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Synopsis


When 19-year-old Derek catches his girlfriend cheating on him, the only person he can turn to is Sadie, his girlfriend's 39-year-old mother. An experienced woman, Sadie knows exactly how to fix Derek's broken heart.

HIS GIRLFRIEND’S MOTHER is an explicit story featuring age gap seduction, graphic sex, and a surprising romance. 18+ only.





His Girlfriend's Mother






Sadie


Sadie waved from the porch as she watched the car pulling from her driveway. Her daughter Karen was at the wheel, carefully reversing the vehicle out on to the street, her face a study in concentration.





When she drives, she looks so much like her father


 
, Sadie thought.




Sadie's heart lurched a bit as she thought about her husband. It had been over a year since he had left her for another, younger woman, but the hurt was still there. She expected it would be there for some time yet.

Sadie's heart lurched for a very different reason when she looked at the young man in the passenger seat of the car.


Derek.


Derek and Karen had been dating for almost six months now. Nineteen years old like her daughter, Derek lived in a shared apartment near the community college he and Karen both attended. They had met in class and started going out immediately. Sadie could see why her daughter had chosen Derek. He was a handsome boy, tall and well muscled. Smart, kind, and thoughtful, he reminded Sadie of her husband when he was a young man.


But not the type to cheat, unlike my husband.


Sadie smiled sadly as the car pulled away. Derek and Karen were heading to a house party at the other end of town. Karen's friends had raucous parties and there would probably be lots of booze and pot available, but Sadie trusted Derek to take care of her daughter. She knew that Derek was a solid young man, one who would watch out for Karen. Derek had even volunteered to be their designated driver on the return trip home.

Karen was lucky to have a boy like Derek. Even though he was still a kid, Sadie could tell that Derek had a good heart. Sadie knew her husband's infidelity should have made her bitter towards the idea of marriage but it hadn't, not really. Despite everything that had happened, Sadie had to admit that she had often imagined Karen and Derek building a bright future together.

What Sadie would never admit, not to anyone but herself, was that she had also often imagined what Derek would look like naked. How his lips would taste pressed against hers. How heavy he would be while lying on top of her. How his cock would feel buried deep in her pussy.

Sadie shook her head.


Stop it! He's half your age and he's dating your daughter!


Sadie sighed and went back into the house, trying to keep her disturbing thoughts at bay. Sadie knew why she was thinking of Derek the way she was-- it was simple sexual frustration. Sadie had been celibate since her husband left, too wrapped up in the divorce to even consider seeing another man.


You're just projecting your unmet needs on to Derek. You know it's wrong. Besides, you are not really attracted to him, just desperate for sex. How could a thirty-nine-year-old mother want a nineteen-year-old boy? He can't even buy his own booze, for crying out loud!


Sadie had told herself this so many times that she almost believed it. Still, in the deepest corners of her heart, Sadie knew it was all just excuses. The truth was that she wanted Derek.

She wanted him badly.


Not that I will ever do anything about it. I love my daughter, even if she's not the nicest person sometimes. I would never cross the line and make a move on her boyfriend.


There was only one problem with this approach-- Sadie suspected that she wasn't the only one interested. A shy kid, Derek had always been polite when he was around Sadie. Still, there had been signs she couldn't help but notice. Sadie was a mature woman who was experienced with men, after all. No matter how hard he tried to disguise it, Sadie had seen the way Derek had looked at her when he thought she wasn't watching. She had seen the hunger in his young eyes.


He's dating my daughter but he's fantasizing about me.


The thought sent a delicious shiver up Sadie's spine. She knew she was still an attractive woman. Like her daughter, Sadie had bright blue eyes and silky red hair. Unlike Karen, however, Sadie was curvy and full breasted. Sure, the years had left her with some wrinkles at the corners of her eyes and a tiny bit of a tummy, but Sadie still turned heads wherever she went. That a young boy should pay attention to her was perfectly natural.


As long as it's just a fantasy on both our parts, one that we never act on or even acknowledge, then what harm can come from it?


Feeling better, Sadie went into the living room and turned on the television. Her favorite show was on her DVR, one that she had been waiting all week to watch.

As she sat on the sofa, however, Sadie felt a restlessness seize her. She looked around the house, suddenly aware of how big it was. After twenty years of marriage, being alone in the house was still something Sadie had not gotten used to.

But it was not just being alone that was troubling Sadie. Her thoughts kept returning again and again to Derek. She couldn't stop her fantasies about the boy from lodging inside her mind.

There was only one way that Sadie knew to get those thoughts out of her head.


I need to get off.


With a little giggle, Sadie began to strip off her clothing.


The nice thing about being alone in the house-- there's no one here to hide from.


Off came her blouse and then her bra, Sadie's full breasts swaying as she set her clothes on the sofa beside her. She wriggled out of her jeans and panties, setting them beside her blouse and bra.

Naked, Sadie flopped on the couch and set her feet on the coffee table, her legs spread wide. Her hand roamed her breasts, pinching her nipples and rolling them between her fingers. Slowly, her other hand went down her belly and then down to her mound, idly flicking through the coarse pubic hair V-ing between her legs.


Derek.





Sadie groaned as her fingers slipped between her wet lips, spreading her juices over her throbbing clit.

 
Grinning, feeling absolutely naughty, Sadie stroked herself faster and faster, savoring the orgasm building inside her. Her breath grew shorter and her legs tensed up. Throwing her head back, Sadie gasped as she climaxed hard.





Oh, Derek.


Feeling utterly relaxed, Sadie put her glistening fingers into her mouth. She sucked her juices, rolling them on her tongue, loving the way her pussy tasted.

Her body temporarily satisfied, Sadie turned on the television. She didn't bother getting dressed. It would be hours before her daughter and Derek returned from the party. Sadie knew that Derek would come to say goodnight before he went with Karen to her room.


Maybe I'll fall asleep on the sofa. Maybe I won't wake up when they come into the house. Maybe Derek will see me naked.


Sadie chuckled. It was just a silly fantasy. And fantasies were harmless.





Derek


Derek hated parties, especially the ones that Karen always wanted to go to. Since he started dating her, Derek had found himself increasingly spending his weekends is strange houses, his ears assaulted by music he did not like, surrounded by people he did not know. Karen was a social butterfly while Derek preferred more intimate, quiet gatherings. It was just one of the many differences between them.





It doesn't matter, though,


 
Derek thought.

 

I love her and she loves me. We'll work it out in the end.





The large house they'd come to was in a cul-de-sac of other large houses. Derek wandered aimlessly through the crowded rooms. Karen had told him that the house belonged to one of her friends from high school, a friend whose parents had gone away for the weekend. It seemed like a nice place, big and well furnished, but it was hard to tell. There were hundreds of people pressed together like sardines, drinking and screaming to be heard above the thumping music blaring out of the speakers mounted throughout the house, the air all fogged up by pot smoke.


Where the hell has she gotten to?


Derek checked his mobile phone, surprised to see it was almost midnight. Karen had left him to go visit with some of her old friends and Derek had been on his own for at least the last two hours. His head was pounding and he was getting nauseous from the reek of marijuana and booze that filled the place.

"Hey, man," a young guy in a baseball cap said as he pushed a bottle of beer at Derek. "You look dry as fuck. Have a beer."

Derek gently pushed the bottle away, trying to keep the grimace off of his face.

"Can't," he said. "Designated driver."

The young guy nodded gravely.

"Respect," he said. "I lost a bro to a drunk driver."

Derek shook the hand that was being offered to him. Maybe he had misjudged the guy with the beer. Appearances were often deceiving.

"You here alone?" the guy asked.

Derek shook his head.

"Came with my girl," he said.

"Looks like you lost her," the guy laughed.

Derek shrugged.

"Well, if you need anything just find me," the guy said as he swigged the beer he had offered to Derek. "This is my parent's place so I know where all the good stuff is at."

"I will," Derek said.

The young guy wandered off, swaying as he went. Derek watched him go, regretting that he couldn't take the beer. He could have used a drink.

Derek felt his bladder aching. He went looking for a bathroom, finding one in an out of the way corner near the kitchen. He shut the door behind him, savoring the quiet as the noise from outside muted slightly. Standing over the bowl, Derek unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock. He had drunk several Cokes over the course of the night. The relief at emptying his bladder was tremendous.

Derek was mid-stream when the door suddenly flew open and two girls stumbled in, giggling and clinging to each other.


Shit.


Derek knew he couldn't stop peeing or it would get all over him. There was nothing to do but carry on.

"Hi," said one of the girls, a tall brunette. Her eyes were locked on Derek's cock.

"Uh, hi," Derek said.

"Didn't know anyone was in here," said the other girl. She was blonde and slim and absolutely tiny, maybe 4'10" at the most. Like her friend, her eyes were locked on Derek's cock.

"Almost done," Derek mumbled.

"Take your time," said the brunette. She closed the door behind her. Derek could hear her latching the lock.


Should have done that myself.


The two girls were whispering to each other. Derek shook himself off, taking his time. After the initial shock of the two girls bursting in on him, Derek was beginning to enjoy their presence. Fantasies of fucking two girls at once were flooding through his head.

Derek took a deep breath, trying to calm himself.


Every man has that fantasy. Doesn't mean it's going to happen.


"You've got a big cock," said the tiny blonde.


Then again…


The two girls were grinning at him. Their eyes were shining and both were swaying as they stood there ogling him.


High or drunk, maybe both. And horny as fuck.


"Thanks," Derek said.

He grinned back at the two girls. The blonde girl was licking her pouty lips. Derek could feel his dick starting to tingle.


Karen. Remember her?


Derek shut his eyes, almost wincing.

"Pardon me," he said.

The two girls stepped aside as Derek went to the sink and began to wash his hands. He watched them in the mirror. They smiled at Derek as they wrapped their arms around each other and began kissing, their hands sliding under each other's T-shirts.


Karen.


Derek winced again as he dried his hands on the towel beside the sink. His girlfriend was somewhere nearby. Derek forced himself to focus on that fact, trying to ignore the two girls making out just a few feet away.


Go find your girlfriend.


"Have fun," Derek said softly.

The girls' eyes widened in surprise as Derek unlocked the door and swung it open. The music and the noise of the party slammed into Derek the moment he stepped out of the bathroom. He shut the door gently, catching a final glimpse of the two disappointed girls.


They can't believe I turned them down.


Derek could hardly believe it himself.


Where the fuck is Karen?


Derek wove through the crowd, looking for his girlfriend. He went upstairs, peeking into room after room but finding only more people drinking and smoking pot, couples fucking on the floor, threesomes fucking in beds.

Mentally exhausted, Derek went outside the house for some fresh air. He stood on the porch and took out his phone and texted Karen again, asking where she was. He waited for several minutes but no reply came.

"Shit," Derek sighed. Once again, he wished he could have a drink and, once again, he remembered he was Karen's designated driver.

Derek turned to go back into the house and resume his search, but the thought of reentering the party was just too much for him. He'd put off a night of studying to come with Karen to this party. Now he was wishing they'd stayed in for a late night with their textbooks. A quiet night, just the two of them-- he would always take that over a loud party.

Derek was frustrated but he was also starting to feel a little worried for Karen. She'd been gone for awhile and though she often left him to fend for himself when they went to these house parties, she'd never abandoned him for so long. Derek wanted to make sure his girlfriend was safe. He knew Karen's mother was counting on him.

"Damn it," Derek whispered.

Thinking about Karen's mother was the last thing he wanted to do. Ever since he had met Sadie, Derek had been fighting to keep fantasies about Karen's sexy mother from overwhelming his thoughts. It had been a losing battle.

Her full lips.

Her deep cleavage.

The way her hips roll when she walks.

Derek would never admit it, but Sadie was simply hotter than her young daughter. Her face was prettier, her body curvier, her demeanor more sexual and self-assured. Derek had noticed these things immediately. He had tried to keep them from his mind, to focus on the girl he was actually dating, but it was impossible. Being around his girlfriend's mother only heightened the differences between the two.


I love Karen. We're going to have a future together.


Derek repeated this to himself like some kind of mantra. Fantasizing about Karen's mother was something he absolutely had to squash as soon as possible. His relationship with Karen was at stake and he didn't want anything to jeopardize that.

Derek stepped off the porch and began pacing up and down the crowded driveway. He had thoroughly searched the house but not found a trace of Karen. She was still not answering his texts.


Something is wrong.


Derek could feel it in his bones. The whole situation had gone sketchy. He had to do something to fix it.


Maybe I should check the car.


Derek could think of no reason that Karen would be at the car but he also had no other ideas to follow. Stuffing his hands into the pockets of his jeans, Derek went down the driveway and on to the street. Karen had parked about a block away, the street and driveway already crowded with vehicles when they first arrived.

Trotting down the quiet cul-de-sac, Derek was disappointed when he got to the car. It was locked and dark. He pressed his face to the window to make sure no one was inside.

Derek noticed that the car parked behind Karen's vehicle had its windows all fogged up and was rocking on its shock absorbers. He could hear a woman moaning heavily from inside it. Derek shook his head ruefully.


At least someone is having a good time.


Taking out his phone, Derek checked for any messages from Karen then tried texting her again.

Derek froze when he heard the faint but unmistakable chime of Karen's phone. They were both fans of the circus and Karen had made his message alert tone the sound of a carousel's pipe organ. It was a tone Derek would have recognized anywhere.


She left her phone in the car. That's what I'm hearing.


Swallowing hard, Derek checked the car again, hoping to see Karen's phone inside, perhaps on the driver's seat, perhaps carelessly dropped on the floor. He didn't see it anywhere.

Derek had just leaned back from the window when there was a sudden light from the car behind Karen's car. Even through the fogged windows, there was no mistaking what it was-- the illuminated screen of a mobile phone.


Oh god no, please.


Derek could barely make out the shape of a woman tapping on her phone's screen before shutting it off.


It can't be--


Derek's phone suddenly vibrated in his hand. Trembling, Derek glanced down at the notification on his screen.

The message was from Karen.

"Hey," it read. "Just chatting w/ friends. C U in a bit."

Derek looked up from the phone. The car with the fogged windows was rocking again, even harder than it had been before. The woman's moans were louder, more urgent.


Please…


Slowly, Derek tapped out a reply on his phone. His finger hesitated for just a moment over the Send button, as if he were afraid of pressing it, of finding out something he didn't want to know.

Derek pressed Send.

The phone inside the car, the car where two people were obviously fucking, chimed loudly.

"God damn it!" said the woman.

Derek recognized the voice.


Karen.


Walking towards the car with the fogged windows was like being stuck in a nightmare, one where you want to stop but can't, where every footstep is like trudging through a field of quicksand.

At first, Derek could not make out what he was seeing. It was dark, the only light from the street lamp overhead, and the windows were blurred by condensation. Tilting his head, Derek slowly made out the form of a man lying across the back seat. Straddling him, grinding her hips back and forth as she rode his cock, was Derek's girlfriend.

"Your cock feels so good, baby," Karen moaned. Her voice was slurred, drunken, but still unmistakably hers. "Fuck me fuck me fuck--"

Derek spun on his heel and ran. His feet tangled and he stumbled and fell, skinning his knee on the asphalt. Staggering to his feet, Derek lurched back towards the party, his eyes fixed on the lights of the house as if they were some coastal beacon guiding a drowning man back to shore.





Sadie


Sadie was reading in bed when her mobile rang. Startled, Sadie checked the time.

12:45 AM.

Sadie picked up the phone. When she saw that it was Derek calling, her heart started racing with worry.

"Derek," she almost shouted into the mobile. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing, Mrs. Mathis," Derek said. "I'm just calling to see if you could pick up Karen and me."

Sadie's heart started slowing as relief washed through her.

"Pick you up?" she asked. "Is something wrong with Karen's car?"

"No," Derek said. "It's just, uh…"

Sadie waited. There was something off about Derek's voice. It almost sounded like he had been crying.

"Derek?" she asked.

"Sorry, Mrs. Mathis. It's just that Karen's kind of drunk and, uh, I've had a drink or two myself."

Sadie felt a surge of annoyance rushing through her. She had trusted Derek to take care of her daughter at the party. Having a drink when he had promised to be the designated driver was the dumb mistake of a child. She had expected more from Derek.


Was I wrong about him?


Sadie inhaled slowly, making sure her voice was calm.

"Of course I can pick you two up," she said. "Just tell me where you are."

Sadie typed the address Derek gave her into her phone's mapping program. The house was less than twenty minutes away.

"Okay," she said. "I'll be there in half an hour."

"I'm so sorry about this," Derek said.

"We'll talk when I get there," Sadie replied before disconnecting.

Hurriedly throwing on some clothes, Sadie went downstairs.

Half an hour later, she was helping Derek bundle a drunk Karen into the backseat of her car. Sadie was surprised when Derek, instead of getting in beside Karen, took the front passenger seat instead.

The drive home was silent except for Karen's heavy snoring. Back at her house, Sadie held the door open while Derek half carried a staggering Karen through the front door.

"Help me get her upstairs, please," Sadie said.

Together, Sadie and Derek managed to get Karen up the stairs and into her bed. Derek left Sadie alone to undress Karen and tuck her in.

"You silly silly girl," Sadie sighed as she stroked the hair from her daughter's face.

"Drank too much," Karen mumbled. "Sorry, Mom."

"Just get some sleep," Sadie said. "You're going to have a wicked hangover tomorrow."

"Maybe," Karen smiled. "But for now, I feel so good."

Sadie shook her head, then kissed her daughter goodnight.

Derek was sitting at the kitchen table when Sadie came downstairs.

"I'm making some coffee," he said.

"You look like you need some," Sadie said.

Derek shrugged. His eyes were red and his hair was mussed. He was hunched over the table, unable to meet Sadie's gaze.

"Want to tell me what happened?" Sadie asked as she slid into the chair beside Derek.

Derek shook his head.

"Just…"

"Just what?"

Derek grimaced, rubbing a hand over his face.

"I just was stupid," he said softly. "Really stupid."

The hitch in Derek's voice made Sadie frown. The annoyance inside her was quickly giving way to concern.

"What's wrong, Derek?"

Derek took a deep, shuddering breath.

"I saw Karen," he stuttered. "With someone… someone else."

It took a moment for Sadie to register what Derek was saying.

"Oh, god," she whispered.

Derek looked up at her for the first time since they had gotten back. His bloodshot eyes glistened.

"It's over," he said slowly. "Karen and me. We're done."

Sadie reached out for Derek. He flinched away at first, but Sadie moved closer until her arm was resting around his broad shoulders.

"Tell me," she said.

In a halting voice, Derek told her about the party, his search, what he saw going on in the car with fogged windows. Sadie listened in horror.

"Afterward," Derek said, "I just went back to the house and chugged a beer. When Karen came back, I acted like nothing had happened. I couldn't think of anything else to do. Except call you."


My poor, sweet boy.


Sadie wrapped her arms around Derek, holding him tightly. He let himself be held, his arms loose at his sides.

"I'm so sorry," Sadie told him. "Karen can be insensitive and self-centered. Believe me, I know how she is. But this sounds nothing like the girl I raised. It just doesn't. It must have been the alcohol."

Derek shrugged.

"Whatever it was, I guess it's better to find out now," he said, "before we got more serious."

Sadie rubbed the boy's back, trying to be comforting. Sadie could feel the hard muscles lacing his shoulders. A warm tingle suddenly rippled through Sadie.


What are you doing?


Sadie rested her head on Derek's shoulder, watching his face. She breathed in the smell of him.

"Mrs. Mathis?"

"Yes, Derek?"

"Um, can I still crash here tonight?" he asked. "On the couch or something? I don't think I can spend the night with Karen. Not now."

"Of course," Sadie said.

"Thanks," Derek said.

"I'll get you some blankets."


Karen mentioned you sleep in the nude. I wouldn't want you to catch a cold.


Sadie patted his knee encouragingly. Derek yelped and pulled away from her.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

"It's just my knee," Derek said. "I kind of fell and scraped it up."

Sadie looked down at Derek's knee. A dark stain had soaked through the thin denim of his jeans.

"Let me see," she said.

"It's nothing," Derek said.

"It's bleeding through your pants. Come on. Stand up and get those off so I can have a look."

"Really, it's no trouble, Mrs. Mathis."

"Derek," Sadie said. "Take off your pants so I can see how badly you're hurt."


Is that all you want to see?


Sadie fought down a grin as the boy squirmed in his chair.

"Um, I don't… I'm not wearing any underwear."

A sudden black thrill shot through Sadie's body. She'd been fantasizing about seeing Derek naked for a long time.


Are you really doing this? Now?


Sadie forced herself to stay composed.

"Just pull your shirt down," she said calmly. "I promise I won't peek."

She stared at Derek, her face both stern and amused.

"Okay, Mrs. Mathis," he mumbled.


Good boy.


Sadie stood and went to the kitchen pantry where she kept her first aid kit. Her back turned to him, Sadie listened as the boy slipped out of his jeans.

"Ready?" she asked.

"Yeah."

Sadie's heart was hammering as she turned around. Derek was sitting in the chair, his hands tugging the hem of his T-shirt between his legs. Sadie could see the deep crimson flush crawling up the boy's neck. His gaze was fixed firmly on the ground.

"Okay," Sadie said briskly. "Let's see what you've got."

Sadie knelt down in front of Derek, setting the first aid kit on the floor beside her. Derek's knee was bloody, the skin deeply abraded. Blood had smeared high up on his thigh and trickled down his shin.

"Oh dear," Sadie said. "Looks like you fell pretty hard, Derek."

Sadie opened the kit and took out some disinfecting wipes.

"I'm going to clean you up," she said. "It may sting a little."

Derek nodded, still unable to look at Sadie kneeling down in front of him. He tugged down his shirt a little tighter.


No need to be so modest, Derek.


Sadie began wiping Derek's knee. He inhaled sharply as the disinfectant worked.

"Now some ointment and a bandage and you'll be all set."

Derek nodded as Sadie took a small bottle of ointment from the kit and smeared it over his knee. She fished out a large sheet of gauze and some tape and covered Derek's wound.

"Thanks, Mrs. Mathis," Derek said as Sadie secured the last bit of tape.

"You are very welcome," Sadie said. "After the night you had, it's the least I could do."


I could do more, though.


Sadie hesitated. She glanced up at Derek. He was looking down at her, his eyes narrowed. When he saw her looking up at him, Derek quickly looked away.

Sadie leaned forward and gently kissed Derek's bandaged knee. Turning her head, she rested her cheek on the inside of his thigh.

"There," she said softly. "All better."

Derek cleared his throat. His cheeks were bright crimson.

"Stay there," Sadie said.

She stood from the floor and took the kit back to the pantry. Sadie could feel Derek watching her as she fetched some paper towels and went to the sink. Sadie ran the hot water and soaked the paper towels before going back to Derek who was waiting patiently in the chair, his hands still tightly gripping the shirt between his legs.

Sadie knelt in front of Derek.

"There's still blood on your leg," she said. "Let me clean it for you."

"Okay," Derek said. His voice was hoarse.

Sadie began wiping away the dried blood from his shin, then moved up to his thigh. Slowly, she stroked the warm towels back and forth across his hard quadriceps, cleaning the inside of his thigh and then working higher towards his groin.

Derek swallowed hard and shifted in the chair. His hand twisted the fabric of his shirt, stretching it wider between his legs.


He's getting hard.


Sadie knew the effect she was having on young Derek. How could he not react? A sexy woman was kneeling in front of him, massaging his thigh with a warm, wet towel. The bulge he was trying his best to cover couldn't be more obvious.


He wants me. And I want him.


Suddenly, like a light switching on, Sadie knew that she was going to fuck Derek. He was no longer dating her daughter. Sadie's desire for the boy, her need for his body, was something Sadie no longer had to hide. Admitting it to herself was like a weight lifting off of her.


It feels so good.


"My daughter was lucky to have you," Sadie said as she continued rubbing his thigh. "I have to admit, I was even a little bit jealous of her, at times."

"Huh," Derek grunted. His breathing was growing shorter.

"A strapping young boy like you," Sadie said. "Karen's no virgin, but I always worried that she wouldn't know what to do with you. Were you good together, Derek? In bed, I mean."

"We… we did okay, I think."

"Hmm."

Sadie leaned over and kissed the inside of Derek's thigh. The boy flinched, startled at her warm mouth pressing against him. Sadie smiled, her tongue licking higher up his thigh as her hands gently pried his legs apart.

"Mrs. Mathis?" he gasped.

Sadie looked up at Derek. The boy was staring down at her, his eyes wide.

"You want me, don't you, Derek?" she asked.

"I… I…"

"You can tell me," she said softly. "I've seen the way you look at me."

"I'm… I don't…"

"I want you," she said. "I've wanted you for a very long time, Derek. Don't you want me?"

Derek licked his lips. His chest was heaving, his eyes glistening.

"Just tell me," she said. "Just say you want me."

Sadie waited, her face resting against his thigh as Derek's eyes darted.

"I… want you," the boy whispered.

"I know."

Sadie licked his thigh roughly as Derek shuddered.

"Let go of your shirt," she said. "Let me see it."

Sadie reached up and gently pried Derek's hands away from the hem of his shirt. The shirt rode up and Derek's cock sprang free, jutting lewdly at Sadie's face.

"Oh, Derek," Sadie sighed. "Your cock is so big."

Derek half chuckled, half sobbed.

"You're the second woman to tell me that tonight," he said.

Sadie raised an eyebrow.

"The second?" she asked.

Derek shook his head ruefully.

"It's a long story," he said. "You don't want to hear--"

Derek gasped as Sadie took his cock in her hands.

"I'm going to have so much fun with this," she said, smiling.

Sadie cupped Derek's balls as she stroked his thick shaft, loving the weight of his cock in her grip. Derek moaned as she ran her thumb across his swollen head. A single drop of precum glistened in his hole. Sadie scooped it out with her finger and brought it to her mouth. Derek watched as she spread his precum over her lips, making them glisten.

"Kiss me," she said.

Derek leaned over and took Sadie's upturned face in his hands. They kissed deeply, their tongues caressing.


He tastes so good.


"The bedroom," Sadie said.

She stood up and took Derek's hand. Sadie lead the boy out of the kitchen and through the living room into the master bedroom. She closed the door behind her, then guided him to the large bed that dominated the room.

"I've never been with anyone but my husband in this bed," she told Derek. "You'll be the first."

They kissed again, their arms wrapping tightly around each other.

"It's been so long since I've been fucked," Sadie murmured as she reached for Derek's hard cock.





Derek


Derek's whole body was shaking.


This is really happening.


He was sitting on the edge of Sadie's bed, watching as she stripped for him. Off came her blouse, Sadie's full tits cradled in a red lace bra, her nipples jutting against the thin fabric. Sadie reached behind herself and unhooked the bra, shrugging it off and tossing it aside. Derek watched, hypnotized by her breasts swaying before him. Sadie's nipples were thick and red, like strawberry gumdrops.

Sadie grinned at the look on Derek's face.


I must look like an idiot.


Derek didn't care. He drank in the sight of Sadie's tits, tits he had been fantasizing about since the day he first came over to meet Karen's mother.


Karen's tits are nice, but her mother…


Sadie shimmied her hips as she pulled down her skirt. She wasn't wearing panties. Derek licked his lips as he stared at the bright red hair V-ing between Sadie's legs. Even in the dim light, he could see drops of wetness flecking Sadie's mound.


Her pussy must be dripping.


As Derek stared at the woman standing naked in front of him, he couldn't help but compare Sadie to her daughter. Karen was thin and willowy, with small, perky breasts and a flat stomach. Sadie was much curvier, her tits full and lush, her belly soft, her hips wide. They were mother and daughter, but they were so different. Karen was a pretty young girl. Sadie, on the other hand, was lush and ripe, with a body built to fuck.


Screwed the daughter, now I'm gonna screw her mommy.


Derek knew how lucky he was.

Sadie stepped closer and Derek reached out for her. He ran his hands over her shoulders then down to her breasts, his hands cupping them while his thumbs scraped over her hard nipples. Derek leaned forward and kissed her tits, sucking on her nipple and running his tongue back and forth across it.

Sadie moaned softly as Derek sucked her tits, her hands roaming the top of his head and the back of his neck. She bent over and pulled the T-shirt off of Derek, tossing it into the pile of her own discarded clothing.

"That feels so nice," she said.

Derek moved lower, luxuriating in the plush softness of Sadie's belly as he kissed it. Sadie had a pierced belly button, something Derek never knew about.


How could I? It's not like she was showing her stomach off while I was around.


Derek tongued the stud in Sadie's navel, then moved lower, kissing her hipbones.

Sadie leaned over him, nuzzling his ear.

"I want to ride that face," she whispered.

"I'd love that," he whispered back.

Derek let Sadie push him back on to the bed. His heart was pounding. Karen had never liked it when he tried to go down on her, complaining that his skin was too rough against her pussy.


Mommy doesn't seem to mind.


Derek grinned as Sadie clambered on to bed, her pussy poised over his face. He could see her wet lips glistening. Her pussy smelled delicious, musky and sweet at the same time.

Slowly, her eyes locked on his, her legs pressing his shoulders down, Sadie lowered herself down on to Derek's face.

"Ooh," she moaned as she pressed her dripping cunt against Derek's lips. He opened his mouth and licked her, grunting and swallowing her juices, loving how hot and wet her slit was.

"Keep looking at me," Sadie gasped. She tangled her hands into Derek's hair as she ground against his eager mouth, her eyes narrowing and her breath getting ragged as she rocked back and forth, faster and faster.

Derek lapped furiously at Sadie's cunt as she rode his face, struggling to breathe as her pussy smothered him. He reached up and took her ass in his hands, reveling in the feeling of her ass cheeks flexing hard as she ground her hips. He pressed a finger against her asshole, pushing in past her tight ring until he was knuckle deep in her ass.

"Oh, fuck!" Sadie gasped.

Derek could feel her pussy suddenly opening up as Sadie climaxed, his tongue sliding deep inside her. Sadie bucked frantically against Derek's mouth, bouncing his head off the mattress as she came again and again, her juices flooding his mouth, Derek frantically licking and swallowing.


She tastes so fucking amazing.


With a final shuddering spasm, Sadie finally let go of Derek's head and lifted her sopping pussy from his mouth. Derek panted, trying to get his breath back, his face and neck smeared with Sadie's juices.

Sadie stared down at Derek's young face, her chest heaving. She smiled lewdly at the sight of the young boy gasping like a fish on her bed.

"Stand up, Derek."

Derek struggled to his feet. Sadie took him by the hips and turned him around to face her as she sat on the bed, Derek's cock jutting directly at her face.

Her eyes fixed on Derek's, Sadie took his cock in her hands and guided him into her hungry mouth.

Derek groaned as Sadie pulled him in deep until the back of her throat was flexing against his throbbing head. She gagged and pulled away, then pushed forward again, sinking Derek's cock even deeper down her throat.

Derek knotted his hands in Sadie's silky hair and guided her bobbing head as he fucked her face. He thrust down her throat, stopping for a moment when she gagged before thrusting in harder and deeper. Thick ropes of saliva drooled down Sadie's face and tears rolled down her cheeks as Derek slammed into her mouth, his cock probing her throat until his balls were slapping against her chin.

Derek stared down as he fucked Sadie's face, their eyes locked as he thrust into her mouth. He could feel his orgasm building.


No. Not before I get into that pussy.


Derek pulled out of Sadie's mouth, her saliva hanging in thick sticky strands from his shaft, dripping down his sack.

Derek gently pushed Sadie back on to the bed. He spread her legs and stepped between them. He took his cock in his hand and rubbed it up and down her pussy lips as Sadie groaned with pleasure.

"Can I fuck your pussy, Mrs. Mathis?" Derek asked, a grin creasing his face.

"Fuck it," she moaned. "Fuck it hard, Derek."

Derek leveled his cock at her opening and pushed in slowly. He could feel her pussy stretching to accommodate his girth.


Tight mommy pussy.


Derek almost laughed, the excitement of fucking his girlfriend's mother filling him with a wicked thrill. So many men dreamed of fucking a mother and her daughter. Derek was actually doing it.


The only thing better would be fucking them both at the same time.


Derek let the fantasy slip from his mind, putting it away for another time. Right now, he wanted to concentrate on the sexy older woman whose pussy he was stuffing with his thick cock.

"Shit," Sadie groaned as Derek thrust deep inside her.

Sadie flinched as Derek bottomed out in her pussy. Derek reached down and grabbed Sadie's legs, swinging them over his shoulders, lifting Sadie's pussy up towards him. He thrust in again, the new angle allowing him to sink deeper into her, filling her up until Sadie was squirming beneath him.

Wrapping his arms around her thighs, Derek began sliding his cock in and out of her pussy, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in as deep as he could go.

"Oh god," Sadie whimpered.

Sadie's eyes were wide and shining as Derek began thrusting faster and faster, his hip bones slapping against her ass.

"Fuck fuck fuck," she gasped as Derek slammed into her, rocking her whole body against the mattress. She reached between her legs and frantically rubbed her clit, her other hand pinching the nipples of her tits as they slapped up and down on her chest with each of Derek's powerful thrusts.

Suddenly, Sadie took in a sharp breath and held it, her head thrown back and her eyes squeezed shut. Derek felt her pussy spasming as Sadie came hard around his cock. He sped up, slamming into her cunt as fast as he could, making her cum so hard that her legs locked straight into the air, her toes curling as her whole body shook.

Derek could feel his orgasm building again. He was close.


Not yet.


Sadie exhaled explosively, moaning and sucking in huge gasps of air. Derek didn't give her a chance to relax, instead grabbing her hips and flipping her over on to all fours, her knees at the edge of the bed, lifting her ass up as he roughly pushed her head down on to the mattress.


I'm going to fuck her hard, the way I should have fucked her daughter.


Derek slapped her ass, enjoying the way Sadie whimpered. Roughly prying her ass cheeks apart, Derek slammed his cock back into her pussy. He pushed all the way in, going balls deep. Sadie flinched and pulled away, but Derek pulled her back.

"Does that hurt, Mrs. Mathis?" Derek asked. "Do you want me to stop?"

"No," she gasped.

Derek grinned. Sex with Karen had been nothing like sex with Sadie. Derek wondered why he had waited so long to give Karen's mother what she wanted.

Gripping her cheeks hard, Derek spread her as wide as he could as he pounded into Sadie's cunt, reveling in the way her lips stretched around his thick cock, clinging to it as he thrust in and out of her. Licking his thumb, Derek slid it into her asshole, pulling it open.

"Fuck!" Sadie gasped in a strangled voice, her asshole clamping down around his thumb as she rocked her hips back to meet his thrusts.

His finger hooked in her ass, Derek thrust faster and faster, loving the way Sadie was sobbing with pleasure as he fucked her. Sweat poured down his face and his breathing grew shallow.

Derek could feel himself getting close.


I'm fucking your mommy, Karen. And she's loving it.


Derek reached down and grabbed Sadie by her hair. He roughly pulled her head back, exposing her throat as he pounded her from behind.

Sadie whimpered, her head whipping back and forth, her hand tangled in the bedspread.

"I'm cumming!" she sobbed.

She took in another sharp breath and held it. Her body suddenly tensed, every muscle straining as her orgasm ripped through her.

Derek could feel Sadie's pussy shuddering around his cock, her asshole squeezing tight around his thumb. He sped up his thrusts, the sound of his hipbones slamming into her ass like the sound of someone clapping as fast as they can. The bedsprings squealed beneath them, the mattress bouncing as Derek pounded her as hard as he could.

Derek felt the pressure of his orgasm ready to explode inside of him.


Not. Yet.


Yanking his cock from Sadie's dripping pussy, Derek slid his thumb from inside her and leveled his cock against her twitching asshole. With a hard thrust, he slammed his cock into Sadie's ass as deep as he could go.

Sadie screamed. Her cheeks clenched and her asshole clamped down around Derek's throbbing cock. Grabbing her hips, he pounded in and out of her asshole, stretching it with each thrust, exulting in how tight she was.


Fucking mommy's ass, Karen.


Sadie's hand was back between her legs, rubbing frantically at her clit as Derek hammered her ass. Derek grabbed her hair again and yanked back her head.


Now.


With a savage groan, Derek thrust as deeply into Sadie's ass as he could and stayed there, his orgasm finally exploding as he pumped his cum deep into her asshole, spurting his hot sticky load inside her again and again, his balls emptying their load as her spasming asshole milked out every last drop, his cum filling her up until it leaked out of ass and dripped down her thighs.

Sadie screamed again, her entire body shaking wildly as Derek's cum pumped into her. Tears streamed from her eyes and drool trickled out of her gaping mouth as she crashed into her orgasm.

After what seemed like an eternity, the two of them finally collapsed on to bed, Derek lying on top of Sadie's back, his cock still buried deep in her ass. They lay like that for a long time, utterly spent, just trying to breathe again as the aftershocks rumbled through their exhausted bodies.

Derek groaned and slowly rolled off of Sadie, his cock sliding out of her twitching asshole, his cum leaking out of her on to the tangled bedspread. Sadie rolled into his arms and they held each other tightly, their sweaty limbs tangled together as the afterglow washed over them like a warm blanket.

Derek kissed Sadie, both keeping their eyes open as their tongues caressed.

"Did you like that, Mrs. Mathis?" Derek teased.

"Very much," Sadie said, grinning. "You're such a good boy, Derek."





Sadie


Sadie lounged in bed, her hands lazily stroking her tired body as she listened to the sound of the shower. Derek was in her bathroom, washing up before the two of them headed out to collect Karen's car. She watched the early morning sunlight leaking around the edges of the window.


That boy is more of a man than my husband ever was.


Sadie smiled. For the first time in a long time, her bedroom didn't feel as if it were missing something vital.

A soft knock at her door startled Sadie from her thoughts.

"Mom?" Karen called.


Shit.


Sadie had expected her daughter to still be sleeping off the alcohol she had drunk the night before. She and Derek had planned to fetch the car and be back before Karen even got out of bed.

Sadie glanced at her bathroom. She could hear the shower still running.

"Mom?" Karen called again.

The doorknob turned and the door slowly swung open. A bleary-eyed Karen peeked into the bedroom.

"Good morning," Sadie said.

"Where's Derek?" Karen asked.

Sadie nodded towards her bathroom. Karen frowned.

"Why's he showering in here?"

Sadie sighed. She sat up in bed and patted the mattress beside her.

"Come sit with me," she said.

Karen came into the bedroom and hesitantly sat beside her mother. She stared at the bathroom door, her face puzzled.

"How much of last night do you remember?" Sadie asked her.

Karen shook her head.

"Everything," she said. "I was drunk, but not that drunk."

"So you remember me picking you up?"

"Of course."

"And you remember why?"

"Because Derek drank after he said he would be my designated driver," Karen said. "Like I said, I remember what happened."

Sadie put her arm around Karen's shoulders.

"Do you also remember that guy you fucked in a car?" she asked gently.

Karen's eyes grew wide.

"Who told you that?" she whispered.

"Derek," Sadie said. "He saw you."

"Oh my god," Karen gasped.

"We need to talk," Sadie said as she held her trembling daughter.





Derek


Derek toweled off his body. His muscles were sore, his balls ached, and the scrape on his knee was still raw, but he had never felt so good in his life.





Sadie


 
, he thought.

 

One door closes, another opens.





He threw the towel over his shoulder and looked at himself in the fogged mirror.


The daughter, then her mother.


Derek shook his head, marveling at the fantasy he had just made real.

He glanced at the clock mounted above the mirror.


Still have time for a quickie before we have to go get Karen's car.


Grinning wickedly, Derek opened the bathroom door and stepped into Sadie's bedroom.

Derek froze.

Sadie and her daughter were sitting on the bed together, looking at him.

"Karen," Derek sputtered.

They smiled at him, both of them staring hungrily at his naked body.

"We've been talking," Sadie said. "Karen is sorry for what she did last night."

"I am," Karen said. "I'm so sorry, Derek."

"She wants to make it up to you, don't you Karen?"

"I do," she said.

"Make it up?" Derek asked, bewildered.

Sadie smiled. She stood, bringing her daughter up with her. The two of them crossed the room and stood close to Derek, their eyes bright and shining.

"She doesn't want to lose you," Sadie said. "Neither do I."

"We can work it out," Karen whispered.

"The three of us," Sadie said.

Derek slowly smiled. He nodded his head.

"Let's work it out," he said. "The three of us."

Sadie and Karen giggled as they moved even closer.

THE END
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