can return it to you whenever you'd like."

"Can't you wipe it for me?"

"It's better if you do it yourself. For your own peace of mind."

I waited, knowing that Angelina was not the kind of woman who cared about such matters. I crossed my fingers that she wouldn't just brush me off.

"Can you bring it to the Animal Shelter on Maple Street tomorrow? Say around noon?"

I let out a pent-up breath.

"Does 12:30 work? I can get there on my lunch hour."

"Yes, that's fine. See you tomorrow."

I logged off Rezzdit and ran a hand through my hair. It worked. Angelina had agreed to see me. Things were going my way so far.

"Now for part 2 of the plan," I told myself, reaching for my phone.

The next day, I got back to work at the recycling center. The hours dragged by and I kept looking at the clock on the wall. Lunchtime seemed to take forever to arrive.

When the clock hit noon, I grabbed my duffel bag and sprinted for the bus stop. I barely made it, thankful that city buses always ran late.

Twenty minutes later, I was at the Animal Shelter.

"Angie?" said the bored receptionist. "Yeah, she's out walking one of the dogs. I'll tell her you're waiting in the spare room."

I went to the spare storage room and waited. Again, time seemed to get real slow. I tapped my foot impatiently, Angelina's laptop tucked under my arm.

After what seemed like forever, the door finally opened.

It was Angelina.

She was wearing baggy sweats and a baseball cap. No makeup, her blonde hair in a simple ponytail.

None of that mattered. I had stared at her photos for a long time. I recognized the beautiful woman standing in front of me.

Angelina seemed sad, but her eyes brightened when she saw me. Maybe I was imagining things, but that's what it seemed like at that moment.

Every other worker at the shelter was an older woman, just like she had written. Maybe she was glad to have the company of a young guy? I hoped so.

"Mrs. Larsen?" I asked, knowing very well who she was.

"Yes. That's me. I see you have my laptop."

Her voice was low and husky, exactly as I'd imagined.

I handed the MacBook over. Angelina smiled at me as she took it. I caught her eyes flashing over my body, her curious gaze taking me in.

"Do you know how to reset it?" I asked.

"Not a clue."

"You can look up instructions online," I told her. "It's like super simple."

Angelina arched an eyebrow at me. Standing close to her, I recognized how star-struck Daryl must have been when he first met her in person.

Angelina Veronica Larsen was fucking stunning. She carried herself with confidence. And she smelled amazing.

Angelina was also openly staring at my bulge. I had worn gray sweatpants specifically for that reason. They showed off my cock real good.

I knew Angelina liked what I had. Her eyes flashing down to my crotch was everything I'd hoped for.

"Well, thanks for bringing it to me," she said with a smile. "Can I contact you if I have questions?"

"That would be fantastic," I said. "You can just message me on Rezzdit again."

"I'll keep that in mind."

"I should get back to work," I said.

"Yes. Me too."

I cleared my throat.

"Uh, Mrs. Larsen?"

"Yes?"

"I put a folder on your desktop. It's got a few pictures in it."

"Pictures? Pictures of what?"

I straightened up, staring into her green eyes, holding her gaze.

"Pictures of me. I thought you might find them... appealing."

"Oh really?" she asked, her eyes once again darting down to my crotch.

"You don't have to look at them, of course. No biggie. Throw them out if you like. I... uh, I just wanted to let you know they were there."

"I understand."

With nothing more to be said, I hurried out the door. I was fifteen minutes late getting back to the recycling center. My bitch-ass supervisor docked me for a half hour's pay.

I didn't care. It was worth it.

That night, I was in my bedroom, eating a peanut butter and jelly sandwich for dinner. My roommate was practicing guitar in the living room. He was terrible. His playing was like cats fucking in a garbage sack. I chewed my sandwich slowly, getting depressed listening to him.

But then my shitty laptop chimed.

A message on Rezzdit. From Angelina.

"I looked at your pictures. I liked what I saw."

"I'm happy to hear that, Mrs. Larsen."

"You know what I like, don't you?"

"I know you like young men with big cocks," I wrote. "I think I qualify."

"You must have read my Notes?"

"I did."

"That was very unprofessional of you. I could report you to your workplace for breach of privacy."

"You could do that, yes."

"I don't think I will, but you've been very naughty. You'll have to make it up to me."

"I'm willing to do whatever you need, Mrs. Larsen."

"You'll have to help me wipe this laptop. So no other unprofessional young man can read my private thoughts. Can you do that for me?"

"I can guide you through the process right now."

"Not good enough. I require you to do it in person. At my house."

I swallowed, my hands shaking.

"Of course, Mrs. Larsen. When would you like me to arrive?"

"Be here in two hours. You know where my house is?"

"Yes I do."

"Then I will see you soon."

I hesitated, scared to reply. But then I figured I'd taken a huge risk already. I might as well go all the way.

"One request, Mrs. Larsen?"

"Yes?"

"Wear the wedding dress."

It took a full minute for her to reply. She sent back a laughing emoji.

"Two hours," she repeated.

Two hours later, I was standing in the driveway of an upscale house in an upscale neighborhood. A Mercedes and a Jaguar were parked next to each other.

I looked up at the window above the garage. I saw a flash of movement behind the glass. I was being watched.

"Just like Daryl," I whispered to myself.

The front door to the house opened. A short, chubby man stepped out. He came down the driveway and offered his hand.

"I'm Barry."

I told him my name. We shook. His grip was weak, his palm soft and uncallused. Barry was exactly like I imagined him.

Barry led me into the house. We stood at the bottom of a grand staircase that led up to the second floor.

"She's waiting for you upstairs," he said softly.

"Cool."

"Is there something you'd like to eat? Afterward, I mean."

"Some ice cream would be great."

"I can do that. Hope chocolate is okay."

"I'm not picky," I said.

"Great. Excellent. Uh, can you... Can you remind her to record a video with her phone?"

"I will."

Barry gave me a nod and a shy smile. He patted my back awkwardly, then disappeared into the kitchen.

Taking a deep breath, I headed up the stairs. At the top, a set of double doors faced me.

I knocked.

"Come in."

I opened the door and stepped into a large bedroom. The curtains were open to the night sky. The scent of Seta Gialla Parfum hung in the air.

Standing at the foot of the King-sized bed was Mrs. Angelina Veronica Larsen.

She was wearing her wedding dress.

"Show me," she demanded.

I held her gaze as I unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. I let it hang, the heavy meat swaying hypnotically between my legs.

Angelina licked her lips. With a smile, she hiked up her skirt, exposing her bare pussy. She slid her hand down, thrumming her clit as I watched.

"Come here, sweetie."

I went to her, my dick already hardening with each step.

Angelina got on her knees, her eyes fixed on my swinging cock.

"My beautiful boy," she sighed.

THE END
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