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Lauren

I’m changing the linens from my last client when Dylan comes in. He’s a little early, but that’s okay. I build an extra fifteen minutes in between clients to get a break. He’s watching me when I look up, bent over the massage table and tucking in a sheet, which isn’t all that odd, but there’s something about the way he’s watching me. Dylan isn’t looking at me like I’m his Coach’s wife. I’m sure it’s all in my head.

“Have a seat and take off your shoes. I’ll be ready for you in a minute. How are you feeling?” I say.

“Still pretty sore. Thanks for seeing me, Mrs. C.” He sits slowly. His stiffness is obvious.

I feel for the poor kid. We think we’re invulnerable at that age and don’t know how to slow down when things hurt. Dylan’s had his share of injuries. He’s been a baseball player from Little League all through high school, and now he has a scholarship at Lockley University. Dylan knows he’ll never get to the big leagues, but I admire him for sticking with it to pay for school. He’s a business major.

“I told you to call me Lauren. Clients don’t call me Mrs. C. Besides, you’re twenty-one now. We’re both adults.”

“I’ll try, but it feels weird even if you’ve always been the coolest neighborhood mom. You never gave off that vibe that you were above us kids.”

“Thanks, I think.” I laugh. “To be clear, adults and kids are not equals. But I don’t think you should treat kids like property or anything other than little humans. And you’re not a kid anymore anyway.”

“I’m not a little human either.”

Dylan kicks off his sneakers and stretches. Even in the chair, it’s clear he’s not a little anything. Sitting, he comes to my shoulders. Dylan is a large, handsome young man with crew-cut sandy hair and a cocky grin. He’s the definition of the popular jock, but he’s also a good kid who didn’t let that make him an asshole. He’s always been particularly good to my son, Benji, who is decidedly not a jock. Dylan always ensured that Benji felt included when the team was around, even though my son didn’t exactly fit in. I might even say they’re friends despite being very different boys.

Dylan was around a lot in his younger days because my husband, Brian, is a very involved baseball coach. His dedication to his boys went way beyond practices and games. The team was always over at our house for barbeques. Our finished basement became their default clubhouse. We even used to take the team on a camping trip every summer. Dylan always ensured Benji was just one of the guys, which is why I’ve always loved him. He also made sure my son wasn’t bullied in high school, even though they weren’t close friends. I’ll always be grateful to Dylan. I’d do anything for that kid.

My Benji is a shy, super smart, nerdy kid who’s never quite found his place. He’s always had his tight group of friends, and he’s begun to blossom in college, but he was not a kid that you’d expect someone like Dylan to go out of his way to befriend. Sadly, Benji still can’t relate to his sports-obsessed father.

I laugh at his quip. Yes, I’m old enough to be his mother, but even I’m not fully immune to Dylan’s charms. “No, you are not. Just don’t let it go to your head. Maybe if you were a little more careful, you wouldn’t be here.”

“The pain sucks, but I’m not going to complain about getting to hang out with my favorite mom.”

I’d think he was flirting if it weren’t so ridiculous. Dylan just can’t turn off the charm. “I appreciate that, but I’d rather you were healthy and just coming over to hang out on the back deck or playing video games than to get on my table. Tell me what happened again.”

“I was at work with my dad, and I lifted a bag of concrete and turned, and everything just felt wrong. I knew I’d pulled something—more than one something. I’ve pulled enough muscles over the years to know what it feels like, but this one isn’t going away. It’s my fault. I didn’t hydrate enough, and it was a super hot day.”

I see patients in an extra-large shed in our backyard—it’s more of a small barn. People would call it a she-shed if I used it for drinking wine and scrapbooking. Instead, I have used it to make a good living as a massage therapist for over ten years. I started out traveling to clients’ houses, but all that driving was terrible. I still do client visits, but only for those willing to pay a premium. The space is divided into two main rooms. I have a small reception area just inside the door, and the rest is dedicated to a soothing, darkened area where I do my treatments. I keep a small desk tucked into the corner for the business stuff. A tiny bathroom is located off the waiting area.

“Let me get a look at you,” I say, moving behind him.

The space beside my table feels tight with Dylan in it. He’s broad and over six feet. I feel just how muscular he is when I touch his back through a loose Lockley University Baseball t-shirt. I tell all my clients to come in loose, comfortable clothing. No, I do not have them strip down and lay under a towel. I don’t do that kind of bodywork.

The kid is all lean muscle, hard, and cut. It’s impressive. Some of my clients are very fit, but none are Dylan’s age and built like a college baseball player. If he wasn’t technically a client and if he were at least fifteen years older, I’d allow myself to appreciate his physique.

“Yeah, you’re very tight. I can feel the muscle down here refusing to give. I know it’s your lower back, but where else?”

“Uh, I pulled something in my, uhm, groin, too, when I twisted wrong. Sorry, Mrs—I mean, Lauren.”

His blush is a reminder that he’s still a kid—at least from the perspective of my forty-five years—even though Dylan looks very much like a man. I like seeing the shy kid peek through the jock bravado.

“It’s okay, Dylan. I’ve known you most of your life, for one thing. And I’m a professional for another. I have to touch all kinds of bodies in all kinds of places. I’m not going to freak out because you said groin.”

The blush gives way to a grin. “Okay, Lauren. Does that mean I can make the same pulling my groin joke I made to my friends?”

“It does not. Get on the table, Dylan.” I’m laughing and would have playfully slapped his back if I didn’t think it would hurt him.

I help Dylan onto the table when I see him stiffly try to lie face down. He’s much larger than me, but I’m strong. I must be for my job, but that’s not the only reason I stay in shape. Fitness and overall wellness have always been important to me. I feel sluggish when I’m forced to miss a run. He’s on the table with his face planted in the donut pillow, and it’s time to begin.

The first step is always learning a new client’s body. My work isn’t just about muscles and bones and shifting parts back into place. I do all that physiological stuff, too, but Shiatzu is just as much about where a client is energetically as where they’re tense. I circle the table, touching Dylan’s fit, hard body in different spots and from different angles. Only when I have a sense of where he is do I begin my work.

Dylan needs a lot of simple physical work. Energetically, he’s in a good place, which would explain his positive outlook and easygoing nature. I sense of backup of some kind. I can help relieve that too. But to start, I need to work that muscle he’s obviously pulled in his lower back.

We chat while I work. Some clients silently lay there while I work. And sometimes, I need them to be quiet so I can concentrate on their breathing. My space is peaceful, with just the hum of the air conditioner and the gentle Eastern music floating in the background. Dylan wants to catch up, which I don’t mind. I’ve always found him to be easy company.

I haven’t seen much of Dylan since he graduated high school three years ago. Benji goes to school in North Carolina, while Dylan is in-state at Lockley, but they talk when they run into each other. I only know whatever tidbits of Dylan’s life that Benji remembers to pass on, and my son forgets things easily.

Dylan is proud to be in the starting lineup on his college team, and I assure him I’m proud, too. Although he’s not going to reach the major league, he’s considering trying out for a regional ballclub when he graduates. Everything I know about that life I learned from Bull Durham, so I have no advice to give except to use protection, so he doesn’t catch something or knock up a local girl and ruin his life. I assume a stud like Dylan is beating the girls off with a stick.

Except that maybe he’s too nice, I know I would have flocked to a guy like him when I was younger—even if it was just for a fun night or two. I could be easy if I thought a guy was hot in my younger days. I’m still easygoing when it comes to sex. It’s a shame my husband doesn’t match me in that regard anymore.

“I know that my twenties are for having fun before I have to get serious with my life, and knocking around the country playing ball would be great,” Dylan explains, “but I also want to get on with my life, y’know? I don’t want the competition to get the jump on me because I decide to fuck around and drink beer and meet girls through my mid-twenties. Uh, sorry I said fuck, Mrs—Lauren.”

“First of all, you should know better, young man. You can’t fucking say fuck around me. I’m a responsible adult!” We both laugh. “And second of all, I respect your sense of responsibility. I wish Benji had your motivation. But you’re right that your twenties are for experimenting and exploring and figuring out what you like and what you want.

“Benji’s dad and I taught at a school in the islands for a few years after college. It was an incredible time. You don’t know how much I wish I could go back there sometimes. Give yourself time to be young.”

“You’re probably right. I could use a break. I come back and work for my dad every summer. Yeah, I have plenty of fun at school, but it doesn’t feel like I ever really have time for me.”

“Exactly. It’s okay to be selfish for a little while,” I agree.

“You guys went to teach kids in some third-world country? That doesn’t sound selfish to me, Lauren.”

“We had our fun, believe me, Dylan. It was still our way of avoiding adulthood. And then I got pregnant with Benji, and it was time to come home and be grownups.”

Dylan chuckles. “I guess being in the Caribbean is romantic. Benji was inevitable. Ow!”

“Sorry, I’m sure you’re really sore here, but I have to get in there. And that was not a dig for implying I was having too much sex in the islands.”

“It’s okay, Lauren. I can handle the pain. I’m a big boy. And I, uh, wasn’t calling you a slut or anything.”

I laugh. “I didn’t think you were, Dylan. I was just teasing. I don’t think sleeping with your partner is slutty anyway, even if you’re doing it a lot.”

“That much, huh? Good for you. I guess I’m not surprised.”

I dig deeper into the offending muscle, and he grunts but doesn’t cry out. Dylan is a tough kid. I admire his strength and resilience. I want to take it easy on him, but I can’t—not if I’m going to help him.

“That did sound like you were calling me a slut. I’m not sorry if that hurt.” I laugh so he knows I’m kidding. “I did say we had our fun, so I can’t blame you.”

Honestly? I was kind of slutty when we were down there teaching. Even then, things could get intense between my husband and me. We took breaks in those few years we were down there, and I took full advantage of those breaks. There were just so many hot, exotic guys around, and they loved a cute little blonde like me.

I was very blonde back then and was all about having more fun. I was so high, so often, I probably slept with more guys in those breaks than I even remember, and I don’t know that I could accurately count them anyway. I think Brian had his fun, too. We never spoke of what happened on our breaks. I didn’t want to know, and he seethed if we even came close to discussing it. God, what happened to those passionate, fiery kids we were?

“I’m sorry, Lauren. I’d never imply…”

“Chill out, Dylan. I was kidding. I know you wouldn’t call me a slut. You only just started calling me Lauren. And I’m not easily offended anyway. But what did you mean that you weren’t surprised? Here, I need you to turn over. Do you need help?”

“I’ve got it.”

Dylan pushes off the massage table, and I hold his arm for balance anyway. He spins away from me to reposition, so I don’t see the issue that arose when he was facedown until he’s lying flat again. It’s quite a big issue. Dylan doesn’t acknowledge the obvious bump in his loose basketball shorts. I’m not going to embarrass him by doing it. But god, it’s enormous, and it’s distracting, and I need to find a way to pretend his massive erection isn’t staring me in the face!
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Lauren

Male clients get hard-ons. It happens. Especially if the massage therapist is attractive. I’m not going to claim to be Margot Robbie, but I know I’m objectively attractive. I get attention from men. But I’ve always been told I’m more of a Natalie Portman type. My point is that guys get hard when you work on them. It’s common enough that we cover it in massage therapist school. And we do not acknowledge it unless the man makes it an issue. There are a couple of ways a man can bring it up.

Mostly, if they reference their erect dick at all, it’s to sheepishly apologize for it. I work on a lot of middle-aged men, and a lot of them are married. I ask if they need to adjust themselves and offer to turn my back. I try to defuse the situation with humor if I think it will help. I assure them that it’s no big deal—no pun intended. But, p.s., most of them are not big deals.

And then there are the men who are proud of their erections, like they’ve achieved something other than blood instinctively rushing to a part of their anatomy. These assholes want a reaction. Some of them would be just as happy for me to be embarrassed as they would for me to respond positively to their dicks. Those assholes are disappointed either way. The worst of those assholes think I’m going to do something about it.

I mostly get clients through referrals, but not always, and sometimes they come in thinking I give that kind of massage. They’re willing to tip for it, which they make very clear. I don’t even know what my handjob rate would be, but more than they’d pay. I do not give happy endings.

And then there’s a sliver of entitled pricks who think the sight of their magnificent cock is going to make me so overcome with lust that I just grab it and take care of it. I’ve had a couple of idiots put their hand on my ass. I politely move it and expect them to take the hint. Needless to say, none of them ever get a second appointment. I’ve been very lucky that no one’s ever been too pushy. I can take care of myself, but being a woman alone with a strange man in an enclosed space leaves you vulnerable.
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I know Dylan is not like any of those assholes. He’s a respectful young man. I think if I just ignore it, the problem will solve itself. Ordinarily, I would start on his legs, but I move to work his shoulders and chest first instead. Dylan stares at the ceiling, undoubtedly willing it to go down.

I have a confession. Is it terrible to admit that I’m kind of flattered that a twenty-one-year-old jock is hard for me? I’m not saying I want to grab it and see how hard I can make it—although the bulge is impressive, and I don’t think he’s fully hard—because I would never do anything like that with a client, but especially not with a kid who played on Brian’s baseball team. But Dylan is a handsome, built stud, and I’m sure he has his pick of girls back on campus—I know he did in high school—and that fact that he’s hard at all from his Coach’s forty-five-year-old wife touching him—even therapeutically—is a feather in my cap.

Logically, I know it’s likely an involuntary response brought on by my bodywork, and it doesn’t mean Dylan wants to bend me over the table, but I need a moment to throw logic out the window. I need a moment to savor that this sexy young man is hard for me, and I need to think it’s because of me. Did I just think of Dylan as sexy? No, I couldn’t have.

The wicked side of me that I never let free anymore wants to snap a photo and send it to my husband, who barely looks at me anymore after twenty-five years together. Yes, Dylan’s hard dick doesn’t mean anything and changes nothing, and I’m embarrassed that I even want this moment, but let me have it.

Dylan’s hard-on doesn’t go down while I’m working his chest muscles. I think it’s getting larger. Can I just say that he has some impressive muscles there? The kid feels like he’s made of granite. He must be a power hitter. Only then do I realize that leaning over to get his chest is pushing mine right in his face.

Body contact is inevitable in my work. Sometimes, I must climb onto the table and get on top of a client. And it’s not just my arm brushing their leg. Yes, my breasts brush against the client sometimes. I guess they usually do at some point. It often happens if I have to elongate a limb and hold it against my body for leverage to stretch it. I never think about that stuff in any sexual context because that doesn’t enter my mind. I’m in a different, professional headspace when I’m working. Why am I noticing it with Dylan? I decide it’s because I feel bad. I don’t want him to feel shame for getting hard for Benji’s mom. I wonder if I should say something to reassure him.

All I can think about is where our bodies make contact—other than my hands on him—because I’m sure it’s all he’s thinking about. I twist to change my body angle while I work on Dylan, but I can’t effectively treat him that way. He’s just going to have to suck it up—so to speak.

My hands slide under his back. I want to use his weight for leverage to adjust something just below his shoulders. But leaning forward pushes my breasts right into his head. Shifting for more pressure mashes them into my young client. My eyes flick up to catch the tent in Dylan’s shorts grow. It’s not just a lump anymore. He’s definitely tenting. And Dylan is a big top. His breath catches when my chest slides right in his face. I insist it’s because of the pressure I’m applying.

Am I constantly rubbing myself against clients like I’m giving a lap dance? Of course not, although I don’t think about it, as I’ve said. Dylan’s big dick is in my head, that’s all. Not that its size matters.

“I’m going to take a look at your…groin…now,” I say, moving on from his upper body. If I could, I would skip his lower half this time, but it’s part of his issue.

“I, uhm, you don’t have to. I, uh, think you fixed everything,” he mutters, moving like he might try to get up.

“I have magic hands, but I’m not that good. You have two separate things going on.” I press his chest to keep him down. He’s so strong. I’m surprised he obeys.

“But, Mrs—Lauren—I…”

I smile, hoping it’s maternal, although the tingle between my thighs I’m just aware of is anything but material. “Take a deep breath, Dylan. It’s okay. This happens to guys during treatments sometimes. It’s perfectly natural and normal.”

“It’s not, uh, weird for you…at all?”

“Maybe a little bit because I know you, but really, it’s fine, Dylan. I’m not freaked out or judging.” My smile turns sweet, and I reassuringly rub his chest.

“Okay, Lauren, if you’re sure.” Dylan takes that deep breath, and I see his tension release.

“I’m sure. That sort of thing doesn’t bother me, Dylan.”

That cocky grin is back. “I guess it’s flattering in a way, right? I mean, I get that it’s not like you’re on a date and looking for that or anything, but it still feels good to know someone is into you, right?”

Are we talking about this? Is Dylan trying to tell me something? Or am I hearing what I want to? No, I do not want to hear that.

“I’m not sure it means the person is into me. It’s a physiological response to being touched, and my treatment relaxing the client. It would be strange if I walked around thinking every male client was into me. I know it doesn’t mean you’re into me just because you’re hard, Dylan.”

Dylan looks like he’s about to admit something, and I use the pause to cut him off. I don’t want to hear any confessions. “I do need to get in there, though. You may, uhm, want to adjust it so you’re comfortable.”

I turn around and think about anything but Dylan behind me touching his dick. I’m a little freaked out, and not because he’s doing that, but because I’ve never had this sort of reaction around a patient before. I know it’s different because he’s Dylan, a kid I’ve known forever—he’s anything but a kid to me in this moment—but it’s still unprofessional. I would apologize if that wouldn’t make it even more awkward.

Dylan’s cock moved while my back was turned, but it’s not an improvement. I don’t want to believe he placed it in my way. I clearly see its thick outline in his silky basketball shorts lying along his right leg. It’s a good thing basketball shorts are so long. I immediately feel guilty for thinking that.

He tenses when I push his thighs apart. I remind him to relax. Of course, his muscle pull is on the right. Maybe I’m foolish for not thinking his cock placement is intentional. Sometimes, I must reposition a male patient, but I’ve never had to move an erect one. Here goes nothing.

I nudge him aside with my fingertips and flatten my other hand on his thigh. I swear it jumps when I touch it. The move would be impossible if those shorts weren’t so baggy. I grip his thigh to get a feel for what I’m dealing with. Dylan grunts. I might be too annoyed to be gentle. He squirms when I feel around, which makes his shaft wiggle against my fingers. He breathes heavily, which could be the treatment or something else… I swear I’ll murder him if he makes a mess while my hand is there. Dylan is testing my understanding.

“Could you hold this for me?” I say, taking his hand. He can pin back his own dick.

I try to finish treating Dylan as quickly as possible and still do it right. I manipulate and stretch his leg, massage, and push and pull. When I spread his legs wider, his heavy sac is also outlined in those thin shorts. I hate how distracted I am by his package. I was cooler when I was a newbie at this job. I step back and bathe my hands in sanitizer.

“Take a minute to relax and reorient yourself. You might be sore to start, but then you should start to feel better.”

“Wow, you were tough…but fair,” Dylan adds the latter with a laugh. “Is one treatment going to do it?”

“Hopefully, but you’re pretty tight.” I don’t want to, but I add, “I can see you again if you need it.”

“Thanks. I really appreciate you squeezing me in like this, Lauren. I know how busy you are with work.”

“I always have time for a family friend. I couldn’t leave you in pain, Dylan.”

“What do I owe you?”

A college kid couldn’t afford me, but I wouldn’t take his money regardless. “Don’t worry about it. I’m just glad to help.”

“This is your job, Lauren. I don’t expect anyone to work for free. My dad always says, no free rides.”

“Seriously, Dylan, I won’t take your money. I'll let you know if I think of anything you can do for me—around the house.”

“That’s awesome. Thank you.”

“Jump up whenever you’re ready. I have another patient at 1:30.”

Dylan hesitates, grins, and has the grace to at least blush. “I’m not sure I, uh, can get up like this.” He looks down at his lap.

I follow his gaze and wish I hadn’t. Dylan is as big and hard as ever. I hoped it would just go down when I was finished, but I forgot about the incredible staying power of guys in their twenties. I haven’t touched a dick that young in over twenty years. I look away.

“I cannot help you with that. It should have just gone down. Maybe if you give it another minute.”

“This is kind of embarrassing, Lauren, but he’s got a mind of his own. When he’s this hard, he doesn’t just go down. And it would hurt even if it did.”

I sigh and roll my eyes. He surely is not asking for help. That is not in my job description. Besides, I’m his coach’s wife! He can’t want that from me anyway. As I said, this has nothing to do with me personally. They mentioned a last resort in my training, but I’ve never had to go there.

“Okay, listen. I wouldn’t do this for anyone else. Take these,” I fetch a box of tissues from my desk and a bottle of oil I use on clients that request it. The oil has never been used for this. I hand the objects to Dylan, who’s sitting up now. “I’m going to run to the house for a minute, and you can take care of this yourself.”

“Really? Right here?” He’s as surprised as I am.

“Just be quick, Dylan.”

He chuckles. “I don’t think that will be a problem.”
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Lauren

I can’t get out of there fast enough. I reel thinking that my son’s friend is going to be jerking off in my massage studio. How do these things happen? My hand is on the doorknob when Dylan speaks.

“You don’t have to go, Lauren.”

“Excuse me?”

I should have opened the door and kept going. I should have never turned around. But I do. Instead of leaving, I turn, and there is Dylan sitting on my massage table with his shorts around his knees and his fist wrapped around one of the biggest cocks I’ve ever seen. The kid has enormous hands, and his cock still looks big.

“Dylan, I…”

“Lauren, stay…”

And I do. God help me, I do. I stand there and watch Dylan slowly pump his oil-shiny shaft in the dim light of my massage studio. It’s the first cock I’ve ever seen in there, and it’s an amazing one. I always thought the husband and I might come out and break it in, but our marriage doesn’t have that kind of heat anymore. I can’t remember the last time we even did it in the bedroom. He’s too busy with golf and fantasy sports.

Dylan breathes heavily and stares at me with an intensity I haven’t felt in years. I can’t recall the last time a man looked at me like that, and he is assuredly a man to me now. That’s how I want a man to look at me—I’ve been craving it, but not from Dylan. It should not be Dylan looking at me like that. He’s only twenty-one, and I’ve known him for over half his life. I understand that people and circumstances change, but they should not change like this. I shouldn’t feel so…tempted.

His deep breathing reminds me that I’ve stopped breathing. I gasp so quickly it almost sounds like a whimper. Do my pale cheeks look as flushed as they feel? I don’t go into the room but do move closer, leaning against the doorframe. He’s still so close. My massage studio isn’t that big.

I’m captivated by how Dylan stares at me. I’m wearing a black t-shirt and a pair of capri-length jeans. The jeans are tight, but I don’t have the curves to take advantage of that. I’ve always had narrow hips, and the running keeps me lean. Dylan stares like he has x-ray vision, and I feel naked. I’m tempted to cover up, but I don’t move. There’s awe and admiration in his gaze and possibly the hint of a crush I didn’t know he carried—but also a deep, primal need.

Dylan wants to fuck me. There’s no doubt. He is not looking at his friend’s mother or the coach’s wife, or some neighborhood mom, but just a woman he wants to fuck. God, it’s powerful. His primal energy carries to me in waves, and my body reacts. My core tightens, and I squeeze my thighs. Okay, that gasp definitely sounded like a whimper.

My eyes are pulled from his when Dylan grunts. Once I start staring, I can’t look away from his cock. It’s just so big and beautiful, if a dick can be beautiful. The oil makes it perfect. Even in the dim studio lighting, I see every vein, every texture in that thick, powerful shaft. The big, flared helmet is angry red and drips with his desire for me. Dylan is tightly groomed down there. I know guys do more of that these days, but I had no idea it was like that. He’s almost hairless. His balls look gigantic. God, he must be so potent. Why did I think that?

Dylan strokes it faster. His balls contract. He grunts harder. He’s close. I should run. I’ve seen enough. I don’t want to see him finish. I shouldn’t witness this. I want to see it.

“Lauren…”

With that one word, Dylan grunts hard and ejaculates. No, he comes. He comes hard. Thick, powerful, virile seed explodes from the tip, blasting heavy ropes that streak his thigh and even land on the carpet. Oh my god, there’s so much! I forgot how much a young man can give. Men his age are programmed to breed, and they have the jizz factory to do it. I wickedly think, He could get me pregnant from here! A primal chord is struck. A craving I didn’t know I had. No, thank you!

It’s all over so fast, but everything feels different that quickly. Dylan pants, and I’m panting, too. I’m sweaty even though I didn’t do anything. I must compose myself. I clear my throat.

“Okay, now that you’ve taken care of that, get cleaned up, and I think we’re done here.” My voice is high and tight. I don’t project the cool I hoped for.

“Lauren, don’t you think we should…”

“We’re good, Dylan. I promise. I get it. Like I said, an erection is a natural reaction, and sometimes it has to be dealt with.” God, I’m so full of shit. “Get cleaned up and go home.” I turn away, but again, I pause and look over my shoulder. His dick is still out. Put that thing away so I can stop looking at it! “Oh, and we’ll never speak of this again.”
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I use every ounce of self-control to walk into the house and not run. It’s the middle of the day, and Benji and Ella must be somewhere inside. I doubt Dylan will stop to say hi to his friend. I rush up the steps to our bedroom and into the master bath, practically slamming the door behind me.

My jeans are barely unsnapped when I shove my hand into my panties. They’re soaked. I find my furrow in my tight bush and stroke it. I trim, but I’m not groomed like Dylan. I have no reason to be. God, he looks good down there. Like a god without his pants on. That thing was so big, so thick. Have I had one like that? Maybe Tommy? Been too long to remember.

I replay every moment of Dylan jerking off to me like I recorded it on my phone. It’s slow motion in my head so that I can savor every ripple and bulging vein of that perfect young shaft. It throbs in my imagination. It’s throbbing for me! All that crap about it not being about me is out the window. Dylan’s giant hard-on was all about me. This college kid wants to fuck me—with that amazing cock. Oh god! That can never happen!

My pussy is drenched. I smell the tang of my arousal in the bathroom. Fingertips caress my slit but focus on my buzzing button when fantasy takes over for memory.

I move into the room. I need a closer look at that cock. I stand over Dylan, and his eyes say it all. He wants me to grab it. I can’t. But I sit in my desk chair and wheel closer to him. The table is elevated and he’s right in my face. I hear the wet sound of him pumping his meat. God, I’m so hot I feel like I’ll pass out. “Take off your shirt. Show me your tits, Lauren,” Dylan commands. I know I shouldn’t, but I do, slipping my bra up with my top. He smiles and grunts. He pumps it harder. Seconds later, Dylan explodes, blasting that fertile young seed all over my chest. His load is even bigger in the fantasy, and my tits drip with it.

“Ahhh…ohhh god…ahhh…” I gasp, the intense orgasm careening through me.

My chest heaves as I sob with pleasure, and I double over, squeezing my thighs around my hand. I get off sometimes—I have to, I still have needs—but it’s never this good. It’s never this intense. Ohmygod, that was good! I actually giggle from the euphoria of it. And it was all because of Dylan’s thick, twenty-one-year-old cock.

The muffled tones from my pocket signal my next appointment, and I’m pulled back to reality. Ohmygod! That wasn’t real, I remind myself. Dylan did not come on your tits. I wish none of it were real.

I’m a mess in the mirror. My dark hair is sweaty when I push the loose strands from my face and my cheeks are more than flushed. I look like I just ran a five-miler. I need to get it together and clean up for my next client. Dylan better not be lingering in my studio.

I pray one treatment did the trick because I cannot have Dylan on my table again. I don’t know how I’ll ever face him again. The one point I’m very clear on is that nothing like that can ever happen again. Like, never ever.
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Dylan

I pause outside Mrs. C’s massage shed and take a deep breath. How weird is this going to be? Honestly, I’m surprised she agreed to see me again. I expected my text to go unanswered, but she agreed, and here I am.

I just stopped in the house to say hi to Benji before I came out to see his mom. I miss that goofy guy. Now that our lives have moved in different directions, we don’t have nearly as much time to catch up. I’ve always felt like I could be more myself with Benji than the jocks that usually surround me. We made plans for this weekend.

His sister, Valerie, was there, too. She’s a cool girl, kind of nerdy like her brother, but she’s very cute, which means she’s always had more of a social life than Benji. She’s also always had a massive crush on me, which I’ve always gone out of my way to ignore. I wouldn’t try to hook up with a bro’s sister. I always saw her as a kid anyway because she’s a couple of years younger than us. But Valerie is nineteen now and definitely not a kid. The shy, awkward crush has turned into open flirting. I’d be lying if I didn’t say I was tempted now. Valerie looks very much like a younger version of her mom, just a little curvier.

Thank god Coach isn’t around. I don’t think I could face him after jerking off in front of his wife. I try to be cocky and act like it doesn’t matter, but it does. Coach spent so much time developing me as a player. I wouldn’t have my scholarship if it weren’t for him. And now all I can think about is fucking his wife.

Mrs. C—I need to remember to call her Lauren—has constantly been on my mind since that day a couple of weeks ago. You can say I’ve become obsessed. That’s what happens when your longtime crush puts her hands all over you and then watches you jerk off. A lot of guys develop crushes on a friend’s hot mom. I’ve known Lauren is a dime as long as I’ve known to like girls. Do any of them get to do what I did? I know what I want to do next, but I keep telling myself it’s not going to happen. No way is Mrs. C—Lauren—going to let me fuck her.

I literally try to shake it all off and open the door. Lauren is out of sight at first. Her little desk is behind a partial wall that separates the tiny seating area from the larger room where she works. The shed is air-conditioned against the hot afternoon, but I feel even hotter being in this enclosed space with Mrs. C.

“Hey, is that you, Dylan?”

“Yeah, Mrs. C, I’m here.”

“Will you ever start calling me Lauren?”

I move to look around the wall at the same time she leans over to see me. Fuck, she’s cute. It’s her cuteness that makes her so damn sexy to me. Mrs. C isn’t a stereotypical, man-eating MILF. She’s sexy, but she doesn’t flaunt it. It’s like she knows she doesn’t need to.

She’s at her desk, sitting with one leg tucked up under her. A short skirt, like a golf skirt, shows off her great legs. She has a loose shirt thrown over a tight tank top. I swear, it’s like she’s trying to show off her tight body. Her rich brown hair is pulled up and held in place by a clip, but strands fall and frame her face. Glasses are perched on her nose. She could be the sexy librarian out of a fantasy. Fuck, my dick starts to throb just looking at her sitting there.

Out here in the burbs, some of the older women are clearly trying way too hard to be young again, maybe even compete with their daughters. A lot of them seem to raid their daughters’ closets, even if the clothes look silly on them. There’s a lot of Botox going on, and even some tit jobs. Believe it or not, I’ve even had a couple of moms flirt with me. But never the one I’ve dreamed of. Never Mrs. C.

“Yeah, right, Lauren. I promise I’ll get it.” I’ve jerked off in front of the woman. I should be able to call her by her first name, but maybe it’s hotter to still think of her as Mrs. C, my Coach’s wife.

“How are you feeling?” she asks.

“Better. Your treatment helped, but I’m still sore. I’m sorry I had to come back and bother you again. I’m sure you could be treating a paying client right now. If there’s anything I can do for you…”

“I just want you to feel better, Dylan. You don’t have to do anything for me. Get your shoes off and come in here.”

I know what I’d like to do for her. It’s all I’ve been thinking about. I’ve pictured Mrs. C—Lauren—on that table, with her legs spread so many times, it feels like it really happened. I’m almost convinced I really fucked her instead of just jerking off in here. One question burns in my mind while I kick off my sneakers. I know why I jerked off that day. Why did Lauren stay?
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My crush on Lauren—I got it right!—goes back a long time. When I was younger, it was an appropriate kid’s crush on a pretty mom from around the neighborhood. She was always around, helping Coach with the team. And we were always hanging out at their house. Coach wanted us to hang out together as much as possible to bond as a team and volunteered their awesome finished basement. And Mrs. C was always there.

Not only is she so pretty, but she’s super cool and fun. Lauren isn’t a pushover, but she was never one of those parents who seemed annoyed that the kids were running around. She treated us like people. But when I got older, my crush grew up with me.

I’d had funny feelings about her for a long time, but the first time Lauren gave me a full hard-on was during a camping trip. The Currys are big campers, and every summer, Coach would take our baseball team camping as a team-building exercise.

We were in a state park near Lake Harmony at the height of summer, which meant a lot of hiking and fishing, bird watching, and looking for herbs. Lauren has always been one of those granola, nature-girl types, which adds to her cool factor. She’s also the fittest mom I know. Lauren could hike farther than any of us, including Coach. She loved getting hot and sweaty. And I loved seeing her in hiking shorts and tank tops. But that was nothing compared to seeing her in a bikini when we went to the lake.

Lauren didn’t wear anything inappropriate at the lake—she’s not like that—and she kept shorts on with her bikini most of the time she was out of the water, but when we hit the water, I finally got my first real look at that body. I was hooked.

I remember two bikinis from that trip, but the black one with the ties stuck with me. I was so hard I had to hide in the water until I calmed down. It covered everything—except when she had to tug it out of her ass crack or hide the threat of side boob—but it also showed everything. So much creamy, white skin.

Lauren has a tight runner’s body without an ounce of fat. I remember thinking a mom should not have abs like that. She doesn’t have a mom-ass, but two tight little cheeks like a perfect peach. Her tits are barely a handful but sit high and tight. They look a little bigger these days, but I doubt it’s a boob job. That doesn’t seem like Lauren. It’s probably the bra.

I wasn’t the only one who noticed. All the guys in our tent were abuzz. We had to be cool when Benji was around, but when he wasn’t, we shared all the filthy things we wanted to do to Coach’s wife. Our inexperienced minds were pretty imaginative.

I didn’t jerk off on that trip out of respect, but damn, I wanted to. My balls were killing me by the time we returned home, and I finally had some alone time. I’d studied Lauren’s body so much I could have drawn it from memory. I don’t know how no one noticed me staring at her, but no one got weird about it. I’ve carried a torch for Coach’s wife ever since.
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I settle onto her table and subtly adjust myself, so my dick doesn’t get jammed when it comes to life. I took a mental picture before I laid down to have while she touches me. I know the hard-on is coming. I was too nervous to get hard at the start last time. Lauren’s treatment also hurt. But the pain didn’t stop me from plumping up as she went.

Lauren starts by running her hands all over my body. She says she’s getting a feel for where I am. Tingling all over is where I am. It’s like a swarm of angry bees buzzing around inside me. Her light touch is relaxing, but my pulse starts pounding. She says a lot of her treatment is about energetics, whatever that means. Can she feel the nervous energy rising inside me?

Her hands run up and down my spine and glance over my butt. They tickle the hair on my legs. I barely swallow a moan when she rubs the back of my neck and runs her fingers through my hair. Lauren doesn’t do it intentionally but pushes all my buttons. My cock throbs into the massage table.

“Relax,” she says. “Breathe. I can’t work on you if you’re so tense.”

“Sorry, Lauren. I’m trying.”

Her laugh is warm and sexy. “Relaxing shouldn’t be a chore. Just release your tension.”

I take a deep breath and do my best, but her hands on me are causing the tension, and there’s only one way to release it. She’s free to help with that. Fuck, that would be amazing. Lauren works my lower back, where I pulled the muscle, and I keep waiting for her to grab my butt. I’m not accustomed to being touched so much without it being sexual. My hard-on doesn’t even flag when she painfully presses, and I yelp.

“Breathe, Dylan,” she reminds me. “This is a tough spot.”

“Don’t worry, Lauren. I like the rough stuff,” I laugh while I wince.

“Be careful. You’re at my mercy. I could really hurt you.”

It sounds like she’s flirting, not correcting me. I know that’s probably just wishful thinking. But she did watch me jerk off. Lauren digs her thumb into the sore spot, and I grunt through gritted teeth. Weirdly, my dick throbs harder. Do I like Lauren hurting me? Maybe I want this MILF to punish me for being such a naughty boy.

“Bear with me, Dylan. It will be worth it on the other side.” Lauren’s voice is strained. She’s putting effort into working my body. I’m filled with a fresh rush of dirty thoughts.

Lauren gets what she wants out of me and moves on. The pain remains, but the lingering soreness is good, like what I feel after an intense workout. The rest of her work on my back is a breeze in comparison. After the tough stuff, she gives me a truly relaxing massage. We talked a lot during my first treatment, but we’re both mostly quiet this time. I lay there and enjoy it, my cock thick and ready where it lies pinned between my thighs. There will be no hiding it when Lauren directs me to turn over again.

Part of me fantasizes that Lauren will see my dick and just grab it. I want her to find my young, hard cock irresistible. Coach is a great guy, but he’s, like, middle-aged. I doubt he can give that body the workout it needs. Lauren is in prime condition. She’s built for sex. Besides, based on what Benji says, I don’t know how well they get along anymore. I want to believe Lauren needs it and wants it from me. Was she tempted last time? She watched me jerk off.

“Take a deep breath and turn over, Dylan. I need to get at your front.”

I do as she instructs, but a cleansing breath doesn’t make my dick go down. Maybe I get even harder. Lauren is busy with something when I turn over, and I see her pause when she turns back around. She sees it. My lust-filled cock only becomes more pronounced when she tells me to lie back. It looks like I’m smuggling the Washington Monument in my shorts.

Lauren tries to look without looking, but I catch her. Last time, she ignored it until she couldn’t, and I wonder if she’ll do that again. I already know she won’t. She can’t. It used to be me stealing glances at the coach’s wife. Now, it’s Lauren sneakily checking out my cock.

I feel like everything is different since I jerked off in front of her. My cock is this huge thing between us, and it has to be addressed.
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Dylan

I was more embarrassed than hopeful when I turned over during my first treatment. I’m not a foolish kid anymore, and I knew my MILF crush was not going to pounce on my dick. I hoped Lauren wouldn’t even reference it. But she did need to work in that area. She was as chill about it as possible, but I could see she was as embarrassed by my raging hard-on as I was. I lost all my chill when she touched it.

My heart just about stopped when she nudged it aside, even though she was just doing her job. I was afraid I was going to make a mess in my shorts. The longer she touched it, the more flustered she became. I was disappointed when Lauren made me hold it back, but I was emboldened. I knew it was probably the worst idea of my life, but I had to do something. I’d never be in that position with Lauren again.

My treatment follows the same pattern as the first time. The problem is a pulled groin muscle, but she works around my body like she’s avoiding that area. Meanwhile, my cock twitches when she rubs my chest. Lauren must see it. What does she think? Will she just kick me out when she’s done this time? I don’t want her to, but I don’t see her watching me jerk off again.

Lauren is above my head, holding it firmly with both hands. I close my eyes and moan when she massages my head. The fingers digging into my neck hurt, but I still love her touch. She says to breathe deeply when she works her hands down my chest. It feels like she’s trying to push bad spirits out of me. I have lots of evil thoughts when her tits crush against my head. Fuck. I want to believe it’s intentional. Lauren presses lower, almost reaching my waist, and her cute little rack mashes my forehead. I groan and my dick jumps. I just need her to push a bit lower, and I’ll have her tits in my face and her hands on my dick.

I get a moment to catch my breath when Lauren turns away. I don’t know what she’s doing. I don’t remember a break like this last time. She skips my crotch and works my legs. My ankles are flexed, and she works pressure points in my feet. Lauren maneuvers and stretches my left leg. My cock obviously bobs when she manipulates my leg. I catch Lauren stealing glances again. Maybe she does want it! Maybe she won’t just watch this time!

“Can you, uh, move that for me?” she says, nodding to my dick. Damn, she’s not going to touch it again.

“Sorry, like I said. I can’t help it. He’s got a mind of his own.” I grab it through my shorts but squeeze it instead of moving it.

“So you said. I know it’s just a physiological reaction to being touched. We can both be grown-ups about this.” Lauren looks like she wants to say something else. She stares at my cock in my hand, then adds, “Dylan, please…”

Damn. I want her please to mean something else, but she just wants me to move it. I tug it aside and moan. Lauren has a let’s get this over with look and starts working. My shaft may be out of her way, but she keeps brushing my nuts when her fingers dig deep. It’s almost as hot as her touching my cock. All she needs to do is turn her hand, and she could cup them. I’ve been jerking off every day, thinking about Lauren, but those balls still have a massive load for her. I grunt every time she brushes them. I swear she gets rougher with me.

Lauren speeds through the rest of my treatment. Her cheeks are flushed, and the massage shed feels much hotter than when she started. Working my inner thighs means she’s massaging my balls with her knuckles, too. It feels too fucking good. I slip and let my cock go.

My shaft slaps right against Lauren’s hand. She pauses to let me grab it again. I’m so tempted to put her hand on it. Would she smack me or jerk me off? When I don’t move my cock, Lauren keeps working, her hand nicely nestled between my junk and thigh. It feels so close to getting jerked off I think I might blow my load. I don’t need much with Lauren touching my dick.

“Okay, that should do it,” she says, slipping her hand away from my junk and stepping back. “Feel free to take a minute.” She retreats to the doorway.

Lauren didn’t take her hand away! She watched me jerk off last time! I’m beginning to think there’s something here. It’s possible she didn’t just tolerate my erection. Is she waiting for me to push things? My chest gets tight. I know I must do something, but do I have the nerve?

“I don’t think a minute is going to do it, Mrs. C.” The slip is intentional this time.

“Dylan…”

“I need to take care of it. Do you want me running into Benji—or even Val—with this?” I gesture at my very hard, pulsing dick.

“Dammit, Dylan. This isn’t about that. My treatments are therapeutic.” Lauren is annoyed, but there’s something else…

“They are. I feel much better, but they also do this. I can’t help it, Mrs. C…”

“I know.”

“It’s not my fault you’re so hot.”

“Dylan, don’t say that. It’s not about me.”

“It is. I promise, Mrs. C. It is.”

“It’s a physiological…”

“Don’t tell me that. I know why I’m hard. You made me hard.”

“Oh, Dylan. Don’t get confused. You’re a twenty-one-year-old kid. I remember being around guys your age. I’m sure you get hard whenever anyone gets near it.”

“Other girls don’t make me feel the way you do, Mrs. C.”

“Dylan, I’m sorry if I’ve done anything to make you…”

“I’m going to take care of this.”

Lauren watches me jump off the table and grab the tissue box from her desk. I get the oil from her shelf. I stare at her when I drop my shorts. She wants to look away, but she can’t. Her pretty blue eyes are glued to my cock.

I lean back against the edge of the massage table and lube my shaft with the oil. Rubbing the head with Lauren watching feels so good, I nearly come in two seconds. I need to slow down. I want this to be an experience. We need time to see if she makes a move. I stare at her and slowly pump my dick. I’m so turned on my skin sizzles. It’s so intense I’m a little freaked out.

The room is dead silent except for her quiet new age music and the air conditioner humming behind me. Lauren stares at me working my dick, and I stare at all of her. It’s both weird and a relief to just openly look at her sexiness like this after so many years and sneaking glances at her ass or her tits. She’s breathing heavily. I swear it makes her tits look bigger. Her legs look so fucking good in that short skirt. I want to think she wore it for me, to show off her body. Her lips are slightly parted, and all I can think of is seeing those pretty lips wrapped around my cock.

“Dylan, I have to go. I can’t…” She turns away.

“Lauren, stay.”

She stops, and I feel like I see her decide in real time. Lauren slowly turns back around but doesn’t come closer, leaning against the doorway with her arms crossed. So many things are in her blue eyes. I see anger for sure, but I don’t know if she’s angry with me for taking my dick out or with herself for staying. She looks horny, like all she wants to do is come over and grab my cock. Damn, I wish she would. She looks guilty, but she has no reason to. And finally, she looks confused, like she can’t quite believe this is happening. That makes two of us.

“Show me your tits, Lauren.” I can’t resist pushing my luck. “I’ll finish faster.”

Never in a million years do I think she’ll do it, but if I don’t try, I’ll always regret it. Lauren stares at me with her mouth hanging open like she’s about to scold me, but no words come. I pump my cock harder, tightening my grip, imagining her mouth is wrapped around it. My balls tingle like crazy. Lauren pulls off her shirt.

Fuck me! She’s doing it! Holy fuck! Lauren tosses her shirt onto the chair in the waiting area and pulls up her tank top. She doesn’t pull it off but holds it above her tits. I’m a little disappointed it’s just a plain black bra under her shirt, but it’s definitely pushing her up to make cleavage. She makes a snapping motion between those cute pillows, and the bra comes apart.

“Does this help?” Lauren allows a smirk.

“Uhnn…fuck…yeah, Lauren…”

I jerk it faster. I can’t help myself. I’ve dreamed about those tits so many times, but seeing them in the flesh is hotter than I ever imagined. Lauren has amazing fucking tits. I don’t know why she needs a bra at all. She should proudly show those things off. They’re bigger than I expected, perfectly round and symmetrical, and I’ve memorized them in a bikini top, so I should know them. Definitely bigger than I remembered. Not huge, but round handfuls. They’re high and perky, with tight, pale little tips that look like they could cut glass.

Lauren’s rack is as good as any girl’s my age. They’re almost too perfect. I begin to seriously wonder if Coach’s wife got a tit job. I don’t dare ask. Who cares anyway? They’re the best tits I’ve ever seen.

“Lauren…uhnn…ahhh…fuck…”

“Dylan…” she gasps.

“Ahhh…fuck you’re hot…”

I pump it hard and steady. My body throbs, but it’s centered in my balls. They’re ready to go. They need to release. They’re eager to show Lauren how excited she makes me. She’s hypnotized by my cock. She crosses her arms again, and it pushes her tits together, making them the perfect target. If only she were closer.

Her lips are parted again, but this time, her tongue peeks out and licks them. She wants to suck my cock! I know it! I squeeze it tighter, and my tip drips long strings of excitement.

“Uhnn…uhnn…uhnn…fuck…Lauren…”

It all rushes out of me so fast I get dizzy. I feel like I’m in one of those movies where the evil spirit explodes out of someone, but my explosion is a fountain of jizz. I don’t even think to grab a tissue. I just keep staring at my friend’s topless mom, my forever crush, and pump out jet after jet of excitement for her.

I pretend I’m aiming for her tits, even though she’s across the room. The first couple of shots go impressively far. I hope Lauren is impressed. The rest oozes onto my thigh. Her mouth hangs open while she watches my delivery. Does she want to taste it? I’ll be happy to give her another load if she gets me hard again. She’ll learn I can go all day. She swallows hard while she watches me squeeze out the last of it.

“Do you have to keep making a mess on my carpet, Dylan? Have some manners.” She tries to sound annoyed, like a mom, but her cute little lips quirk up in a smile. I’m becoming obsessed with those lips. They’d feel so good wrapped around my meat. I bet a girl with her experience really knows how to suck cock.

“Uh, sorry, Mrs. C,” I mumble, falling back into my role as a kid. “Do you want me to clean it up?”

“No, just get your shorts and put that thing away. It’s distracting.”

“Yeah, right. Okay.” I hop away from the table and adjust my shorts.

“And stop calling me Mrs. C. It’s too weird when you just jerked off in front of me.”

And when your tits are out, I want to add, but I know better. They’re still on display like she forgot she’s topless. My stare reminds her, and Lauren pulls her bra closed. Damn. She settles them into their holders and pulls down her tank top. The show is over.

I clean the goo off my thigh and the tip of my shaft with a tissue before pulling up my shorts. Lauren stays in the waiting area, like she needs to keep her distance. That’s still an improvement. She couldn’t get out of there fast enough after she watched me jerk off last time. But she’s between me and the door, so I must come closer. Lauren backs into the corner until she can’t retreat further. We’re so close.

I desperately want to say the right thing but only have awkward silence. I’d be smooth as hell if she were a girl I just hooked up with, and I like to think she’d be pretty happy. But she’s my friend’s mom, who just watched me jerk off, and I don’t know what to say. Does this count as hooking up? I’ve never actually just jerked off while a girl watched before

“You need to go, Dylan. We don’t need to talk about this.”

“Uh, yeah, sure. Thanks again for the treatment, Lauren. For…everything.”

“Sure, Dylan. Thanks for coming. I mean, I’m glad I made you feel better.” Her cheeks are bright red. Lauren seems too confident to blush like that. “Just go.”

We keep standing there awkwardly like we’re both waiting for the other to do something. It feels weird to just leave after what I did. Like this is one of those rub-and-tug massage places, and she just serviced me. She can’t take it and pulls me into a tight hug like she has a thousand times when telling me goodbye.

Lauren has been a hugger as far back as I can remember. As I got older, I learned to enjoy those hugs way more than I should have. I used to feel guilty about that, but not anymore. I crush her tight little body against mine and want to hold her forever. I focus on her tits pressed into my stomach, but it’s more than that. My heart swells when I hold Lauren. It just feels right. She isn’t just a sex object to me. She never could be.

“Okay, really, you need to go, Dylan. I’ll see you soon.” She pries herself out of my arms.

God, I fucking hope so. I almost say it. Instead, I spontaneously kiss her. Lauren gasps. I swear her lips begin to part, but then I lose my nerve and turn and get out of there. She wanted to kiss me back, but I was a fucking coward! I will regret that forever if I don’t get another chance.
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Lauren

Why the hell am I seeing Dylan again? I don’t mean seeing him like a date. These are treatments, not dates. I wish I meant seeing him like he was coming over to see Benji or catch up with Brian, and we’d be in a house full of people, laughter, and young energy, and everything would be normal like it was before. But no, Dylan is coming over to get back on my table.

We’ll be alone in my dim, small massage studio. He hasn’t even arrived, and I feel like the walls are closing in on me. The studio has never felt so small. Should I turn up the lights? The space feels intimate like never before, which feels so wrong. I shouldn’t be in an intimate space with Dylan after what happened the last two times I saw him. But then, I knew it was a terrible idea when I told him I would treat him again.

I’m playing with fire. That much is obvious. I wish I understood why. Is this a midlife crisis? Things escalated the last time I saw Dylan. I can’t realistically expect that they won’t again. He kissed me! Oh my god, he kissed me! I think I was nineteen the last time a twenty-one-year-old boy kissed me.

Dylan only got his second treatment appointment because I was sure I could control the situation. I don’t know how things got out of hand—or into his hands—the first time, but I was certain it would not happen again. I’m a grown woman and a professional. I should be able to handle—poor choice of words—a client getting an erection without watching him take care of it. I have so many times. I still don’t understand why I didn’t just leave.

“Lauren, stay…” he said.

I didn’t move like that was a command and not a request. I’ve glossed over the fact that I ran into the house, got myself off the moment Dylan left, and justified that it wasn’t so bad. He jerked off, and I stood there. I didn’t touch him. I hoped I maintained professional detachment, almost like I was a nurse. And then the second time I saw him was so much worse.

I felt strong when Dylan came in. Uncomfortable tingles intruded while I treated him, but I kept pushing them aside. I told myself I was ready if he turned over with a hard-on. If. That was a ridiculous hope. Dylan was going to be hard. I make him hard. I don’t know what to do with that. I’ve known him forever. He was on Brian’s teams for years. Even if he has some sort of crush, that shouldn’t matter. But he has that cock. God, it’s so big! Dylan is a hot guy. I can’t think of him like that.

My heart raced when he turned over last time, and I saw it. But I took a deep breath and kept it professional. I didn’t even touch him to move it aside. I made Dylan do it. He behaved—until he didn’t.

Dylan let his cock slap against my hand. Even then, I didn’t react. I just did my job. But I began to melt down inside. Feeling his hot, thick, heavy length through those thin, slippery athletic shorts young people always wear was a forbidden distraction.

I wanted to kick him out when I finished. I swear that was the plan. Dylan had other plans. He was going to take care of it, and he insisted I watch. Lauren, stay. It did not feel like a request the second time. God help me. I tried to be cool about it. I did. And it didn’t work. Dylan grew more brazen.

Show me your tits, Lauren. The kicker was when he added, I’ll finish faster. Dylan made it clear his hard-on, his desire, was all about me. Did I tell him to go fuck himself and leave? No, I showed him my tits. My pussy was tight with need from watching him pump that massive cock, and I lost my mind. Maybe I could have controlled myself if my husband still fucked me.

I’ve always hated my breasts. The other girls developed, but it felt like I never did. I had something, but I barely filled a B-cup. I compensated with a lot of padded bras, and when I wanted attention—when I was younger—I showed off the rest of my body. I’ve always been blessed with an incredible metabolism that gave me a tight body.

Three kids left my chest deflated. I really hated my tits then. Working out and staying lean only made them smaller. I teased my husband that I wanted fake ones for my fortieth birthday. He remarked that would be awesome, but did nothing about it. We were well on the way to a dead bedroom then. I began to fear that my breasts were partly why he didn’t want me anymore, which is the kind of paranoia we get at a certain age. A couple of years ago, I just did it for myself.

I didn’t go too big because a bisected soccer ball would look ridiculous on my lean body. Small implants filled me out and bumped me up to a small C. Perfect! I don’t think many people even noticed because I’d worn padded bras so often. I think they even look natural. Besides a couple of curious girlfriends and my indifferent husband, Dylan was the first person to see them naked.

Dylan most definitely liked them. He came very quickly, making another mess on my carpet. I tried to be cool and sarcastic like it was no big deal that I was flashing a college kid, but I’d never been more aroused in my life. I wanted to do unspeakable things with Dylan’s thick beast. I kept all of that inside.

I’m ashamed even to admit it, but he had me when he kissed me on his way out the door. I haven’t been kissed like that in so long. My brain screamed, shove him away! My body throbbed with need when our lips touched. I began to kiss Dylan back, but then he ran out the door, saving me from myself.

Dylan is a dangerous temptation. He’s my forbidden fruit. I should never be alone with him again anywhere. Certainly not my massage studio. Putting my hands on him again is reckless. So, why did I book him another appointment?

[image: ]


“Hey, Lauren.”

Dylan is smiling and casual when he walks in, like he hasn’t jerked off in front of me twice or seen my naked tits. It almost feels like the old days when he had carte blanche to just walk into our house to visit. I start to fantasize about him walking into the house now and finding me alone and what might happen. I push that right out of my brain. Nope! Can’t go there!

“How are you feeling?”

“A lot better. Seeing you has worked wonders, but I feel like there’s still a little more you could get out of me.” He can’t keep the grin off his face when he says it. He’s moving fine, by the way. There’s no reason for Dylan to be here. No legitimate reason.

Dylan puts on a good show, stiffly stretching and bending, but I don’t see any problems when I look at his body. No issues, but plenty of temptations. He’s a perfect specimen of a young man, broad and muscular. A loose tank top shows off his thick batter’s arms and offers glimpses of his ripped torso. His powerful athlete’s body fills the small space, making my massage studio feel as tiny as a closet. I’m slender but not a tiny woman and I still feel like Dylan dwarfs me.

“You’d better get on my table then. I have another appointment right after yours. We don’t have time to mess around today.” He can take mess around any way he likes.

“Yes, ma’am! I think I like it when you’re bossy, Lauren.”

I punch his arm and say, “Just get on the table, Dylan.” I don’t feel the need to be gentle like I did when he was actually hurt.

We’re following our new pattern. Dylan jerks off at the end of a session, I kick him out, and we act like nothing happened the next time we see each other. That’s how I want it—the no-discussion part. I keep telling him we don’t need to discuss it, but the pretense is silly. What’s happening between us hangs like a thick fog in the room, and I feel like I’ll choke on it.

I want to smack Dylan for enjoying this with a wink like it’s all just a game. Maybe it is to him. He’s a twenty-one-year-old kid and living out his fantasy. Am I his Mrs. Robinson? His Stifler’s Mom? I can’t look at this that way because it feels gross. I have not been seducing Dylan. I feel like it’s the other way around.

The first time I treated him, we talked the entire time. There was a lot to catch up on. I was thrilled to hear he’s doing so well in college. He’s not a dumb jock, and I’m thrilled to know that world hasn’t gone to his head. Was that the genesis of liking Dylan a little too much?

I spent our second session focused on my work. I was all about muscle groups and reading his energy and seeing him as a client, not a handsome stud whose thick shaft was growing hard against my table. But his breathing and quickening pulse, and yes, his energy, made that impossible. Our proximity turned him on. Dylan wanted me. I knew what I would see when he turned over. And shamefully, I wanted him, too. I wanted to see him hard for me. I fought it tooth and nail, but our chemistry was undeniable.

Dylan is relaxed for our third session. The tension from the first two times I treated him is gone. The proud athlete is comfortable with my hands on him. He openly enjoys my touch this time, confident that he knows where it’s all leading. His soft sighs and contented moans drive me crazy. I assure myself it will not go there again, but am I just delusional? I was weaker the second time. I flirted with Dylan. Why do I believe I’ll just walk away if—when—he pulls out his dick this time?

“How was your week?” he asks, facedown, his arms along his sides.

I don’t want to answer. The goal is to keep this treatment all business. A couple of weeks passed between Dylan’s first two treatments while he worked up the nerve to text me again. He requested another session just days after his second treatment. Why did I go out of my way to work him into my schedule?

“Fine. Busy like it always is.” Terse is the best way to go.

“Don’t work all the time, Lauren. Rest is important, too. You need to unwind. I’d be useless on the field if I didn’t take breaks from training.”

“I have downtime at the end of the night. Don’t worry about me, Dylan. I’m a big girl. I can take care of myself.”

He doesn’t need to know I’m usually too exhausted to even read by the end of the day. He has a point. I need to make more time for my own wellness. I don’t like Dylan being right about anything.

“I’m sure you can take care of yourself quite well, but you don’t have to.” I can’t see his face, but the emphasis makes his point quite clear.

Another thing Dylan doesn’t need to know—I didn’t even wait to run inside to take care of myself when he left last time. I locked the door to my massage studio, sat back in my desk chair, slipped a hand into my skort, and rubbed myself to a quick, sharp orgasm. I came even faster than the first time, as thrilled as I was appalled that I showed Dylan my tits. It was so wrong, but finding that daring side of myself again was a heady feeling.

Dylan is touching me! I was so lost in my thoughts and focused on work that I didn’t notice the cheeky bastard started rubbing my leg. His hand is turned outward to caress my thigh. Usually, I just move the client’s hand aside when this happens. It’s not frequent, but creepy guys are an occupational hazard. I don’t find Dylan’s touch creepy. My peasant skirt isn’t short enough for him to touch my skin, but I still enjoy his casual caress too much. I may not move his hand, but I dig my fingers into a nerve cluster under his shoulder. Dylan yelps.

“It’s time to turn over.”

“Sure,” he brightly replies. He’s dying to turn over and show off.

I turn away and pretend I’m busy at the shelf while Dylan flips. This was my move last time. I wanted to prepare myself in case I turned around and saw that thing again. I know I’ll see it this time. It’s the reason he’s here. Dylan doesn’t know I can still see him in a mirror on the wall while I’m turned away.

The first two times, he slowly turned and re-adjusted on my table because he was actually sore. Dylan is fine now and excited to let me see what he’s packing. I can just about see the tip in his tented shorts. He’s ready for me again. My core clenches, and heat surges through me. I love knowing he wants me. I’m shameless. I can excuse a twenty-one-year-old guy getting aroused at the drop of a hat. What’s my excuse for how wet I’m getting?

After a deep breath, I turn with a neutral expression and my eyes anywhere but on his cock. I give Dylan credit for not pointing at it and going, Ta-da!

I’m so busy staring upward that I stumble when I return to the table. It’s nothing. I catch myself on the edge, but he uses it as an excuse to grab my hip. His hand is hot through my skirt’s thin white cotton.

“Careful, Lauren. You need to look down and watch where you’re going.”

“I’m good.” I move his hand this time. “Ready?”

“I’m always ready for you, Lauren.”
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Lauren

Seeing his cocky grin infuriates me, but I look there because I won’t look at the other thing. Dylan truly is a stunningly handsome young man. His sapphire eyes literally sparkle. It makes my heart ache. I’m sure that face has already broken many hearts in his short twenty-one years. I can’t let it break mine. I’d never noticed what a classically handsome young man he is—not like this—because I’ve always seen him as that, a young man. Or a kid. I only see a full-grown man now. The kind of man that makes girls instantly wet. I won’t he does that to me too, despite my damp panties.

I wordlessly resume working on him. Dylan seems content to let me ignore his hard-on for now. I know what’s coming. I start on his lower body this time, just to keep away from that thing and his hands. I stare at his legs so hard I could count the hairs. I linger there until I have to move on.

“Does anyone work on you?” he asks.

“Excuse me?” I’m at his side, leaning awkwardly into the table to work on his chest but keep my body back.

“Do you get massages?”

“Oh, sometimes. Not often. Mostly, if I have an issue that needs work.”

“That sucks. You can’t give out all the massages and never get any. Coach doesn’t take care of you?”

I snort a laugh in response.

“Y’know, I’ve been told I’m pretty good with my hands, Lauren. If you ever need…”

I’m at the edge of the table again because it’s too difficult to work on him and keep my distance. Massage is an up-close-and-personal vocation. Dylan is eager to prove how good he is with those hands. He caresses my leg more aggressively this time, fingers sliding higher and curving around the back toward my rear. My skirt slides with his hand, but I’m not sure he’s trying to pull it up.

“Dylan…” I warn. I don’t move his hand but step aside.

“Lauren.” His wrist twists at an impossible angle to keep touching me. If he’s not careful, I’ll have to fix that, too. He reaches the curve of my cheek.

“I never said you could touch me, Dylan. I know it might not seem that way now, but this isn’t that kind of massage. My clients don’t touch me.”

“I guess I should feel special then. What is that kind of massage anyway, Lauren?” He grins up at me like he’s caught me in a trap.

I sigh. I’ve let this go way too far, and now I don’t know how to rein it in. I mean, I do, but part of me enjoys jousting with Dylan too much. I haven’t felt playful or flirty around a man in years. And I don’t know if I’ve ever had a guy who looks like Dylan flirt so openly with me. I love the ego stroke.

“We can’t keep doing this. We both know it’s entirely inappropriate.”

Dylan tries to keep his hand on me, but just as he touches my ass, I simultaneously twist away and move his hand. He looks disappointed I’m out of reach.

“I don’t know that, Lauren. Besides, we haven’t done anything. Technically, you’ve just stood there and watched.”

I showed you my tits. I just refrain from saying it aloud. “Watching is wrong, Dylan. I shouldn’t watch you…do that. And I certainly can’t let you touch me. It would be unprofessional under any circumstance, but we have a relationship. You’re Benji’s friend. I’ve known you since you were…” I can’t even bring myself to finish the sentence. This is all so wrong!

“I didn’t make you watch. You stayed and watched because you wanted to.”

“You said to stay.”

“I didn’t make you stay. I didn’t make you take off your shirt.”

“Okay, you should go, Dylan.”

“I need to take care of this before I go anywhere. You know the drill, Lauren.”

Dylan sits up, and his shaft stands straight out in his shorts, pointing at me like an accusation. I hate that he catches me staring at it, but I can’t help myself. My eyes are drawn to that thing.

“Besides, you don’t want me to leave yet.”

“I do, Dylan.” Even I know it’s a weak protest.

He stands and drops his shorts. That thick cock stands out proud and strong like a challenge. I look away. I must.

“I’ll leave once I take care of myself.”

“But you don’t have to do it here.”

“And you didn’t have to stay and watch, Lauren. It’s okay to admit the truth. We both know you like watching.”

“Dylan…”

“You like my cock, Lauren.”

“Dylan…”

“If that’s not true, you can leave. I’ll take care of it and go.”

I don’t leave. I’m rooted to my spot, just like the last two times.

Dylan grabs the oil from my shelf. He moves around my massage studio like it’s his space, not mine. “This could go faster if you really want me out of here. All you have to do is give me a hand, Lauren.”

“I can’t do that. You know I can’t.”

“Suit yourself,” he says, tossing his tank top on the floor with his shorts. “But I’m going to take my time and really enjoy it this time.”

Oh my god! Dylan is nude in my massage studio!

Well, his socks are still on, which should be silly, but I’m so distracted by the rest of him that I can’t even giggle at that. Was he always built like this? He must have bulked up in college because, oh my god…

Dylan would have been right in place on the cover of one of those magazines like Tiger Beat that were around when I was a teenager—not that I read that trash. I was too busy drinking in the woods and hooking up. But this boy is built like he just stepped out of the volleyball scene in Top Gun. Dylan is an all-American stud. I’ve never seen a guy so ripped up close. He’s insanely cut, like his abs were literally sculpted. The dusting of light hair on his chest only makes his muscles pop. The V where his obliques meet his transversus abdominis funnels my attention straight to that thick shaft that’s pulsing with desire for me. Naming the muscles doesn’t distract me.

“Come closer, Lauren. There’s no reason to stay on the other side of the room like you did before. We know you like watching.”

I’m staring like he’s a juicy steak. It’s obvious, so he’s right. There’s no reason to pretend otherwise. I don’t even blush this time. I stare at his cock like I’ve never seen one before. Looking at his perfect slab makes me feel like I haven’t.

Dylan gestures to my desk chair, which is directly beside the massage table. I cautiously move forward as if he’ll pounce when I’m in range, but he behaves. He isn’t going to make me do anything. Dylan is a good guy that way. He’s cocky and forward, but he won’t force it. He doesn’t have to.

I sit, and he’s so close. Too close. We’re almost close enough to touch. Dylan grips his shaft and a droplet of sticky arousal forms on the tip. It looks like when that bit of super glue won’t stop leaking from the tip of the applicator. He slowly pumps his meat, and the droplet grows until it’s too heavy and drips in a long web toward the floor. I gasp. I want to catch it, and not because I’m a neat freak.

“Isn’t this front-row seat better?” he asks. I find him smirking when I look up from his cock. The smirk is becoming so annoying, but somehow, it makes me want him more. Dylan’s confidence makes me desire him.

My silence doesn’t slow him. He grunts while he slowly pumps it. The tip grows a deeper, angry red. His hard-on looks painful. I must fight the instinct to help him. I refuse to think of the instinct as maternal. That’s sick. I just want to relieve people of their pain. It’s why I became a massage therapist. But I won’t give Dylan that kind of relief.

Dylan slowly cranks it. I know guys don’t jerk off this slowly. He’s dragging this out. I don’t know if it’s just because he likes doing it in front of me or he enjoys making me squirm. He’s probably hoping I’ll surrender to temptation and take care of it.

“It’s so hot having you right here, Lauren,” he moans. “I feel your breath on it. Fuck…”

We’re close, and it’s practically in my face, but I don’t believe him. I’d blow on it if I wanted to be a bitch, but I’m too afraid he’d lose it and blast all over my face. I don’t want that, I insist. I haven’t let a guy give me a facial since well before Dylan was even born.

“I know you feel it, too. Do you think about me, Lauren? Fuck… You’re all I think about. You’re so perfect…that body…your tits…fuck…”

“I need you to finish and get out of here,” I say, wishing my voice wasn’t so breathy. I didn’t say the words, but my tone answers, Yes, I think about your dick. Yes, I want it, Dylan.

“If you want me to come fast, Lauren…” He pumps it faster, but he’s tense, like he doesn’t want to finish. The slick sound of flesh stroking oily flesh sounds so dirty.

“I’m not touching you, Dylan.”

“Uhnn…Lauren…you know how…to make it happen…”

Why do I feel bad about not jerking off this twenty-one-year-old kid? I’m not torturing him. He’s doing this to himself. Yes, I could grab his cock and make him come in about thirty seconds and kick him out. If I really wanted him out of here badly enough, I’d make it happen. Is that an admission that I like watching him play with his cock? I don’t want to admit that. But looking at that big slab of meat so close has my pussy soaked.

I don’t have to grab his hot shaft to make him finish. Dylan doesn’t have to ask this time. Wordlessly, I untie my green peasant blouse. The loose top has nicely hidden my figure from prying eyes, but the neckline is held closed by a couple of thin ties, which means it’s so easy to open. I peel back the embroidered flaps.

The peasant blouse opens to just below my breasts. I pull it back to show Dylan one of my tits. I’m not wearing a bra. I’m pleased he looks surprised, even though it fans his flames. I’m even less his coach’s wife now and more of a horny cougar. It feels too good. God help me!

I didn’t dress this morning planning to show Dylan my body. I purposely didn’t think about that, but I’ve never worked on clients without a bra before. The way he looks at me is like a drug. I hate how I crave it. The high sizzles through me, and my core tightens. I only look away from his hungry gaze to watch him work that magnificent thick cock. My pussy flutters with need. It knows what it wants, even if I refuse to admit it.

Even I’m shocked when I grope my breast and tease its tight, pale tip. My nipples have always been sharp little points, surrounded by tiny pink areolas. They’re almost painfully sensitive when they’re this hard. I hiss when the intensity ripples through me, traveling straight down to make my pussy throb.

“Uhnn…fuck Lauren…fuck yesss…ohmygod…so fucking hot…”

“Dylan…”

My eyes close while I caress my breast. I don’t know if it’s to block Dylan out or so I can pretend he’s the one touching me. I pull my blouse open wider, stretching it to expose both of my tits. It almost tears when I push it under the curves of my breasts to stay open, but I don’t care. Dylan’s moan at my exposed tits is everything. His desire for me leaps across the room, crackling like lightning between us. I wouldn’t stop him if he had the nerve to put his hands on me. God help me if he figures that out.

Apparently, I’m not done taunting the young man. I put a foot up on the edge of my chair and slowly, teasingly, pull my loose skirt back until it slides off my knee and down my thigh. My other leg moves, opening my thighs just enough to expose a strip of black panty. Can he see it’s soaked?

“Ohmyfuckinggod…Lauren…uhnn…god…yeah…”

I open my eyes to find Dylan working his cock hard. I know he wants to hold onto this moment forever, but he needs to come. His balls must be aching. I bet he’s been hard since the moment I touched him. Knowing I can make this twenty-one-year-old’s balls ache gives me an ache of my own. I’m watching him working his meat, and I don’t want to just take over. I want it somewhere else. I need it somewhere else. My resolve that I can’t touch Dylan is fading fast.
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Lauren

“Are you going to come for me, Dylan?” I take a firm, adult tone, like I’m establishing I’m still in charge.

“Yeah…” he grunts.

“Is this hot?” I’m still massaging my tits, and I open my thighs wider. I rest my other hand on my thigh, fighting the urge to touch myself down there, too, but my need is implied.

“Fuck yes…Lauren…god…I never thought…”

“Thought what, Dylan?” The question is followed by a moan when I roll my throbbing tip.

“Thought…fuck…thought you’d…goddam it…too fucking sexy, Lauren…”

Dylan’s been leaning in, getting closer to study my body, but now he leans back. He braces a hand on the table behind him and thrusts his hips up from the table. It looks like he’s fucking his grasping fist. My reaction is visceral. I moan and feel my core clench like I feel him thrusting into me. Ohmygod! I can’t want him like this!

“Dylan…pump it…do it…make it come, honey…”

“You wanna see it, Lauren…wanna see it come…you want…it…”

“Ahhh…yesss…come honey…come for me…”

“Fuck…Lauren…yeah…ohhhfuckyeah…”

Dylan grunts like he’s been punched in the gut and lets it fly. His hand is a blur on his shaft. A thick blast of pearly excitement shoots to my left. He launches another, this one even bigger, and it splashes onto my leg. I don’t know if he’s aiming for me, but we’re so close I’m hard to miss. I wickedly want to lean in and present my tits as a target. No! I can’t do that! I’ve already gone too far! He pumps out two more, one landing on my calf, the other just touching my bare foot. He’s losing steam.

“Uhnn…my god…Lauren…ohhh fuck…ohmygod…”

“Just breathe, honey. Breathe and relax, Dylan.” The smile won’t leave my lips.

“Jesus, that was hot…thank you…fuck…wow…”

Dylan keeps jerking it like he can keep it from going soft. He might be doing it. That thick shaft doesn’t shrink much. God, what I could do with that thing! What I could show him! I could rock Dylan’s world! No, don’t think that, you immoral slut. Your husband coached that kid in baseball. He isn’t even out of college!

“I didn’t do anything, Dylan,” I say, adding a soft laugh while I pull my blouse closed and tie it.

“You know what you did, Lauren. We both do.” He chuckles. It’s infuriating, but part of me likes that he won’t let me off the hook.

“I just sat here. It was getting hot, and I needed air, that’s all.” My smile challenges him to refute me.

“Yeah, okay. I saw the way you looked at it. Fuck, you’re still looking at it. I know what you want, Lauren.”

“I just want to make you feel better, Dylan. That’s why you’re here.”

“I feel much better now. You seem to know just what I need. Thank you.”

“I have a lot of experience offering…relief.”

Jeez, did I just make an experienced woman joke and a relief pun? I need him out of here. I slowly close my thighs—they’ve been open this whole time—but not tightly. I’d smear Dylan’s robust young seed all over them. My skirt falls back into place to cover me. “It’s time for you to go, Dylan. Our session is over.”

“Okay, Lauren. I think you love making me come and then making me leave. But I’m cool with it. For now.”

Dylan hops down from the massage table and dresses. He must tuck his semi-rigid shaft into his shorts. I love that I’m keeping him hard. I bet he can stay hard all night. Nope, don’t think about that.

“I really feel like I should tip you. That was amazing.”

I feel his sticky load streaking my leg and thick on my thigh. He’s tipped me enough. “You’d have to be paying me to tip me, Dylan.”

“How much? If I pay…”

“This isn’t about money.” I think, I’m not a whore. Not yet, anyway. “Go, Dylan.”

“I’ll see you next week?” His cool drops for a moment, and his eagerness is heartbreaking. Dylan’s a confident young stud, but he wants this so badly. He wants me so badly.

Is this a thing now? Do I dare let it be? The correct answer is obvious, but my pounding heart wants something entirely different. “I’ll see where I can fit you in.”

That cocky smile is back. “Perfect.” Dylan leans down and kisses me. He doesn’t lose his nerve like last time. I slip my tongue between his lips when he tickles the back of my neck. His lips are soft but demanding. My body aches for him. Dylan battles my tongue, and I feel the heat all the way down to my toes. God, I want to kiss him forever, but I push on his chest. Does he see the need in my eyes when I look up at him? I simply say, “Go, Dylan.”

He grins. He sees my need. “Yes, ma’am. Of course, Mrs. C.”

I want to say fuck you to his little dig, but I want him to go more, so I just let him leave before I give him a reason to stay. The moment I’m alone in my dim massage studio, I hike my skirt up again and shove a hand into my panties. They’re soaked like I knew they would be. I should have let Dylan feel…

No! I cannot let Dylan touch me. I know where that will go. I’m so far over the line already, but I still know that fucking this college kid, a family friend, would be wrong. It doesn’t matter how much my pussy aches to be filled by his massive manhood. God, that thing is big! I don’t think I could even close my hand around it!

I massage my breast while I wonder how it would feel to be stretched out by a piece of meat like that. My husband cannot fill me the way Dylan would—even if he was still fucking me. I’d like to think I wouldn’t be as susceptible to Dylan if I weren’t trapped in a dead-bedroom marriage, but I don’t know if that’s true. I was kind of easy in my single days.

The pain is sharp when I pinch my nipple through the cotton. I don’t strip my shirt like I did for Dylan. It’s so thrilling to be the kind of woman who’d bare her tits to a twenty-one-year-old stud for jerk-off material. I pinch harder and whimper at the stinging. It’s like I’m punishing myself for being an immoral slut.

My clit is throbbing when my fingertips find it. I flick the slick little button, sending pleasure sizzling through me. Eyes closed, Dylan’s magnificent phallus floats in my mind’s eye like a gleaming monolith. I feel his cum drying on my leg, marking my flesh to mark my sin. God, that boy makes me want to sin!

Dirty thoughts come fast and furious. I should have let him come on my tits. I can’t let go of the image. No, I should have grabbed it and made him come on my tits! No, I should have leaned forward and stretched my lips around it. No, I should have bent over the massage table and offered myself to him! Ohmygod! I’ve lost my mind! But it’s so hot!

My fingers slip off my screaming clit and into my dripping hole. I never masturbate like this. Rubbing my button gets me off quickly and brings a sharp orgasm every time. But thinking about Dylan’s impressive gift makes me yearn to be filled. I use three fingers, but they still don’t fill me the way he would. Slow fingering frustrates me. I want to be pounded by that thing!

I roll my panties down my thighs. They’re in the way. Freed, I drive those fingers hard into my pussy. I rub my clit so fast with my other hand like I’m trying to expose a scratch-off lottery ticket.

“Uhnn…ahhh…uhnn…Dylan…ohhh god…”

The climax slams me hard like a storm door caught in the wind. A sharp cry slips out, so loud in the confines of my massage studio. I tense and ride the ecstasy rolling through me. Ohmygod! It feels sooo good. I leave my fingers in my drenched canal and feel it throb around them. I’m ashamed that I come so much harder when I think about Dylan’s cock.

Dylan confessed that he’s been jerking off to me all week. I didn’t reciprocate with my own confession, but I could have. I’ve been intentionally not thinking about him when I’ve touched myself almost daily, which is essentially thinking about him. There was a giant, cock-shaped hole in my imagination when I rubbed myself in the shower last night, knowing I’d see Dylan today.

I used to be an every-couple-weeks kind of girl when it came to masturbation, but I’ve been so horny since I watched Dylan jerk off that first time. I know I’m playing a dangerous game with him. I don’t know why I can’t help myself. I should text him right now and say I won’t have him on my table again. I won’t. I feel guilty, but I like how Dylan sees me. I like feeling so bad. God help me.
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Dylan

As soon as I walk into Lauren’s little massage shed, I know she’s up for a good time. My first clue is her outfit. Mrs. C has always looked good as long as I’ve known her, but I’m biased. I’ve been horny for her for years. I think she looks just as good in a tight t-shirt and jeans as she does in a cute dress.

Nothing jumped out about her clothes the first few times I came for a treatment. Today, she’s trying to be hot. I could even argue this sexy MILF is trying to tease me. She’s in a pretty, strappy yellow sundress with buttons down to the waist. It’s the kind of thing a mom might wear to Sunday brunch—with a sweater over it. Lauren isn’t the type to show a ton of skin, but there’s no sweater today.

It’s easier to think of her as Lauren and not Mrs. C when she’s left a couple of buttons undone. I’m also pretty sure she’s not wearing a bra again. Her nips are tight points high on her chest. I just know she’s trying to tease me. And it’s working. My balls are throbbing. The dress isn’t super short, but it’s loose enough that I could bend her over the massage table and bunch it up around her waist. Fuck, I want to sink my dick into her!

I’m not convinced I’m going to make my long-held dream come true and fuck the MILF I’ve jerked off to forever. Even though she showed me her tits, she’s still refused to touch my cock. I think she really gets off on teasing me. I’ll take what I can get. But then, she let me come on her last time. By let, I mean I shot my load and hit her leg, and she didn’t make a face or yell at me. Lauren seemed to like it. I want to paint that MILF from head to toe. I don’t know if I’d rather blast it on her face or fill her sweet cunt. In a perfect world, I’d do both—over and over again.

Lauren is acting weird. The first time I came here, everything was normal. Nice and easy. The second time, it was all tense like we were both waiting to see what happened. I felt like we both knew how it would end last time. She wanted to see me jerk off. She skipped her bra because she wanted to show me her tits. You’ll never convince me otherwise. Lauren doesn’t seem tense at all today. I’d think she was a little drunk if that wasn’t so crazy. Mrs. C is not a day drinker or someone who’s going to drink on the job. Maybe she’s high, but I don’t see her and Coach as stoners either.

“Go on and get in there, Dylan,” she says, hanging back like she’s trying to keep as much distance as possible in the small space. She moves so the table is between us.

I kick off my slides and go to the table. Instead of mounting it, I plant my hands on it and lean in. “Do we have to bother with the pretense this time, Lauren?”

“You’re here for a treatment, Dylan. Get on the table.”

“I’m here for something.”

Her eyes narrow. “I made a treatment appointment for you. This is my workplace, Dylan. I didn’t bring you in here just for…that.”

She comes closer and mirrors me, leaning in with her fists braced on the table. My heart races so quickly that I’m lightheaded for a second. Lauren is close enough to kiss, but I don’t think about that at first because I’m too distracted staring down her dress. I was right. No bra. The dress hangs open just enough that I see the pink of her nips. My dick races to hardness.

“Listen to me, Dylan. You have two choices. Either you get on my table, and we do what you’re actually here for, or you can turn around and go home.”

The stern mom’s voice dares me to try and argue with her. It sends a shiver of desire down my spine. It’s so hot when she plays the I’m the adult card. I’m not a kid anymore—I think I’ve proved that—but it’s still hot as hell for her to act like it. Lauren Curry puts the M in MILF.

The urge becomes too great to resist, and I try to kiss her. Lauren pulls away at the last minute and leans back with her arms crossed. It pushes her tits up and makes the dress gape open wider. She’s almost flashing me, but her look says, Don’t make me send you to your room. Fuck me! Mrs. C is the hottest ever.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Lying face down on the table is difficult when I’m so damn hard. I don’t even hide it when I reach into my shorts to adjust my dick. I smirk when I catch her watching. Lauren is welcome to adjust my dick for me. Instead, she turns my head and presses my face into that donut pillow thing.

“Tell me where it hurts,” she says, poking and prodding my back.

I feel fine now. Lauren fixed me weeks ago. That’s not why I’m here, and she knows that. “It…”

My answer is cut off when she jams her fingers into the tissue right under my shoulder blade. I grit my teeth and refuse to make a sound. She does it again, lower, twisting a thumb into my side. This one hurts more, but it’s a dull pain. Lauren knows her way around the human body. I bet she could fuck me up if she really wanted to. Thankfully, she’s just trying to make a point. It doesn’t work the way she’s hoping.

I don’t know why, but my dick throbs harder when Lauren hurts me. Maybe it’s because she’s an authority figure. Could be that I just like her taking control, but that’s not usually my thing. I usually call the shots with girls. But Mrs. C is not a girl. She’s a woman.

“Does that hurt, Dylan?” she asks, tracing her fingers across my back. I’m braced for the next one.

“I can handle whatever you need to do to me.”

“I’m glad to hear that. Sometimes you have to take the pain before it feels good.” At least her voice is playful. I’d be concerned if she sounded angry.

“Why don’t you give me, like, a general backrub?”

Lauren laughs. “Is that what you think I do, Dylan? I don’t give backrubs.”

Both of her thumbs dig into the small of my back. I wince, and she must feel me tense. The intense, stabbing pain almost makes me come. What the fuck? She keeps the pressure going, sliding her thumbs up my spine with her hands flattened on my back. Warmth spreads through me. Lauren’s hands are so damn good. She knows just what to do with me. She reaches my neck, and all her fingers get busy, but she’s not poking. Her fingers dance all over my neck and up into my hair. That feels fucking good.

“I know…Lauren…you’re a professional…like a doctor…” I moan my appreciation. Having a woman in charge of me is such a strange feeling.

“Don’t you forget it. I’m going to treat you now, Dylan, because that’s why you’re here.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s a good boy.”

Her mirth should feel mocking, but I’m happy she’s enjoying herself as much as I am. I sigh and settle in.
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Once she’s proved her point, Lauren makes me feel good all over. Coach is one lucky guy. I’d love to have her hands on me every day. I feel guilty about Coach because he’s always been good to me, but that doesn’t slow me down. If Mrs. C is okay with everything that’s happened, I am too. Coach never has to know about this. Maybe there’s something going on I don’t know about. I hear the heat dies in long marriages, and they have to be together for like twenty years or something.

I’m all warm and happy, with my cock nestled between my legs when Lauren tells me to turn over. Her nails rake down the back of my neck, making me shiver. The first half of my treatment was silent after she made her point, so I wonder how she’ll be when I turn over.

Lauren stands back when I flip. It could be to give me room to move, but I think she still wants to keep distance between us. I try to read her, but the massage shed is too dim. Maybe she looks flushed? She is watching me.

Her arms are crossed, and her eyes travel my body in a way they never have before. Lauren tried not to stare at my hard-on when I flipped over before, and she definitely stared at it when I pulled it out, but she’s never just looked at me like this. I feel like a piece of meat. I like it!

“Go on, lay down,” she says. “Let’s get on with it.”

“I like it when you’re bossy.”

“It seems that I need to keep you in line.”

“I’ve been very well-behaved.”

Lauren laughs, but it’s true. I’ve shown a lot of restraint. I didn’t tear off her clothes. I asked to see her tits. And I kept jerking off when all I really wanted to do was put her on this table and stretch her pussy. Hell, I didn’t even put her hand on my dick when she was sitting right there. I’m a great guy!

“I would beg to differ, Dylan. Well-behaved young men don’t jerk off in front of their coaches’ wives.”

“They do when their coach’s wife is a hot fucking MILF.”

“God, Dylan, I want to wipe that smirk right off your face.”

“I think you know that you can get me to do anything you want, Lauren.”

“I want you to lay down so I can treat you.”

Lauren pushes on my chest to force me flat on my back. I don’t bother to adjust my cock, and it juts out at a weird angle, held there by the tightness of my underwear and shorts. She glances at it, done hiding her interest. I know Mrs. C wants my cock, and it’s so fucking hot.

My dick is uncomfortable when she works on my legs. The way she stretches and moves me tugs it against the tight fabric. I still don’t adjust it because she’s staring at it while she works. I stare at her tits. When she leans forward to stretch my leg up, the cute rounds look like they want to escape her dress. Lauren has been bold and flirty today, but when we make eye contact over my cock, I see the old Mrs. C. She smiles shyly and looks away.

I tremble when her fingers trail up my leg, glancing just past my cock, when she moves on to my upper body. I hope she understands that she can’t have it both ways. Lauren can’t be the shy, shocked neighborhood mom but also the teasing vixen. She can’t pull the I’m the grown-up, and you have to listen to me card while she’s admiring my cock. Okay, I take that last part back. I love it when Lauren plays the I’m the grown-up card while lusting for my dick. I want her to be a hot, slutty MILF.

Lauren rubs my chest, and while I wish she didn’t push and poke so hard, it still feels good, and I’m distracted by her tits again anyway. They’re so close now, and I love how they move without a bra. She’s constantly moving to touch me somewhere, and they sway and jiggle with her every movement. Studying them like this makes me question again if Lauren got some help up there. They don’t quite move like I’d expect for a woman her age, and maybe they’re a little too perfect. Her nipples are high points on those perfect globes. I’m not complaining. All I want to do is suck those hard tips.

“Enjoying yourself?” she asks, catching me staring at her tits. She smiles. Lauren is embarrassed when I catch her looking but proud when she catches me.

“Can’t you tell?” I smirk because it annoys her. I like being caught. I want Lauren to know I want to fuck her. She looks at my cock. I can tell it’s involuntary. I make it twitch for her. She quickly looks away.

It’s even better when she moves up to work on my head and neck. Those perky softballs are right over my face. I’m in the perfect position to see how high and proud they sit. One of these days, I’ll work up the nerve to ask if she got her tits done. I can’t believe I mostly kept my eyes closed the first time she worked on me.

I moan when she presses them into the top of my head. They’re so warm and soft and feel natural. I snuggle into them, and she doesn’t pull away. Her hands slide down my chest, and her tits rest on my forehead. I swear Lauren isn’t massaging my abs but caressing them. I kept it pretty tight, working out almost every day. I bet she hasn’t touched a guy like me in a long time. I know Coach’s dad bod looks soft.

Fuck it. I tilt my head back. I strain my neck, but I get my face nestled right in her warm tits. Fuck, it feels nice. I rub, and I swear she rubs back. Her hands stretch lower. My breath catches when I think she’s reaching for my cock. Just grab it, Lauren! The stretch presses her soft pillows harder into my face. I’d suffocate if they were bigger.

Lauren doesn’t grab me. She pulls back and holds my head in both hands, twisting it back into place. My heart races. “Stretch your neck like that again, and you’re going to undo all of my hard work.” Her fingers dig into the back of my neck.

“Then I can come back and have you fix it.”

“Do you think you can just keep coming here forever, Dylan? Relax, give me your neck.”

“Maybe. I feel so much better since you’ve been taking care of me, Lauren.”

She catches my smirk and smiles back. “I haven’t taken care of you at all…”

I swear she stops just short of adding, yet…

“No woman makes me feel like you do, Lauren.”

“That’s sweet.” She roughs my hair like I’m a kid. I don’t want her to see me that way or think of me as sweet. The things I want to do to Mrs. C are anything but sweet. She sets my head back on the table and adds, “I think we’re done for today, Dylan. You can take a minute before you get up.

I catch her wrist when she tries to walk away. Her eyes are wide when she turns back.

“Oh, we’re not done, Lauren. You know that. We’re not done until I’m taken care of.”

Lauren tries to tug her wrist free, but I’ve got her. She looks worried, but there’s fire in her eyes. It’s on.
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Dylan

“Let go of my wrist.” Lauren is stern.

“Do you understand we’re not done?” I don’t shrink from her gaze.

“I won’t stop you if you want to jerk off.”

“That’s very nice of you.” I chuckle. “We’re past that, Lauren.”

“Past what?” She’s stopped trying to pull away.

“Pretending that you’re not as into this as I am.”

Lauren’s mouth opens but closes without a word. Did she realize I wouldn’t believe a lying denial? Instead, she whispers, “Dylan…”

“Admit you like it, and I’ll let you go.”

I sit up and our bodies are touching. My balls swell. It goes unsaid that I would just let her go if she pushed it. I’m not interested in making her do anything. I know I don’t have to anyway. Lauren’s eyes search mine. What is she looking for? I move her hand close to my cock. She looks down and pulls against my grasp. I’m about to let her go when she kisses me.

A lot of girls have kissed me. I usually kiss first, but once that happens, they’re always free to go for it. None of them has kissed me the way Lauren does. She moans when our lips crash together like she’d been aching to do it the entire time. I wish she hadn’t held back. My hand on her slender waist holds her against me. Her free hand holds my head. I groan when her nails rake through my hair. Her tongue slips past my lips. It’s the kind of kiss that sizzles through me and leaves me sweaty.

I place her hand on my dick. She lightly grasps it, but the spell is broken. Lauren pulls back, leaving me dizzy. I let her wrist slip from my hand.

“Take care of it, Dylan. I want you to.”

Lauren hands me the oil from her shelf and retreats to her desk chair. It’s even closer than last time. I know this is the only admission she’ll give me. I’ll take it. I shimmy out of my shorts, and they drop to the floor. She hungrily eyes my dick.

I’m oiling my shaft when she begins unbuttoning without me asking. Her pretty yellow dress opens to the waist. Lauren takes the wide straps from her shoulders and folds the dress down, completely exposing those glorious tits. She’s not teasing this time. Her pale nipples are tight little points with hardly any pink around them. All I want to do is tease them. I stop oiling my dick because I might blow my load.

“Take off your shirt,” she demands.

“Yes, ma’am.”

The oil bottle slips from my hands when I try to set it down, and she leans forward to catch it. Her tits brush my leg. We both feel the current that passes between us. She leans back, and I smile when I take off my shirt. Lauren responds by oiling her perfect rounds. Ohmyfuckinggod! This can’t be real. Both hands slip all over her pale, freckle-dusted chest. I barely hear her moan when fingers slide across her sharp, pink tips. Her tits are shiny, even in the pale mood lighting of her massage shed.

“Do it,” she says, watching me while she caresses her breasts.

“Fuck…yes, ma’am.”

I slowly stroke it, keeping a light touch. This is going to last as long as I can make it. I can’t imagine anything more perfect—unless my cock was actually in her MILFy mouth or pussy. I’m beginning to think that’s a possibility. I never dreamed Mrs. C would put on a show for me oiling her tits. She’s breathing heavily, constantly looking from my cock to my face.

“You want it…ahhh…” I accuse.

Lauren answers with a smile and a moan when she flicks both tight tips. Her tremble tells me she likes having her nipples teased. I file it away for the future.

“I love your tits…they’re so nice…I…want…”

“What do you want?” she gasps.

I really want to slide my cock between those cute, oily tits, but I won’t say that. I’m afraid it’s too much. I wish I knew precisely what Lauren wants. I’d happily give it to her. Instead, I tell her, “Pinch those nips…show me what you like…ahhh fuck, Lauren…”

“Dylan…”

Her eyes close, and she tries to grab her tits hard, but her hands slip all over the place. Seems like she’s not used to oiling them up. I guess it’s not Coach’s thing. I’m honored she did it for me. Her long, slender fingers slide back and forth over her nipples like she’s strumming a guitar, and she trembles with every contact. Those tips flush darker pink. Her sweet lips part, moans escaping.

“Uhnnn…yesss…Lauren…”

Lauren’s eyes blaze into me when they open. Her voice is low and husky. “Stroke it, Dylan… Harder…”

I grip it tighter. Pump harder. Desire for my favorite MILF drips from the end. Fuck, I want her to lick it off! Would she do it if I asked? My balls twitch, and I stop thinking about it. Can’t come yet…

“I want you, Lauren… I need you…”

“Mmmm…you can take care of it…honey…”

“Ahhh…not like you…love it when you touch me…”

“Pump it, honey… Show me how much you like it…”

Lauren puts a pretty, bare foot up on the edge of the massage table beside me. She’s so close that her leg is bent. She watches me while she pulls her dress back to expose her thighs. My heart races. I pray she skipped the panties, too, when she parts her thighs, but a scrap of black lace hides the promised land. I’ll take it. I loosen my grip on my cock, or I’d blow my load all over her.

“Do you like this, Dylan?” Her legs spread wider. She almost panting.

“Ahhh…yeah…I want…”

I touch her leg instead of finishing, to touch you. Her calf is so smooth but tight as hell. Lauren is one fit MILF. It’s the first time I’m really touching her—caressing her—and it’s incredible.

“I didn’t say…ohhh…you could touch me…mmm…Dylan…”

“Can I?”

“May I, Dylan,” she corrects, always the authority figure. It melts my brain. So fucking hot…

“May I touch you, Mrs. C?”

“Okay…but only because you’re behaving…mmm…”

Lauren doesn’t know the half of it. If I didn’t respect her so much—hell, maybe I even love her after all these years—she would be bent over this massage table getting railed. I’d spank that tight little ass and make her shout my name.

But like a boy put in his place, I settle for stroking her calf and watching Lauren play with her tits. I could do that so much better for her. But watching it is crazy hot. She gathers them in her hands, flicks the tips, and moans constantly. Lauren is making herself crazy. I bet she’s fucking soaked. I could find out if I just slid my hand up her leg. I tentatively move higher.

“Dylan…don’t stop…ohhh…” My heart nearly explodes when I think she’s telling me to touch her pussy, but she keeps speaking. “Ohhh…don’t stop stroking it…don’t you…don’t you need to come, honey? Ohhh, make it come, Dylan…”

I’m so focused on touching her leg and watching Lauren play with her tits that I’m just holding my dick, not pumping it. I had to stop anyway, or she would already be covered in goo. Does she want that? She’s so close. Lauren didn’t complain when my load caught her in the leg last time. Could I shoot high enough to hit her tits? I know what could make me come that hard.

“I do, but I’m having too much fun…”

“Ohhh, honey…you have to…you have to finish…”

I use her leg to pull Lauren just a little closer. I give my cock a tug and nearly let loose, painting her.

“You know what I need. Your hands are so good. If you want me to finish…”

Lauren looks stunned. She had to see this coming at some point. Being a MILF means she’s a grown woman. She couldn’t think I was just going to jerk off for her entertainment forever, could she? I was going to at least ask her to do that.

“Do you…ahhh…need my help, Dylan, with your…”

“Yeah, with my cock, Mrs. C. Will you help me? Will you help with my cock? It’s so hard. It hurts.”

I watch the role play sizzle through Lauren. Maybe she didn’t see this coming, but she fucking loves it. I see it pushing all her buttons. Benji’s mom is a kinky little bitch. I love it. I still respect her, but now I see her for the dirty MILF she is. I just pray I can hold out long enough to really enjoy it.

“Ahhh, poor honey. It does look so hard. Okay, I’ll give you a hand.”
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Dylan

Lauren stops groping her tits and closes her slick hand around my shaft. Oh, sweet fuck! Fuck yes! She doesn’t grab it too tightly but gives it a light tug. It’s almost enough. Lauren almost gets her reward right then. I grunt and hold my breath, hoping it keeps me from blasting her.

Lauren smiles. She knows she’s in control, and she likes it. Me too. “Is this what you need, Dylan? Does this feel good, honey?”

“Fuuuck yesss…oh yesss…Mrs. C…”

“Don’t curse, young man.”

She tugs my shaft. I see stars, and my balls draw tighter. Her slender fingers feel delicate, but her grip is firm. Lauren knows how to handle a cock.

“Yes, ma’am. Sorry, ma’am.” I’m moaning so hard my chest is tight, and the words stutter out. “Ohhh god…Mrs. C…ohmygod…”

Lauren leans in, close enough that she could blow me. I might die if that happens. I’ve never wanted a woman more. I’m aching to come, but I fight it. Both her hands caress my cock. Resistance is nearly impossible.

“I feel how tense you are, honey. It’s okay to let go. I want you to release. I want you to come for me, Dylan.”

“You want it, Mrs. C?”

“Yes, honey. I want it for you. You need to finish. Be a good boy and finish for me, honey…”

“Ahhh fuck…yes ma’am…ahhh fuck…Lauren…”

Both hands work my cock. She doesn’t jerk it quickly. Lauren is slow and methodical like she knows how to wring every ounce of pleasure out of my cock. I think she enjoys playing with it. I wonder what Coach is packing because Lauren looks like she’s never played with a big one before. Her oil-slick hands work in opposite directions, twisting while she pumps my shaft. This is no lazy handjob. I’m getting worked on by a pro. Lauren works my cock like she’s done it hundreds of times. Thinking about that is sexy as hell.

“Uhnnn…uhnnn…ahhh…Lauren…”

“That’s it, honey…come for me…come for Mrs. C…do it, Dylan…”

Lauren’s pushing every button. This MILF wants my cum! Calling herself Mrs. C is a nice touch. A nicer touch is when she cups my shaved balls. She massages them—almost too roughly—and it’s incredible. Lauren is experienced enough to know the boys need attention, too. Yet another reason why an experienced MILF is so much hotter than girls my age.

“Do it, Dylan…let go…come for me, honey…” Her voice is husky. She’s as excited as I am, but no one is touching her. I’ll help her get off when I’m done.

A finger slides lower and rubs my taint. That’s enough for Lauren to get her wish. I grunt her name, and it all rushes out of me. The first blast stains her pretty yellow dress. She moves closer and grips my shaft harder. Lauren pumps my cock like milking me is her job. When I realize she’s aiming me, my brain melts. It all comes out in a torrent, gushing all over her perfect, perky tits.

“Ahhh fuck…ahhh fuck…Lauren…Mrs. C…you’re…”

“Yesss…do it…” she hisses. “Come on my tits, Dylan…come all over them, honey…ohgod yesss…”

Lauren squeezes my balls like she needs to know she got it all. Her aggressive pumping continues after I finish shooting, and it kind of hurts, but I’ll never tell her to stop touching my cock. She stares at it like she’s thinking, There must be more! I’m a bit diminished because I’ve been jerking off a lot, but I still gave her a pretty big load. Her tits are coated.

“Oh god…fuck me, Mrs. C…you’re…”

My voice breaks her trance, and she looks up from my dick. She keeps stroking it one-handed, keeping me from going fully soft. Lauren’s smile is wicked. She knows what a nasty, dirty MILF she is. She told me to be a good boy, but she’s been very bad. If she were a girl my age, I’d put her over my knee, but that wouldn’t seem right. Mrs. C is the only one who should be doing the spanking. Do I even want that?

Lauren keeps smiling at me and rubs my jizz into her tits, sliding it across her nipples. Goddamit, fuck me! If she tastes it, I’ll lose my mind.

“Do you feel better now, Dylan?”

I laugh. “I’ve never felt better in my life. You really do have magic hands.”

“I pride myself on satisfied clients.” She laughs, too.

“But you don’t satisfy them like this.”

“No, I don’t. You’re special, Dylan.”

“I feel special, Lauren. But you’re not satisfied.”

I reach for her, stretching forward, but she pushes my hand away before I get it between her legs. I’d persist, but in this position, she pulls my cock when she moves. Lauren is in control.

“I’ll take care of that.”

“Do you always take care of it after our sessions, Lauren?”

She looks away.

“Let me see it. I want to see you do it. Please, Mrs. C. I’ve been a good boy.”

“Dylan…”

“It’s only fair.”

Lauren gives me an oh, alright look, but I know she wants to do it. She likes me looking at her. That’s become obvious. She’s not doing it for me. I smile encouragingly.

“Please, Mrs. C, I really want to see it.”

Without releasing my cock, she presses fingers to her panties. Her deep moan when she rubs is the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard. The panties press into her slit, clinging to her lips, while she slowly rubs up and down. She pumps my cock at the same speed she rubs her cunt. I pretend we’re fucking. Damn, it’s hot. I’m getting hard again.

“Ahhh…ahhh…ohhh…”

Her moans are quiet, like she’s trying to hold back. I don’t want her to. I’m hard enough again to flex it in her hand. She moans louder. I rub her leg again, caressing her calf, but I’m careful not to reach above her knee. I don’t want Lauren to shut this down. She breathes harder. My balls ache again. All I want to do is fuck her. Would she let me? Maybe she would. Lauren looks to be in desperate need of a hard fucking. Her fingers can’t be enough.

I act on instinct. I wouldn’t have done any of this if I’d thought it through. Her pretty bare footrests on the edge of the table beside me. I’ve seen it flexing from the corner of my eye while she rubs her pussy. I take it up and kiss it. Her cute toenails are painted electric blue. Lauren looks shocked. I think this is a first for both of us. I’ve never been into girls’ feet before.

“Come for me, Mrs. C…I need to see you do it…I bet it’s so hot…”

“Ahhh…Dylan…god…yesss, honey…oh god…”

Lauren wiggles her toes, and I know what she wants. I suck those perfect little digits. I’m so into it. I feel like I’m making love to her foot. I suck like it’s her tit, sliding my tongue between her toes.

“Ohmygod…fuck…Dylan…”

I stare unashamedly. Her mouth hangs open, she gasps and moans, and stares back like she can’t believe this is happening. That makes two of us. I need to memorize every second of this. I wish I could get my phone, but Lauren would kill me. She’s flushed from her forehead to her waist. Her nips are darker than ever. I so want to play with them, even if they’re coated with my cum. Lauren reaches into her panties. Her fingers are covered with my jizz too. Is she too horny to realize she’s rubbing all over her cunt? Fuck, my cum is inside her now. It’s almost as hot as if I put it there myself. I wish I could see. I just want to rip her panties off! She reaches deep, and I know she’s shoved fingers into her pussy. I want to think she takes all of them. Get my cum deep inside you, Mrs. C!

“Ahhh…ahhh…Dylan…ahhh fuck…honey…fuck…”

“Do it! Fucking come for me! I know you need it! Fucking come for me! I know you want to show me! Uhnnn…dammit…Mrs. C…please come…”

My aggressive tone startles both of us, but it pushes Lauren over the edge. Her eyes close, and her chest heaves, shoving her tits at me. I thought she’d scream or something, but what comes is a quiet roar, like a great release. Lauren trembles and seizes like she’s losing control of her body. She nearly kicks my teeth in. Her orgasm is terrible and beautiful, like watching a tornado.

“Uhnnn…Dylan…ohhh god…ahhh…yesss, honey…”

“Uhnnn fuck…Lauren…”

I come out of nowhere. I’m never this quick when I already have one release under my belt. Lauren inspires me. If I ever do get to fuck her, I’d better last longer than this. My second load isn’t nearly as large as my first. Three quick spurts stain her dress again, and that’s all I have. Lauren pumps me like she demands more, like her orgasm deserves better. It does, but this is all I have to offer. She finally drops my cock, which is good. I’m getting sore. She rests her leg on the table beside me.

“Ohmygod, Dylan…oh god…” she gasps, struggling to catch her breath. Lauren laughs, and it’s beautiful. “What did we just do, honey?”

“We enjoyed ourselves. Christ, I can’t believe you made me come twice. You are so fucking hot when you come, Lauren.”

“Thanks, I think. I know you think this is great, and it was, I won’t bullshit you, but this has gotten completely out of hand, honey. I let it get out of hand.”

I hate that her doubts are creeping in already. I love that she’s a responsible adult and cares about me, but I care about her, too, and I’m also an adult. Lauren is not taking advantage of me.

“We’re just having fun. I understand that. Please, don’t worry about me. We’re two consenting adults, Lauren.”

Her look says, Are we? I’m a bit hurt. She’s handled my cock multiple times now. I’d hoped we were past Lauren seeing me as a kid. She sighs.

“I know, but there’s so many things wrong with this, Dylan. You’re a smart kid. You have to see that. First of all, I don’t do this. I don’t fool around with clients. It’s so unethical. I’m not a happy ending massage girl.”

“I haven’t paid you. Technically, I’m not a client.”

“Haha. Very funny. My husband coached you in baseball. You’re Benji’s friend. I should not be fooling around with a twenty-one-year-old kid. I’ve known you forever, Dylan. It’s so wrong.”

“I’ve wanted you forever, Lauren. It feels so right to me. Or maybe I know it’s wrong, but I don’t care. Maybe that makes it even hotter.”

Her eyes narrow, asking, Are you serious? But deep down, I see that she feels it, too. Part of Lauren also likes this because it’s wrong. She finally says, “And I’m married. That should matter.”

Funny how being married is her last concern. Lauren isn’t happy with Coach. She can’t be. She’s a good person, so none of this would have happened if she was in a happy marriage. And I want her so badly. I just don’t care. I’ll live with being a bad person if I get this.

“It should, but here we are. We both want this. Don’t pretend otherwise.”

“Doesn’t it matter that it’s wrong? People will be hurt if they find out. Your mother will kill me.”

“No one will find out, Lauren. What happens in the shed stays in the shed.”

“You’re a funny kid, Dylan. But we can’t. We shouldn’t.”

Lauren tells me we can’t while my cum is drying on her tits, and her hand is still in her panties, rubbing it into her pussy. She still trembles with the aftershocks of her orgasm. She doesn’t want to stop any more than I do. I slide off the table and kneel in front of her. She flinches when I touch her hips, but I know she’s afraid of herself. Afraid of what she wants.

“If you won’t schedule me again, this is over. I don’t want to make you do anything. But I need another appointment, Lauren.”

“Your back is fine.”

“I need to see you here again.” My hands move to hold her face. Lauren puts her hands over mine. One is slick from the oil, the other is sticky from her cunt. I want to suck her fingers clean.

“Dylan…”

“Will you put me on your schedule?”

It’s the longest pause of my life. Generations pass. Finally, Lauren smiles.

“I’ll see where I can fit you in.”

I kiss her, and when her tongue seeks mine, I know Lauren is all in.
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Lauren

I lost my mind the last time with Dylan. I can admit that. I let him come back because I thought I could control it. That was naive. I saw how much he wanted me, and I couldn’t control anything.

Why did I stop and watch the first time Dylan jerked off? I insisted I was just stunned that he would do it right in front of me, but I liked it. I liked knowing I made him hard, or I wouldn’t have run inside to masturbate.

I honestly thought I could control the situation the second time I saw Dylan. He could jerk off if it came to that again, and I’d just leave. But I was already lying to myself. I dressed up for him, didn’t I? I wanted him to want me. And when I saw how hard I made him, I wanted to see him come. I earned it. I showed him my tits because I wanted to.

I dressed for him the third time, too, but I barely pretended I wasn’t interested—at first. I was thrilled to see Dylan hard, and he knew it. He was proud that he turned me on. I was eager to show him my body. I thrilled when we kissed. And feeling his cum on my leg made my pussy throb. I knew I shouldn’t see him again because I liked being dirty too much. I couldn’t help myself.

Dylan’s lust is like a drug that ignites my own. I’m not proud of that. I know it’s so wrong, and I will be a pariah if anyone ever finds out about what we’ve been doing. Dylan said, What happens in the shed stays in the shed. Can I truly trust that?

It’s my fault things have gone this far. I don’t put any blame on Dylan. He’s a horny twenty-one-year-old. I don’t understand it, but I guess I’ve been his crush for years. Many young men have that older woman who gives them their first stirrings. I’m her for Dylan. I don’t understand it, but I can’t deny it feels good. Especially after years of indifference from my husband. God, how am I doing this with one of his players? I should be strung up.

I can’t stop it now because I don’t want to. I need my fix of Dylan’s hard, young body. What a terrible cliché I am. I’ve booked Dylan to come to my massage studio again today. I’ve blocked out the whole afternoon because I know what will happen. I know precisely what bringing him here again means. I’m no longer in denial.

Dylan isn’t coming for a treatment this time. He’s coming for me. And god help me, he’ll have me. All of me.
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I watch Dylan arrive from the house. It’s empty. I intentionally chose a time when I knew no one would be home. My family knows my treatments generally last an hour and might wonder why Dylan is here longer. Once he goes into my studio, I text: Get comfortable. I’ll be right over.

Neither of us expects this to be a regular treatment, and I’m not pretending it is this time. If this afternoon turns out to be what I expect, I want it to live up to my expectations—and Dylan’s. He’s built this vision of me up for a long time. I feel pressure to make his fantasy a reality.

The houses in our neighborhood are far enough apart and have privacy fences, so I don’t worry about being seen when I walk from the house to my studio. I still feel strange strutting across the walkway from the patio to my studio dressed like this. And I do strut. It’s part of working up my confidence for Dylan. I don’t know how I’ll stand before him dressed like this if I don't. I still can’t believe I’m wearing this at all. I also need the practice walking in these heels without feeling foolish. I never wear four-inch stilettos.

I open the door and find him already on my table.

I’d left the lights in my studio dimmer than usual, but Dylan has turned them back up. He wants to see me. When I get a look at him, I lose self-consciousness about my outfit. Do I look ridiculous, like a middle-aged woman trying too hard? I’m just thrilled I see him so well.

Dylan is on his back on my massage table, wearing nothing but a pillowcase. Many massage places that expect you to undress encourage you to place a towel over your privates. I don’t want clients to disrobe, and I don’t have those towels in my studio. Dylan must have decided one of the clean pillowcases on the shelf would do the job.

Ohmygod! His body is magnificent, and he knows it. Dylan’s hands are behind his head, flexing his chest, and he’s smiling. I can’t argue with his pride. The kid is cut. I was with some hot guys when I was his age, but never anyone built like him.

Every muscle is perfectly defined but not overly inflated, like he’s wasting his life in a gym. Touching is my work, but I want to run my hands all over his body. I crave the feeling of his hard body against mine. I can only imagine what it would feel like to be pressed to him. My husband was never built like Dylan—not that we touch anymore. And then there’s the centerpiece. There’s a slight, pulsing rise in the pillowcase covering Dylan.

“Oh, hey, Lauren. I was starting to think this was a prank.”

Dylan’s words screech to a halt when he looks at me. That smile is wiped right off his face. His mouth keeps working, but nothing comes out. The pillowcase rises quickly. I can’t describe the glow I get from seeing a twenty-one-year-old stud look at me like that. I am his wet dream. My core tightens, and I must resist throwing myself on top of him.

“Fuck…Lauren…wow…”

“Are you okay, Dylan?” I’m the one with the cocky smile now. I don’t feel like I’m trying too hard at all. I work hard on my body—I’ve been running like crazy to deal with all the sexual frustration—and I know I can pull off this outfit. If any forty-five-year-old woman can pull this off, I can, but it’s gratifying to have Dylan confirm it.

“I might need you to pinch me because you can’t be real.”

“Pinching isn’t usually part of my treatment, but you have me doing a lot of new things, so I think I can work it in there. But this isn’t a dream, Dylan.” I look at his groin. The pillowcase is rising even higher. “And it better not be a wet dream.”

“Not yet, anyway. Fuck, Lauren. Do you see a lot of clients in that?”

“Only the very special ones. The best tippers,” I answer, walking closer and trying to look sexy in these impossible heels.

“I’m ready to empty my bank account.”

“You’d have to start paying me to tip me.”

“I would, but you’re priceless, Lauren.”

“That’s sweet, but you couldn’t pay me now, anyway. That would make me a whore.”

Like I’m not one already, I think. A married woman fooling around with a much younger man is very much a whore in my world, whether she takes money or not. The neighborhood moms won’t hesitate to call me whore if this ever gets out. I wish playing with fire wasn’t such a turn-on.

Dylan touches my lacy hip like he can’t believe I’m real. This doesn’t feel real to me, either. I squirm away when his fingers travel up my side.

“Ticklish, good to know.”

“Don’t even think about it. I know so many ways to hurt you.”

“I like it when you hurt me, Mrs. C,” Dylan smirks.

“Be careful what you wish for, honey.”

Dylan tries to get up from the table. “I need to get my phone. I need a picture of this. Of you. Lauren, you’re so incredible.”

“Over my dead body. I’m not letting you have a picture of me like this. I’m not that crazy. You’ll just have to keep it in your head.”

I step back and let him look at me. Dylan looks ready to pounce. I’m glad he approves because I spent a lot of time choosing this outfit—not to mention the cost of it.

It’s all new, except for the bra and panties. I bought this set years ago, hoping it would entice my husband to show some interest. That was when all the extra straps started appearing on lingerie. It’s slutty red, and straps form a lattice that pushes my boobs up into the see-through lace cups. My tits do look amazing in it. Dylan would die if he had a clear view. But I’m not rushing. I’ve earned a moment to drink in his admiration.

“Never in a million years did I think I’d ever see you in anything like that. I mean, it’s incredible that you even have it.”

I won’t ruin the illusion by telling him it wasn’t just hanging in my closet, although he might like to know I bought it just for him. He should think I’m the kind of woman with a red, see-through lace dress hanging in my closet rather than the truth that I’m just another suburban mom with drawers full of athleisure and sweats. I like Dylan thinking I’m the former and not just the latter.

“Are you ready for your treatment, Dylan?”

He laughs, and it’s full-throated like he’s heard the best joke. “Are we really doing that, Lauren? Are we going to pretend I’m here to be worked on?”

“I’m not pretending anything. I give treatments in this space, and that’s what you’ll get. Remember?” I stand over him, arms crossed, with my best stern parent face on. I feel silly, but Dylan likes it when I take charge like a grown-up. “I take my work very seriously. You can leave if you can’t do that, too.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he replies, a tremble in his voice. Dylan is tense as steel cable. He looks like he still can’t believe I’m here like this, and this is happening. That makes two of us.

“Now, Dylan, are you ready for your treatment?” I trail my nails over his perfect abs. I my nails short for work, but I painted them to match my outfit. I love the way it makes him tremble. He swallows hard.

“Yes, ma’am. I’m at your mercy.”
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Dylan

Lauren must be testing me. Is she trying to test my resolve to behave? Or is she trying to see how long I’ll last when she comes in looking like sex on a stick? Either way, I’m losing my mind. Even after everything she’s done, everything that’s happened between us, I still can’t believe this fortysomething MILF has shifted into full-on cougar mode. It’s so not her, but I fucking love it.

I want to know if she had this outfit or bought it for me. Fuck, I hope she bought it for me. But I can see Lauren dressing up in this for Coach to get the romance going on date night. No way that he appreciated it as much as I do if that happened. I’m afraid I’m going to come the second she gets near my dick.

Lauren’s wearing a red lace dress that’s transparent enough for me to see the matching red underwear beneath it. She’s wearing the sexiest red heels I’ve ever seen. They let her toes peek through, and I can see her nails are painted red to match the dress. Everything about this MILF is liquid sex. I’ve had tons of fantasies about Mrs. C, but none of them were this good.

I knew today would be different when I arrived to an empty massage shed. The lights were so low I couldn’t see shit, but I knew she wasn’t in there. I turned those lights right back up—higher than Lauren ordinarily keeps them—because I need to see her. It’s always too dark in here. When I got her text, I stripped right down. I wanted to be ready for her. Nothing could prepare me for this version of Lauren.

She comes to the other side of the table and smiles down at me while touching my chest. I try to touch her back, but she pushes my hand away. I will have to show her who’s boss eventually, but it’s hot when she’s in charge. Lauren caresses my chest and touches my thigh right below the pillowcase. She hasn’t commented on my nudity yet. She’s too cool.

“You need to turn over, Dylan. I don’t start on your front. You know that.” She runs her fingers through my hair—I fucking love that—and looks like she wants to kiss me. I hold back because I want her to kiss me first.

“Yes, ma’am.” I get a shivery thrill every time I say that.

The pillowcase slips off my dick when I turn. I don’t try to catch it. Lauren looks right at it. I had doubts at first, but now I know seeing my hard, young dick makes her wet. She knows I can give her something she hasn’t had in decades. Coach is an awesome guy, but he’s not getting as hard as I can at his age. And he’s not lasting as long as me, either. She can have it if she just lets go. Or grabs on.

I’m so hard it’s painful to lay face down. The sheets that cover the table are soft enough, but my dick doesn’t want to be in this position. It wants to be in Lauren’s MILFy cunt. I find the best position and lay my arms along my sides. I’m ready for her.

Lauren is not doing bodywork today. She rubs me, but she’s not looking for problems. It feels more like when a girlfriend gives me a massage. I’m all for whatever she wants. I just love her hands on me. And then it’s not just her hands. She leans low over me, and her lacy body presses into my back. I groan when her tits crush against me. Lauren doesn’t quite lay on me but rubs against me. My cock twitches. I’m too close to coming. She’s going to need to change this sheet.

“Does this feel good, honey?” Her lips are right by my ear, and her hot breath on my neck makes me tremble. Oh fuck!

“Yeah, Lauren…really fucking good…”

“Better than my regular treatments?” Her lips brush my neck. I badly need to fuck her.

The question feels like a trap. I’m not going to tell Lauren her real bodywork isn’t good, but this feels fucking great. She pushes a hand between my thighs and grabs my dick. I grunt when she tugs it.

“Everything you do…is fucking…amazing…goddam…”

“Slow down, honey. If you come all over my table, you’ll have to clean it up.” The taunt is intimate when she whispers it in my ear.

“Not my…uhnn…fault…if you’re…doing that…awww fuck…”

I’m right there, but Lauren squeezes my shaft hard—painfully hard—and I’m stopped cold. A woman with her experience knows how to control a dick.

“Don’t waste it, Dylan.”

“Ahhh…Lauren…”

“Shhh…breathe, honey. Slow down and relax. We don’t need to rush.”

Lauren releases my shaft, and I deflate into the table. My cock still feels like it could go off at any second, but the immediate danger is over. She caresses and massages my head. This part feels like a real treatment. The tension drains from my body. Fuck, Lauren is so perfect! What is it like to fuck a woman who knows how to manipulate your body so well? I desperately need to find out.

My tranquility is short-lived. Lauren climbs onto the table and straddles my back. She’s gotten up on the table before when she needed leverage, but it’s all different now. Her soft, bare thighs squeezing my back make my pulse race again. She leans forward to rub my shoulders. Lauren used to keep her weight off me, but this time, I feel the damp heat between her thighs when she rubs against me.

“I need you to release your tension, Dylan.” Her voice is a low, seductive coo. Lauren used to order me around when she worked on me.

“All of my tension is in one place,” I groan.

“Where is that?”

Her wet pussy on my back demands all my attention. Lauren grinds me like she wishes I was flipped over and she could really ride me.

“You know.”

She’s low on my body again, lying on top of me. The friction of her lacy body against mine will start a wildfire she can’t control. I hope she realizes that. Her legs are still outside of mine, and her hot cunt grinds my ass. I’ve never had a girl hump me like this before. I know she’s just doing it to torment me.

“Tell me, Dylan.” She kisses my shoulders. I tremble.

“In…my…cock…”

“Maybe I need to look at that then. I think you should turn over.”

I want nothing more than Lauren taking care of my dick, but I enjoy her pressed against me like this. I’m helpless because I’m facedown, but I don’t want it to end.

Lauren seems to float up from my back without pushing off. Her core must be so strong. Fuck, her body’s tight! That MILF is in better shape than most of the girls back at college. She pauses like she doesn’t want to leave and climbs off me.

I take a moment before I turn over to chill out and slow down. I had enough trouble holding it together when Lauren was all business. She’ll make me come in two seconds like this. Waiting was a good idea. When I turn over, she’s thrown off the lacy dress—dress is a strong word. It was lingerie—and she’s just in red underwear and heels. Oh, fuck!
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Dylan

“Is something wrong?” she asks when I freeze in place. Her confident smile proves Lauren’s transformation from everyday suburban MILF to sexy cougar vixen is complete.

“Everything’s perfect,” I reply once I recover.

The red bra pushes her tits up into transparent lace cups. It’s almost hotter than seeing her naked. The matching panties are see-thru, too, with little dots all over them. I bet it’s a thong. Seeing Lauren in the skimpy lingerie just highlights how insanely tight her MILF body is. She must be the hottest one in the neighborhood. Coach is the luckiest man on the planet. I can’t believe he lets this dime out of his sight long enough for me to slip in.

“Why aren’t you down on the table then? Don’t you want me to keep working on you?” She stands with her hands on her slim hips like she’ll punish me if I don’t do as I’m told. Yes, ma’am!

I lay flat, with my dick pulsing in the air. Lauren doesn’t try to cover it with the pillowcase again. Liquid excitement forms at the tip, threatening to drip at any moment. I already left a wet spot on her sheet. I don’t want to hear a complaint. It’s her fault.

Lauren pushes on my chest the way she usually does to feel for my trouble spots, but this is more like she’s trying to push the air out of me. I grunt when she pushes too hard, but she chides, “Don’t be a baby, Dylan. I thought you could handle this.”

“I can handle anything you’ve got, Lauren.”

I grab her ass and confirm that’s a thong. Her bare cheek is rock hard. Perfect little ass on a perfect MILF. Lauren doesn’t push my hand right away like she usually does. My confidence grows, and I give it a nice squeeze.

“What did I say about touching me, Dylan?”

“That was before,” I grin.

“What’s changed? I didn’t say you could touch me.” I swear she pushes her ass back into my hand.

“How can you blame me when you look like that? I mean, fuck, Mrs. C.”

Lauren traces over my abs, making my cock throb harder. She comes back up and flicks at my nipples with her short, crimson nails. I grunt and focus all my energy on not coming. She smiles at my strain.

“I expect you to control yourself, young man. Don’t blame the way a woman dresses for how you behave. You know that’s toxic, right?” She presses my nipples with her thumbs. My brain sizzles.

“Yes…ma’am…fuck…Mrs. C…”

Lauren looks at my cock, acknowledging it for the first time since I turned over. She’s toying with me but can’t hide the hunger in her eyes when she gazes at my thick meat. We both know she wants it. “We don’t want this to be a quick session, do we? Looks to me like you might be just about done, Dylan.”

I grab her wrists, pulling her hands off me. Lauren needs to learn she’s not the only one who can tease. I like when she gets all adult-authoritative, but a man can only handle so much teasing. She’d also better understand that just jerking off in front of her isn’t going to be enough this time.

“I bet I’m not the only one who needs to get off, am I Lauren?”

“This isn’t behaving, young man,” she replies, sounding startled that I grabbed her. She pulls against my hands, but not very hard.

“How close to being done are you?”

“Dylan, you need to…”

Before she can finish her sentence, my hand is between her thighs. Lauren has soaked through her panties. She’s even wetter than when she humped my back. I’m proud to feel the squish of her arousal when I press her lips.

“Dylan…”

“Lauren…”

“You…ahhh…have to stop…”

“Do you really want me to?”

“I…ahhh…it doesn’t…”

“I thought we were done playing games. We’re not Mrs. C and the neighborhood kid anymore, are we?”

Lauren closes her eyes, moans, and takes a deep, centering breath. They burn with a renewed determination when she opens them. The MILF smiles and grasps my cock. I admire her steel. Her body wants to give in, but her will is stronger. Girls my age just aren’t like Lauren.

“I guess we’re not. Are you going to behave, or am I going to have to finish this?”

“Maybe I can…uhnn…finish you first…”

“Behave, and I promise it will be worth it, honey.”

I want to sink my fingers deep into her cunt, but I’m intrigued. I need to know what she thinks a proper reward for behaving is. I let go of her pussy. Lauren visibly relaxes.

“Very good, Dylan. I guess I owe you a reward now.”

Lauren releases my dick, but only long enough to wheel her chair closer and sit beside the table. She’s at the perfect height to work on my cock, but she didn’t grab the oil. My mind races through possibilities, but they’re all too out there. Mrs. C is not going to suck my cock. Maybe she just wants a close-up view when I come this time.

I groan and find Lauren looking at me when she grabs my shaft at the base. Her hand barely closes around it. It’s the first time she’s just grabbed it like this. I had to ask last time. I’ve been waiting weeks for this moment. She slowly pumps me, watching my reaction, until sticky precum drips onto her fingers.

My cock has her complete focus. She stares like she’s studying it while her fist works it. Lauren has a tight grip, ensuring I won’t come until she wants me to. She squeezes and pumps for a minute, making the blood boil in my veins. I’ll take the teasing if her hand is on my dick. I study her as intently as she did me because I need to remember this forever.

Lauren slicks her grip with my oozing excitement. Her palm rubbing all over my tip makes me see stars. With her hand lubed, she slides it up and down my length. I tremble on the table, and it encourages her. She adds her other hand to stroke my cock. Both hands combined don’t cover me. Based on how she stares at it, I guess Coach doesn’t quite measure up. She adds a twist to her grip, and I grit my teeth, trying to hold back the torrent of my passion.

“Uhnn…Laur…Lauren…fuck…” I grunt.

“Do you like handjobs, Dylan?” She sounds so pleased with herself.

“Yeah…uhnn fuck…” I grip the sides of the table.

“How does this rate?”

“You’re…uhnn...the fucking…best…so fucking hot…Lauren…”

“And you’ve thought about this for a long time, haven’t you?”

“Yeah…ohhh fuck me…”

“What else have you thought about doing with me?”

“Uhnn…Lauren…fuck…I…”

“It’s okay, honey. I want to hear it. Don’t hold back. I think it’s hot.” Her voice is getting husky. She likes handling my cock and hearing how hot she is.

I’ve had so many fantasies about what I’d do to Coach’s wife if I ever got the chance. When I saw her in that bikini, I had dozens of dirty thoughts, but she’s scrambling my brain. All I can think about is the two of us in this little shed.

“I…uhnn…want to…bend…you over this table…and…uhnn...fuck the hell out of you…ahhh…”

“That’s so bad, Dylan. I don’t think you want to behave,” she moans.

“Nooo…fuck nooo…”

“You don’t want me to behave either. You want me to do dirty, wrong things…”

“Uhnn…Lauren…Mrs. C…you’re a dirty…fucking…MILF…we both know it…”

Lauren closes her eyes and moans. She can’t deny it because she’s not a liar. Weeks ago, she would have put me off or run away, but the truth is obvious when my dick fills her hands. Lauren Curry, Mrs. C, Coach’s wife, is a dirty MILF who needs a real fucking. And even though I’m about to come in her hands, I will still give it to her. I’ll give it to her even better once she’s drained that first one.

“It’s okay to let go, honey. I know you need to come. I want you to do it. Don’t you want to come for me, honey?”

“Yeah…yeah…fuck yeah…”

“Do it! Show me how much you want me, honey. Let it go! Give it to me, Dylan! Come for me, honey! Show me your big load!”

“Fuck…fuck…ohhh fuck…Mrs. C…ahhh…”

I’ve been hard for days thinking about this very moment, and I haven’t been jerking it because I wanted a big load for Lauren. I have exactly what this MILF is begging for. It’s almost hard to release it after holding back for so long, but then she massages my balls, and it all comes screaming out of me.

“Fuck…FUCK!”

The first blast streaks across her cheek. I swear Lauren aimed it at her face when she knew I was there. The second catches her full in the face because she’s descending on me, clamping her mouth over my head. Oh fuck, she’s drinking my cum. Oh fuck, it’s too much! Lauren doesn’t start bobbing on it but keeps her lips locked around me and sucks hard while her fist pumps my shaft.

Lauren has a cute little mouth, but her lips are stretched obscenely wide around my fat meat, distorting them. I kept blasting, draining my balls into her mouth, and the hungry MILF keeps swallowing. How many of the guys on the team dreamed of this moment back in the day? Mrs. C sucks like she loves jizz. I know girls who swallow, but none of them love it like this MILF. She keeps up that suction until I’ve given her all of it. Even then, she licks the tip to ensure she has it all. When Lauren lets go, she really lets go.

“Oh my god, you’re incredible, Lauren. That’s so fucking good,” I encourage, stroking her pretty brown hair. It’s pulled back in a clip, which I knock askew, adding more loose strands to what already cascades down around her face.

Lauren slowly pulls off me, rubbing her lips all over the head before licking it. I want to come again, but even I’m not that fast. Although, all her loving attention has kept my cock from going totally soft.

“Was that what you needed, honey?” she asks, still stroking me. She’s so beautiful with her cheeks all flushed like this.

“It’s a start. Did you get what you wanted, Lauren?”

She smiles and echoes, “It’s a start.”
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Lauren

I roll my tongue around in my mouth, deciding how this fresh, twenty-one-year-old jizz tastes. I’ve always swallowed. It seems silly not to. Of course, I wasn’t blowing Dylan and didn’t have to, but I was overcome with an inexplicable urge to have him come in my mouth. Maybe I just wanted to show off that I was just as dirty as he’s convinced I am.

Dylan tastes good—as good as cum can taste. And there was so much of it! He’s fit and has a good diet, which makes a difference. His load has a sweet undertone my husband never had, even when he was younger and fit. Not that I’d have any idea how his load tastes now. I could grow to like tasting Dylan. It’s a heady cocktail.

I don’t know what happens next. I didn’t think past dressing up and teasing him. Intentionally, I think. I didn’t want to consider what would likely happen, what I want to happen. Dylan likes me to be in charge and he’s let me tease, but he’s pushed back when it’s too much. I like that.

Dylan sits up, and I realize I’ve still been stroking his cock without even thinking about it. Now that I’ve really touched it, I can’t stop. It’s even more impressive up close. He’s thicker than I thought. My hands seem tiny against it. I’m aching to feel what he’d be like inside me. He slides back, taking his cock away from me.

“I think it’s time to start paying you back, Lauren.”

“Do you want my Venmo?”

“I have something better in mind. You’ve taken such good care of me. I need to return the favor.”

I smile and chuckle nervously. I want what’s coming, but I don’t know if I’ll ever be entirely comfortable hooking up with a twenty-one-year-old kid. “Did you go to massage school in the last couple of weeks without telling me, Dylan?”

Dylan slips off the table, bends down to hold my face, and kisses me. It’s deep, his tongue probing my mouth, and I kiss back with the intensity of a princess who’s been waiting for him all my life. Maybe he has freed me from a spell of passionless monotony. I’m impressed. My husband never kissed me after I sucked his dick, let alone let him come in my mouth. I don’t remember any guys from my youth doing it. These young people today are much freer.

I hold his forearms and battle his tongue back into his mouth with my own. Dylan gently tugs, and I stand. I’m turned and sat on the massage table. My feet don’t touch the floor. He caresses down my neck and over my shoulders, dragging my bra straps down. Dylan’s touch is surprisingly gentle for such a big, strong athlete. My bra serves up my breasts when he folds it down to expose them.

“Ahhh…Dylan…honey…” I moan, raking my nails through his hair when he devours my breasts.

Dylan’s kisses shift to sucking and licking, covering my perky mounds with his lips and tongue. Can he tell I have implants? They’re a little more obvious naked. Most of my friends couldn’t tell when I first did it, but he’s apparently studied my body over the years. His sloppy kisses gradually zero in on my throbbing tips, which are tight points begging for his attention. His tongue lashing sends tremors through me.

“Ahhh god…Dylan…yesss…honey…ohhh yesss…”

“Your tits are fucking perfect,” he moans between kisses, groping them through my bra.

I reach back and unhook the bra. I’d like to leave the lingerie on because it’s so pretty—and I look good in it—but it’s in his way. Dylan separates long enough for me to shrug off the bra and returns with renewed ferocity. He mashes my rounds with his big, strong hands and latches on, intensely suckling me. I nearly climax when he draws out my nipple and lashes it with his tongue. A guy who knows what he’s doing can drive me crazy teasing my tits.

Dylan presses my panties into my pussy. A throb races through me, and I push back. I’m past denying what I want. His feasting on my tits and rubbing my covered mound send me rushing toward an orgasm. I’m not usually this easy to get off from foreplay, but I can’t even remember the last time another person made me come. I’m desperate for attention. That attention coming from a young stud just makes it hotter.

“God, you’re soaked, Lauren. So damn wet…”

“Yesss…god…Dylan…don’t stop, honey…”

“Yeah, you need it.”

“Yesss…yeah, I do…Dylan…ohhh…”

“Frustrating to be teased, isn’t it?”

“Don’t tease me…god Dylan…”

“I’ll make you come, Lauren…in a minute.”

“What? Ahhh god…no…”

Dylan pushes me back, turning me to lie on my massage table. It’s the first time I’ve ever laid on it. He scoots my chair to the end and roughly pulls me closer by the legs. I should take back control, but being manhandled is so hot. He wants me and isn’t shy about it. Dylan is every cougar’s dream.

Sitting, he peels my panties away and pulls my legs over his shoulders. I can’t believe what he’s going to do. That’s sad, but it’s been so long. I moan and nearly come the moment his lips touch mine. Dylan gives my pussy a long, sloppy kiss. When he pulls up, his mouth is glazed with my arousal.

“You’ve got a sweet pussy, Mrs. C. I love you’re little landing strip.” He grins widely like he’s just been given a triple-scoop ice cream cone.

Dylan dives back in, and it’s amazing. He ferociously devours my pussy. I arch my back and grab the edges of the massage table, jacking my hips to shove my needy pussy at him. His tongue strokes so deeply inside me. God, it feels like he’s fucking me with his tongue. His thumbs massage my labia while he holds me open. My panting moans grow loud and frantic.

“Are you going to come for me, Mrs. C?” He replaces his tongue with fingers when he asks.

“Yesss…oh god…yesss…”

“Do you need to come?”

“Yesss…ahhh god…I NEED TO COME!”

“Perfect,” he grins.

I howl when his tongue slips back inside me. Dylan locks in on my throbbing button, sucking and licking while his fingers pound into me. He has me right there. Twenty-one-year-old guys didn’t know how to lick me like this when I was his age. What other tricks does he have? All I know is that he’d better not be teasing. I might crush him between my thighs if he doesn’t let me come.

“Ahhh god…Dylan…honey…yesss!”

I howl when my climax hits. It’s a tidal wave, swamping me with ecstasy. I tremble and marinate in it. Dylan keeps kissing my sex, tongue lapping into my furrow to capture my juices, and my orgasm keeps rising. Such a powerful climax after only self-pleasure for so long is almost too much. I’m drunk on it.

My erotic fog blinds me to Dylan’s movements. I don’t realize he stood until he’s slipping inside me. My eyes fly open, and there he is, standing at the foot of the massage table with my ankles on his shoulders and that long, thick cock pushing into my pussy.

“Dylan…” I moan. My brain wants to stop him. I cannot fuck this young man. We’ve gone as far as I planned today. I need to maintain some shred of dignity. I can’t seem so desperate for his attention. God, I used to go to Dylan’s games, and now he’s sliding his bat into me!

It does feel like he’s pushing a baseball into my pussy. That young man is so thick. I’m insanely stretched, and he hasn’t given me all of it yet. Dylan pulls back and then pushes deeper. I don’t know if he’s teasing me or letting me adjust. How does he know my husband isn’t big, too? I almost laugh at that thought. His size hurts just a little bit, but in the best way.

Dylan grips the front of my thighs and buries it to the hilt with a grunt. I shout. My entire body throbs around him. Oh my god! I’ve never felt so full. Size doesn’t really matter for pleasure, but a big guy who knows how to use it is something special. Dylan’s confidence says he knows how to use his thick cock.

“Ahhh…my god…Dylan…”

“How are you so fucking tight?” he groans, slowly sliding in and out like he needs to adjust to me, too. He’s lucky he stopped there and didn’t add …after three kids because I would have kicked him in the head.

I’m drenched enough to handle him, but he still starts slowly. I feel so empty when he pulls back, but then my pussy sings when he stretches it again. The slow, languid fucking is delicious. His thick cock brings forth sounds I don’t think I’ve ever made before, but that could be time distorting my memory. Or it could be because I’ve never been a middle-aged married mom in a dead bedroom before. I’ve never been in such desperate need of a fucking in my life.

“Ohhh fuck, you’re good…you feel so fucking good…shit, Mrs. C…your pussy’s magical…”

“Yesss…honey…oh god…yesss…”

“Fuck…you’re a dream, Lauren…”

“Fuck me, honey…fuck me, Dylan…”

Dylan tightens his grip on my thighs and kicks into another gear. The moment he starts really pounding my pussy, my heart pounds along with it. The young man drills me with deep, powerful strokes. Dylan fucks me in a way my husband never could, even when he was that age. Watching his sculpted abs flex when he thrusts is better than any porn could be. The fit athlete takes me like a Greek god claiming a mortal woman.

My studio fills with the wet sound of my pussy trying to pull him back in when he withdraws. The squishy sex sounds are joined by my massage table rocking and straining beneath us. It wasn’t built to handle this kind of abuse. I don’t care if we break it. Being fucked by Dylan is so worth it. The athlete grunts with every thrust, and I answer with a deep moan that sounds like he’s knocking the breath out of me.

“Yesss…yeah…yeah…yeah…god…yeah…Dylan…yeah…”

“Fuck…Mrs. C…so hot…you need it…need a hard fuck…”

“Yeah…yeah…yeah…I do…Dylan…I do…”

I cry out every time his thick meat fills my tight canal. God help me. I do need it. At this moment, I need handsome young Dylan like I need oxygen. The shocks of ecstasy he pounds through me are everything.

“Knew it…knew you were a…hot little MILF…needed my big young dick…”

“Yeah…yeah…I do…I need it…I’m…your…hot…cougar…”

Sorry, but even in the throes of passion, I will not call myself a MILF. Cougar is cringy enough.

Dylan grabs me under the ass and lifts me from the table. My legs drop wide to rest on his forearms. He uses the new angle to pound me even harder. Ohmygod! I didn’t know he could go harder. His hips work with blinding speed, and Dylan drills an orgasm right out of me.

“Ahhh god! Ahh god! Yes! Yes! Ohmygod, Dylan!” I shriek.

My climax only makes him fuck me harder. I feel like he’s going to split me in half, but I’m seeing stars and sizzling with bliss, and I don’t even care. I swear, the harder Dylan fucks me, the harder I come. None of my friends in the neighborhood could handle this. Their husbands certainly couldn’t deliver it. My core strength makes me the ideal sex toy for this powerful, young stud athlete, and I’m proud. Okay, I’m proud to be Dylan’s MILF, cringy as it is.

Dylan slips out, and even though I need to catch my breath, I immediately miss him inside me. I haven’t thought beyond today, but what if I become addicted to him? He’s still rock hard and pulsing, only now his steely shaft is slick with my passion. I’d grab it, but I’m too busy trembling.

“I hope you’re not done, Lauren, because I’m just getting started,” he says. He hasn’t even broken a sweat yet.

Dylan takes me by the hips and flips me over on my massage table with my feet on the floor.
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Lauren

My butt is pulled into the air while Dylan pushes on my upper back to keep me pinned against my massage table. He doesn’t need to worry I’ll try and escape. I can’t be clearer that I want this. I want everything he has to offer. He bobs against the backs of my thighs, and every slick touch is electric. I wiggle my ass. He said he likes it. Dylan rubs my vulva between my thighs, and I tremble. The view must be obscene. I’m so slick and swollen from the first pounding he gave me.

My crazy spiked heels make me the perfect height for the big baseball player. It’s almost like I planned that. His fingers tease, and I’m afraid he’s going to make me beg for it. I hope not because I would. I don’t want to be a forty-five-year-old woman begging a twenty-one-year-old kid to fuck me, but I will. I need him. Once was not enough. Not nearly.

I could go all night when I was Dylan’s age, and he’s helped me find that youthful energy. And there he is, ending my wild thoughts. Now that he’s broken me in, Dylan slips deep inside my tamed pussy. Oh god, I so need this… I need it all day!

“Ahhh god…yesss, honey…ahhh…”

Dylan tightly grips my waist and starts right up, hard and fast. His big hands nearly encircle my waist. It’s not just his cock. I love what a large boy he is all around. We might want a sensitive man who’s a good listener, but when we fantasize about being taken, we fantasize about men like Dylan. His shaft girth feels like it’s going to turn me inside out, but I wantonly push back, eager for more.

“Uhnn god…you’re a hot little fuck, aren’t you?”

“Ahhh…fuck me…just fuck me, Dylan…ahhh god…”

His dirty talk is fun, but I don’t need it. I just need his fat dick plowing me. I grip the sides of my massage table and drive back onto his punishing shaft as hard as I can. My head hangs down, and I close my eyes, only focused on the thick piston inside me.

“Ohhh fuck, you’re horny…love how hard you fuck…you fucking need it, Lauren…shit, you’re incredible…”

“Ahhh god…ahhh god…yeah…yeah…feels so good…ahhh god it’s good…”

Dylan’s grip shifts to my ass. His big hands cover it completely, mauling it while he pulls me back onto him. My head spins. I feel like he could just toss me around the studio like a sex doll. I’d welcome it.

“Great…fucking…ass…your body…fucking…hottest…MILF…”

He spikes into me with every word, forcing ripples of pleasure through my body. Dylan makes me feel like the sexiest mom in my neighborhood, that’s for sure. I need to embrace my MILF status, but it feels so dirty. He makes me want to be dirty.

“Ahhh…god…Dylannn…yesss…FUCK YES!”

How long have I been bent over the table? It feels like I’m coming too quickly, too easily. My body wants to come for Dylan. The young stud has total mastery over my body. Not in a weird, BDSM way. He’s just taking me the way only a strong man can. Ohmygod, it feels so good! It’s shameful how he makes me come at will. Even when it was good—at its best—my husband never ruled my body like this.

“Fuck yeah! Come for me, Mrs. C! Feels so good when you come!”

I’m limp on the massage table, but it doesn’t slow my young lover. He just keeps drilling me as deep as he can, and I keep coming. He’s like a machine. An orgasm machine. I’m a little thankful when he finally slips out. I need a minute to catch my breath.

“Damn, Lauren, this is wild,” he huffs, finally out of breath too. “Why didn’t we do this years ago?”

Because you’ve only been legal for three years? And I don’t go trolling for younger men? And I’m not a desperate, cheating slut? Okay, that last part may no longer be true.

“You’re a machine, Dylan,” I say, pushing up from the table. I peel loose strands of hair back from my sweaty forehead. “I love this. I think you can tell I do. But you understand why this didn’t happen. Why it probably shouldn’t be happening.”

I want to make sure Dylan understands this is all it can ever be, a bit of wild, sweaty fun in the secrecy of my massage studio, but he kisses me before I can go on. I melt into his kiss and swallow his tongue. His arms fold around me, and I just want to climb his sweaty body. His cock is caught between us, its sex-slicked length rubbing my stomach. He’s still steel. Feeling it makes me crave him again. I wish I could just keep him on a shelf and take him down when I need him. It would probably be every day!

Dylan grunts when I reach between us and grip him. Feeling him gasp into our kiss is so hot. I pump it, and he tears his mouth away from mine. “Dammit, you don’t stop, Mrs. C. You fucking need it,” he moans.

I laugh. “I don’t stop? It felt like you were going to fuck me right through that table. And you’re still hard, honey.”

“Uhnn…I’m inspired…shit that’s good. You’re built for sex, and I want to give it to you…shit, you’re good…hottest little MILF…”

I’m steadily pumping his shaft, but it doesn’t feel like it’s going to go off like in the past. Those other times, Dylan seemed like he had a hair trigger. Part of me wants him to come all over me right now. I liked feeling that I made him lose control. But I don’t want him to come yet. I still need this thing.

“I’m not the only one who needs it, am I Dylan?” I coo.

“No…ahhh…Mrs. C…”

“You needed it that first time I touched you.”

“Yeah…always needed it from you…”

“Because I’m a hot little MILF?” I can’t keep the mirth out of my voice when I say it. I hope he doesn’t think I’m mocking him. I’m not. It’s just so crazy.

“Uhnn…Mrs. C…you know you are…”

“I swear, honey, I didn’t. Never even occurred to me. I had no idea just…how…hard…I made you.” I jack him hard with each word. Dylan grunts and stiffens, and I think he just might splash his load all over my stomach and tits.

“All the guys…everyone on the team…we all…fuck Mrs. C…wanted to fuck you…”

“You talked about me?”

Dylan laughs and mauls my breasts. I almost push him away out of habit, but his big hands feel so good on my body. I moan, and he takes a deep breath, control slipping back in his direction.

“We didn’t play for Coach only because he’s an amazing coach. We also wanted to be around you. We’d lie in the tent on those team camping trips and talk about what we wanted to do to you. I’m pretty normal, but some of the guys… They would have dirtied you up real good, Mrs. C.”

“Mmm god, Dylan…I don’t want to know. It’s all very wrong…”

“And you fucking love it. You love being a MILF.”

He’s right. I hate how right he is because it does feel so wrong. I do love being desired by younger men. I love being their MILF. I don’t want to know what they said because my head is already filled with dirty, forbidden thoughts. I imagine a team full of built, hung, twenty-one-year-olds like Dylan. Maybe I need to go to one of his games.

“You want me to fuck you again, don’t you, Mrs. C?”

“I do,” I whimper. “Is that terrible?” We’re touching each other, but I know I’m the one with no control.

“It’s fucking awesome. I love how horny you are. How do you want it?”

I pull him into a kiss. “No, how do you want it, Dylan? What’s your MILF fantasy?”

He smiles. “I want you to fuck me. I want to watch you go off on my dick.”

“I think you like it when I’m in charge.”

“Guilty.”

“Get on my table, Dylan. It’s time for your treatment.”
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Lauren

I finally kick those pumps off, and my feet thank me. The price of being sexy might be too high. I don’t know how other women wear heels all day. Dylan is right on my massage table, eagerly waiting for me. His hunger, watching me move around the table, gives me all the good shivers. He’s already taken me in two different positions, but he’s dying for more. To have a twenty-one-year-old look at me like that is such an ego boost.

The massage table is narrow, and he’s a big guy, so I don’t know how this will work. I’m also worried we’re going to break it. The table is rated for up to 800 pounds, but it’s not designed to handle hard fucking, to be perfectly blunt.

There is just enough room on either side of Dylan for me to hop up and straddle him. He shows off his impressive strength by effortlessly holding me in place while I find my balance. I’m slender but all muscle. I’m not light.

“Lauren put it in.” His words sound like a plea.

I’d love to tease him, but our position is too awkward. I find his shaft beneath me, and the moment I fit him to my furrow, Dylan lowers me. There’s no adjustment. I’m just lowered until he’s fully sheathed inside me. My thighs are spread wide over his muscular hips. He groans when I shift to find the proper position to do this. I wish my husband had taken me on the table before, so I knew how to do it. It’s crazy that I want my husband to be my test pilot so I can fuck my lover better.

This thick, beautiful cock has me so stretched around him that it feels like we’re one. Dylan throbs inside me, and my body pulses with him. I don’t even move because I love the feeling of him just filling me. He holds my hips, but his hands slide up my body, exploring it. I’m fully on display for him. His cock twitches inside when Dylan caresses my breasts. He’s gentle, unlike before. Thumbs stroke my nipples, and I tighten around him with a moan.

“Seriously, how are your tits so fucking perfect?”

“Mmm, maybe I’m just lucky. Good genetics?”

“They’re nicer now than when I saw them in a bikini back in the day.”

The loving attention to my perky rounds makes me purr but not confess the truth about my enhanced chest. “You shouldn’t have been looking at me like that. I was your coach’s wife.”

Dylan chuckles. “Don’t strut around in a bikini if you don’t want guys to look. We all wanted you.”

I playfully slap him. “You’re not slut shaming me, are you?”

“I’m slut encouraging. I want you to be as slutty as possible. Ohhh…Lauren…”

I’ve begun rocking on him and rippling my sheath around his shaft. Dylan is pushing all my buttons. The young man telling me to be slutty is hot, and hearing how his team coveted my body is hotter. And then there’s his magnificent cock filling me.

“You guys liked to stare at my tits…ahhh…”

“We stared at all of you, Mrs. C. We all wanted to find a hot, down-to-earth girl like you. Fuck, that’s good. Your pussy is so damn tight…uhnn…”

“Maybe it’s because your dick is so damn big, Dylan. Ahhh…I love how you fill me…god, it’s perfect, honey…”

“Nah, your pussy is…mmmagical…shit, how do you do that…”

My canal grips and massages him. It’s always been one of my go-to tricks, and I only got better at it as I got older and into seriously good shape. My core is rock solid. But I haven’t had the chance to do it in so long. I’m happy to know I still have it. Blowing Dylan’s mind with this trick makes me throb, which makes it harder to concentrate on doing it. I moan loudly and rock my hips harder.

“Are you…ahhh…happy you…mmm…finally got a girl like…mmme…”

“There is no one like you, Mrs. C. You’re a unicorn, uniquely sexy. Ohhh…it’s like you’re trying to milk the cum right out of me…shit Lauren…”

I laugh languidly and moan. “Is it…ahhh…working…honey…”

“You need my cum, Mrs. C? You want it up inside you?”

“Yesss…oh god yesss…I want it honey…I want it all…”

I’m losing my mind. Dylan’s cock feels so good filling me that I don’t know what I’m saying. Of course, I don’t want him to come in my unprotected pussy. It’s unlikely he’ll knock me up at forty-five, but why would I even risk that? But god, he feels so good I’ll agree to anything he says.

“I’ll fill that pussy, Mrs. C. Ohhh fuck, I’m gonna fucking fill you with a huge load…”

“Yesss…yeah…yeah…Dylan…ohhh god…ohhh fuck…”

His big hands are back on my waist, and he’s moving me. It felt so good just rocking together, but Dylan needs to fuck just like I do. I grasp his forearms for leverage and start seriously fucking him. My hair falls loose, the clip barely hanging on. The sweet friction sends sparks through me right away. Oh god, it’s almost too much! Riding something so big is overwhelming. I thrust harder. I want to be in control, but it’s so hard when I’m losing my mind.

“Ohhh fuck…ohhh fuck…yeah…yeah…yeah…fuck me…Lauren…”

“Mrs. C…ahhh god…call me Mrs. C, honey…ahhh yesss…”

Dylan has infected me with his MILF fantasy. I need to be seen through his eyes. I need this to be dirty. It’s so much better when it’s dirty. I lean back, bracing my hands on his legs, and thrust my hips forward. I’m back in control and driving onto his spike so hard.

“Fuck…fuck…fuck…” Dylan chants, staring at me with wonder. I can tell he loves watching my tits bounce while I ride him. I hope this is even better than he dreamed when he was jerking off to fantasies of me. “Fuck, Mrs. C...fuck me…fuck me, you slutty MILF…”

“Ahhhh god…ahhh fuck…Dylan…yesss…YES!”

Driving onto that fat cock makes me come in a flash. I keep thrusting forward onto him even as I’m seeing stars. I’ve lost my mind. I’m consumed by being his slutty MILF. The massage table creaks and groans beneath us like it will shatter into kindling any second. Dylan drives up from the table, slamming us together with every thrust. I come even harder.

I throw myself forward and kiss him manically. Dylan crushes my ass with both hands and pulls me back and forth on his cock. I love how relentless he is. It really feels like he’s using me like a fuck doll.

“Yeah…yeah…fuck me…fuck me…ohgod…fuck me…don’t stop, honey…”

“I’ll never…fucking…stop… Ohhh…can’t get enough…of…this pussy…fuck, Mrs. C…I need it…need you…fuck…”

“Need you…ahh god help me…I need you too, honey…need this…ahhh yesss…”

“Need my dick…”

“Yesss…need your dick…need all of you…god you’re sexy, honey…”

“Gonna fuck your needy pussy all day…every day…my pussy…”

“Ahh god…yesss…fuck me…every day…my cock…god this beautiful cock is mine…”

“Yeah…yeah…yeah…it’s all yours…forever…Mrs. C…Lauren…”

We’re crazily kissing sloppily like we’re possessed. I feel a subtle shift. It’s serious emotion passing between us—not just lust. We’re using each other’s bodies but have a real connection. It’s scary. He’s a twenty-one-year-old kid, and I’m a married woman. But then I’m coming again, and everything is perfect, and I can’t worry about it. I wail my bliss.

“Ohhh fuck…yesss…come for me, Lauren…fuck it’s hot…I’m gonna fill you…fill that fucking pussy…”

“Yeah…yeah…yeah…fill me…fill me Dylan…give it to me…all of me…ohhh god…yessss…”

Forget everything I said before. In that perfect moment, I want it. I want this powerful young man to fill me. I want him to pump every last drop of his potent seed deep inside me, and he does. Feeling spurt after spurt of his thick load shoot into me triggers something primal. Dylan’s young cum makes me feel young again. It’s completely insane—and I’d never really want it—but that cavewoman part of me wants this alpha male to breed me. I want him to claim me. I come so hard, everything is a fog.

I melt down into Dylan, and he clutches me tightly against him. Laying on his hard, muscular chest feels so right. I feel cherished in his arms. His girthy meat plugs me, packing his load in me. I love the feeling but thank god I am a middle-aged woman. Maybe he could breed me, but I’m confident it won’t happen. For now, I’m content to stay in his arms for a while.
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“Honey, you have to let me go. We can’t stay like this all afternoon,” I sigh, kissing him.

“I don’t want to let you go, Lauren.”

“I know. I don’t want to move either, but real life is going on whether we like it or not.

I push, and he releases me. It feels like we’ve been like that forever, but I hope not. I meant it. Real life is going on. My family will be home eventually, and I must get in the house and clean up before they do. They cannot catch me like this. I couldn’t explain if they saw me in that dress.

I’m wobbly on my feet. I finally understand the concept of being fucked until I walk funny. Dylan did a number on me. I’m sore and exhausted but oh so happy. I look around at my clothes thrown around the floor and realize I have nothing to change into. Putting that tiny outfit back on is pointless. I might as well stay naked. It certainly won’t encourage Dylan to leave. And as much as I enjoyed him, I need him to leave.

A baggy old sweater hangs on a hook beside my desk. It will have to do. Luckily, it’s oversized and covers all the dirty bits if I’m careful. I hug it around me.

“Seriously, Dylan, you need to get dressed. Get it moving.” Suddenly, he is a twenty-one-year-old. I feel like a parent trying to get a kid out the door.

Dylan groans and sits up. “I can’t believe you’re throwing me out like this after all we’ve meant to each other.” He smiles when he says it. He’s too level-headed to get all moony-eyed. At least, I hope he is. I slide against him and give him a slow, sultry kiss.

“Today was so good, so amazing. But yes, you have to get the fuck out, Dylan.”

He palms my bare ass under my sweater and kisses me again. “Okay, but only if you promise I can come back.”

“Dylan…”

“Promise me, Lauren.” Another kiss. My already weak resolve erodes under the waves of his ardor.

“Mmm, honey… You know this isn’t a good idea. We shouldn’t get deeper, Dylan.”

“I don’t care. We’ll figure it out. I’ll just keep coming for appointments. This can be our love shack. No one will ever know.”

“This is such a bad idea, honey.” I kiss him. His hand slides inside my sweater. His thumb strokes my nipple. I shiver. “Okay…”

Dylan throws on his shorts and top. I see him to the door, and we make out one more time before I can throw him out of my massage studio. He pushes the sweater off my shoulders and caresses my nude body. I burn for him. I don’t care how many times he made me come. I need him again. I grasp Dylan through his shorts and feel him rising again. I push him away. If I don’t, I’ll be on my back again, begging for it.

“Get out!”

I shove him through the door and watch him leave, standing in the doorway as naked as the day I was born. Dylan keeps turning back. I wave. He turns with his phone in his hand so quickly I can’t react.

“You’d better delete that!” I call after him.

Dylan just laughs and walks away. I’ll make him delete the photo next time. I know exactly how to make him do whatever I want. I pick up my clothes, throw the sweater back over my body, and hurry into the house.
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Lauren

I toss the pieces of my outfit on the bed, throw off the sweater, and continue to the master bath to hop into the shower when a voice freezes me in the doorway.

“Did you have fun fucking a kid?”

My blood turns to ice, and my chest tenses so quickly it’s painful. Brian’s presence is so unexpected I almost think I’m hallucinating. I turn around expecting to see an empty bedroom, but there’s my husband sitting in the chair by the big bay window. That spot has become my favorite reading nook. I was so focused on cleaning up before anyone got home that I didn’t even notice he was there.

“What?”

“Did you have fun fucking Dylan? Sorry, is that a trick question?”

“I don’t know what you’re…”

“I’ve known you twenty-five years, Lauren. Don’t try to lie to me. You’ve always been a terrible liar. Besides, I have eyes—and ears.”

I realize the truth is evident all over my body like I’ve been branded with a Scarlett Letter. My hair is a mess. I just took out the hairclip and shook it out downstairs. Red marks cover my pale body where Dylan manhandled me. My nipples are still dark and swollen. I’m red and puffy below too, but the most damning evidence is my younger lover’s huge load leaking from my pussy.

“Listen, Bri, I can…”

“Are you going to say you can explain? I don’t need fucking explained to me, Lauren. And you don’t need to explain the why to me, either. Pretty sure I know why you did it. I’ve seen Dylan.”

“Can I finish a fucking sentence? Jesus, this is just like you, Bri.”

Shouting at my husband right after I cheated on him is probably a bad idea, but this is just like him. Maybe our marriage wouldn’t be in a place where I was so easily tempted if he would just listen.

“Is this just like you? Have you been fucking a lot of guys? I wouldn’t have pegged you for the cheating type. Are you working your way through the team?”

“You motherfucker!” I stalk into the room, ignoring my nudity. Brian does not. I’m sure he’s angry and hurt, but that doesn’t distract him from looking at my exposed body. Is that desire in his eyes? It’s been so long since I’ve seen that from him that I don’t recognize it. But Brian can’t be turned on looking at my used body. I’ve just been with another man.

“Slow your roll, Lauren,” he replies, jumping out of the chair. We meet in the middle of the bedroom.

“Yes, I fucked one of your former players. Is that what you want to hear, Bri? I fucked Dylan all afternoon, and I loved every second of it.”

Brian has the nerve to smile. “I could tell, babe. I think the neighbors could probably tell.”

“What?”

“How do you think I know? You were loud as shit, Lauren. I came home early, took out the trash, and heard you in the backyard. I didn’t know what was going on, and I got closer, and yeah, you were fucking. I know what you sound like when you’re into it.”

“I’m surprised you remember.”

“That’s not all on me.”

“Whatever, Bri. You caught me. I cheated. Now what? Why don’t you seem angrier? Do you just not give a shit anymore?”

“Things haven’t been good for a very long time. I understand that. But I still give a shit. You’re still my wife. I still love you.”

I just stare. I don’t know if I believe him. I still love Brian, but I decided long ago that wasn’t enough. Maybe this fling with Dylan is the thing we needed to rip off the Band-Aid.

“So, now what?”

“I think it’s time we’re completely honest with each other. You’re not the only guilty one here. I’ve been cheating too, Lauren.”

Brian catches my wrist when I try to smack him. He still has those old athlete reflexes, even all these years later. “Don’t you dare.”

I pull away from his grip. “Fine. That’s fair.” I want to tell him I knew, and that’s why I fucked Dylan, but as he pointed out, I’m not a good liar. “Who?”

“Someone from work. One of the newer teachers. She started in the spring.”

“Newer meaning younger?”

“Glass houses, Lauren.”

“Why? If you want sex, I’m right here. I’ve always been right here. It’s not like I’ve let myself go.”

“It’s not about that. You’re hotter than you’ve ever been. Those fake tits were unnecessary, but damn, they’re the icing on an already perfect cake.”

Brian stares at them when he says it. It may seem strange that we’re having this argument while I’m still nude, but I’ve always been comfortable with my body. I’m proud of what I have and don’t care if anyone looks. I may even like it, depending on who’s doing the looking. I don’t even mind Brian looking right now because it’s been so long since he’s looked at me this way. He’s angry that I cheated—I think—but he’s turned on.

“If it were just about looks, we’d still be doing it every night—at least on my end.” He turns away and wipes his hand over his face. After a couple of steps, he turns back. “We’re just not in sync anymore. We never connect.”

“I try.”

“Maybe? I feel like all you ever do is bitch at me. It’s like I don’t do anything right. You’re sexy as hell, Lauren, but I’m tired of being treated like a kid.”

“Then don’t act like a kid. I’m tired of doing everything. I want a partner, not a fourth kid I have to drag through life. It was different when we were younger. I didn’t work when the kids were little, and when things were right between us, I guess I just did it all without thinking. But I’m tired of it now. I don’t want this to feel like a chore.”

“Me neither. I’m tired, too. Yeah, you do more. I can admit that. You’re better at a lot of that stuff than I am, like the money…”

“Don’t pull that, Bri. Saying I’m better at everything doesn’t get you out of doing anything. I’ve tried to tell you. I need things to be different. You say they will be, but then they aren’t. I put up with a lot in the past because the other parts were so good. Chemistry was never our problem until it was. I need intimacy. You act like you don’t want it, but now I find out you just don’t want it from me.”

“I do want it. I need intimacy, too. But it’s felt like I just annoy you anymore. Why would I want to cozy up to you? I don’t think I’ve changed, but maybe I have. Maybe I’m not the guy you fell in love with anymore. I don’t feel like you’re the same, either. I want you, Lauren, but not the version of you that’s always giving me shit.”

“And I don’t want the version of you that doesn’t help me but just adds to my work. Where does that leave us, Bri?”

“I don’t know.”

Brian looks away, and I search for a reason to believe my marriage isn’t over. I know I’ll survive if it is. I might even flourish if I can live the life I truly want. But no matter how angry or bitter I’ve become, I’ve still loved this man for half my life. I can’t just walk away, and I don’t believe he wants to either.

I think I find my reason in the way he looks at me. Brian looks all around the room like he’s seeking an escape hatch, but he keeps looking back at me. He can’t keep his eyes off me. He says my bitching makes him want to avoid me, but my husband very much looks like he wants to cozy up to me right now. Is it the fighting? Angry sex can be hot. Make-up sex can be better. But it doesn’t feel like that.

“It seems like you want this version of me, Bri.”

“What version is that?”

“I’m not sure. I think you want me because another man had me. Is that it? Do you feel some twisted need to reclaim me, even though you didn’t want me before Dylan fucked me?”

Brian stares at me. I feel like he’s trying to figure it out. Rather than think, he rushes over, grabs me, and kisses me. I don’t react when our lips crash together. I don’t know how to react. When was the last time he kissed me—even just an affectionate peck? I stiffen and hold my arms out, torn between grabbing Brian and pushing him away. But I do love to be kissed, and I’ve been waiting so long for him to kiss me like this again.

His hands slide from the small of my back to my ass. He’s even rougher groping me than Dylan had been. I open to his aggressive tongue. I guess he doesn’t think that I probably had my lover’s cock in my mouth. Does he taste Dylan’s cum?

I’m as caught up in it as Brian, so it takes a second to realize he’s moving us back toward the bed. Our bed has heavy, dark head and foot boards. I painfully back into the footboard and nearly topple backward. Brian keeps me on my feet and twists me around to the side of the bed. I push on his chest.

“What do you think you’re doing?” I breathlessly ask.

Brian grins wickedly. “What do you think?” He pulls off his t-shirt.

“I don’t think you get to jump my bones just because I had sex with Dylan. You don’t own me.”

“He can have you, and I can’t? You’re still my fucking wife, Lauren.”

“You also fucked someone else. I haven’t forgotten that. I don’t know where that little whore’s been.”

“I’m sure she’s cleaner than Dylan. I used to overhear the guys on the team talking back in the day. He’s got game. He’s probably fucked his way through half of Lockley University.”

I don’t know if Brian says it to hurt me. It’s fine if he wants me to think I’m just another notch on Dylan’s bedpost. I know I’m not. I experienced how he feels about me. I wasn’t under any illusion the young man was a virgin anyway. He fucks too good. That boy knows what he’s doing with that big dick.

Brian drops his shorts and boxers, and his cock springs right up. Looking at my husband’s dick after weeks of Dylan’s feels strange. I almost feel like I’m cheating on my lover. They’re certainly very different. Brian has nothing to be ashamed about, but he’s not nearly as large as Dylan. Not many men are. My younger lover was also shaved down to nearly nothing. Brian has been grooming, which is a surprise, but he’s still got a nest down there. He must be doing it for that slut. And then there’s the body the dick is attached to. Brian isn’t bad for a guy pushing fifty, but he’s got major dad bod going on. And Dylan is… Well, Dylan is in a class all by himself. It’s unfair to compare any other man to him.

I’ll confess thinking of my husband’s slut makes me competitive. Normally, I’d kick him in the balls for cheating, but I need perspective since Dylan just made me come all afternoon. Instead, I’m competitive. Brian needs to know he can’t replace me with a younger model.

Brian tries to slide me back on the bed while getting on top of me, but he doesn’t have Dylan’s strength. The college athlete just tossed me around so easily. Thinking about it tightens my core. My husband needs help to get me into the middle of the bed. I do it, but still don’t want him to think I’m a possession he can just have because he wants me—not after neglecting me for so long.

“Wait…you can’t just…” I protest, even as he’s moving between my legs.

“Tell me to stop, Lauren,” he says, rubbing his fingers up my furrow. I hiss and tremble.

He must feel I’m slick with Dylan’s cum. We really need to talk. I don’t mind having sex with my husband, but it shouldn’t be a reaction to another man fucking me. It shouldn’t be like this.

“Brian…”

My protest dissolves into a deep, satisfied moan when he impales me. I’m a slick mess down there from all the times Dylan took me, but that’s not the only reason my husband slides in so easily. I’m incredibly turned on, and I didn’t even realize it. I was so focused on our argument that I didn’t realize how hot fighting naked with my husband was. Brian fills me, and I instinctively tighten around him.
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Lauren

“Mmm yeah…that’s the Lauren I know…always so eager for it…”

“Ahhh…are you calling me easy…”

“Just…mmm…saying you’re always down to fuck…but you’re not not easy…”

Brian rocks in me when he says it. I hook my legs around his, and my hips find his rhythm. Okay, no one knows me better than my husband, and he’s not wrong. Frigid, I’m not. I’ve never needed much to get going. Probably why I was such an easy mark for Dylan.

“I think…ahhh…that’s a nice way of…ahhh yesss…calling me a slut…”

“You did just fuck one of my players in your she shed…mmm…you always feel so damn good, Laur…”

He drives it into me hard like he wants to punish his slut. I’ll confess, I kind of like it.

“Ahhh…yesss…maybe I am a slut…ahhh…manwhore…”

“Fffair…damn…Laur…I was…crazy…to ever stop…fucking you…”

“Yeah…you’re a fucking idiot…fuck me now…ohhh god…fuck me, babe…yesss….”

Brian rides me hard, harder than he probably has since we were in our twenties. My infidelity inspires him. That must be it. He needs to stake his claim. He can’t fill me the way Dylan did, but his cock pistoning my used pussy is sooo good. I must feel different to Brian. He must feel Dylan’s cum squishing in me. The baseball player left so much stuff inside me. Do I feel looser for my husband after Dylan stretched me open? Oh god, does he like my sloppy, looser pussy? Brian’s smaller cock is soothing after Dylan battered my box.

“Do you feel it…do you feel him…ahhh…Dylan…came inside me…ahhh…”

“Ohmygod…Laur…damn it…”

Brian pounds harder. It feels like he’s trying to pound me through the mattress. His sweat drips onto my face, and I blink it away. Dylan fucked me much harder with no effort at all. I have no idea why I taunted my husband, but he clearly likes it. Dylan’s dirty talk has infected me.

“Ahhh god, babe…he’s sooo big…sooo big it hurt…sooo good…”

“Laur…damn it…”

“Fucked me every way he…ahhh…wanted…couldn’t get enough…”

“You couldn’t get enough…mmm…slut…”

“I couldn’t…ohmygod…I couldn’t…I threw myself at him…”

“Slut…damn it Lauren…such a…damn…slut…slut for him…his big dick…”

“Yesss…ahhh god, babe…yesss…loved it…fuck me…god…almost there…babe…”

“Sucked his dick…”

“Yeah…I needed to…made him come so hard…swallowed every drop…ahhh god…so much cum…”

“Damn you…mmm…slut…goddam slut…”

“God…babe…I still taste him…”

I’ve been holding his back, but I grab Brian’s face and pull him down, forcing my tongue into his mouth. He fights me but fucks me harder. My husband must taste him. He must taste Dylan’s load in my mouth.

I hope the cheating bastard likes it. He can call me a slut because I am. I became one for Dylan. But Brian’s a slut, too. He’s been slutting around with that tramp. She can’t be as hot as my lover. I must have won that contest. I am winning because my husband feverishly kisses me back. Does he want to taste Dylan’s cum? I think he does because Brian grunts into our kiss, and he’s suddenly adding his load to Dylan’s.

My body is remembering what to do when a man comes inside me. I tighten around him and milk all the essence out of him, drawing it deep inside me. I get the same primal satisfaction from my husband filling me with his seed, even though he’s even less likely to breed me. God, where are these thoughts coming from? I climax while Brian comes inside me. I don’t know if I could have gotten there so quickly if Dylan hadn’t primed me first.

Brian keeps stabbing it into me until he’s too soft to continue, but he’s made his point. He added his seed over Dylan’s. He’s reclaimed me. When he realizes he can’t keep going, Brian rolls off me with a grunt.

I’d turn right into him for a snuggle in the past, but not today. It’s way too soon for snuggling. I don’t know if this even means we’re staying together. I stare at the ceiling, sweaty and panting, stunned by what just happened.

“What was that?” I ask.

“Don’t you remember? It hasn’t even been an hour since the last time you did it.” He sighs and runs his hand through his sweaty salt-and-pepper hair. Brian is lucky to have kept his thick hair to middle age.

“You’re not funny,” I reply, realizing, I just fucked two different men in a day—less than an hour apart. That hasn’t happened since I was something like twenty. I have loads in me from two different men! That’s never happened before. I made those guys use condoms. I was a slut, but I wasn’t stupid.

“Seriously, Bri, what was that?”

“I think it was us making up?”

“It’s not that simple. You know that, right?”

“Yeah, Lauren, I know. I’m just trying to lighten the mood. This is all serious shit. I don’t know what that was. I just needed to fuck you. Like, really needed to fuck you. Like back when we were kids.”

“Because I fucked Dylan?”

“Maybe? I don’t really know. I mean, you’re hot…”

“You said that didn’t matter.”

“That’s not what I said, but okay. Maybe it is because you fucked him.”

I hesitate before asking the next question. “Does that turn you on?”

Brian hesitates longer. “I don’t know. I guess it does? I was really horny for you, Lauren. I know it’s weird, but yeah, I think knowing you’re a little slut did it for me.”

“Don’t keep calling me that. It’s losing its charm.”

“You liked it when we were fucking. I felt it.”

“I did because I felt it turned you on, and I liked how it made you want me. I guess I like knowing I can still be that, even with three kids and a house in the suburbs. And I like that you like it. But you can’t punish me for what I did—not after what you did.”

“I know. I’m with you. I like knowing you can still be that, too. The girl I fell in love with was so wild.”

I laugh. “I guess I could be a party girl. But you like knowing I can be that for someone else?”

“It’s nuts, but I like knowing some kid like Dylan wants to fuck my wife. And I like knowing you let him do it. Don’t ask me to explain it.”

“I didn’t let him do anything. I wanted it. I’m sorry, babe, but I wanted it.”

Brian gets a weird look. “See? Now that’s hot.”

“I don’t feel the same way about you fucking whoever that tramp is.”

“You can’t tell me I can’t fuck Ashley if you’re fucking Dylan.”

“Ashley? Jesus, Bri, is she a baby?”

“Glass houses, Lauren.”

“Okay. Who says I’m fucking Dylan? I fucked Dylan. It happened. I didn’t say it’s going to happen again. I know how stupid that is.” My husband does need to know about the promise I made Dylan.

“Who says you have to stop?”

I turn on my side, so he must look at me. “Do you want me to keep having sex with him?”

“I didn’t say I want you to, Lauren. But if it brings this side out in you and makes you happy, I won’t stop you.”

“Because you like it. You like me being a slut for Dylan?”

Brian runs a hand along the line of my body. I know he’s wishing he could get hard again and fuck me. Dylan could.

“Don’t judge me.”

“I’m not. I promise.” Maybe I am. A little bit, anyway. “And if I’m still seeing Dylan, that means you get to see Ashley?”

“It’s only fair.”

“I don’t get the same thrill out of that. Your fling doesn’t turn me on.”

“I’m not asking you to. All I’m suggesting is that we both go out and get what we need. Maybe it will take off some of the pressure at home. Maybe we get closer by feeling like we’re not tied together. Other couples do it.”

“So, we’re in an open marriage now?”

“I guess so.”

“Fucking other people might solve our bedroom problems, but it doesn’t solve all of them, Bri. If we’re really going to stay married, we need to fix everything.”

“I know. I’ll try harder. I swear I will.”

“I believe you want to. But we need help. We have to see someone.”

“Marriage counseling?”

“We can’t figure this out on our own. I think we’ve proved that. And being in an open marriage will only make it more complicated.”

“Okay, Lauren. I love you, and I want this to work. If we both want this and fight for it, I think we can do it.”

I laugh. “Who would have thought it would take fucking other people for us to wake up and save our marriage?”

“Whatever works, right?”

I finally do snuggle into Brian because for the first time in a long time, I have hope. I’ll need evidence before I’m convinced, but I think he loves me and really wants to try. Should I really be upset if it takes him screwing some trollop named Ashley to get him there?

Or is it more that Brian just loves me fucking Dylan? Maybe sloppy seconds are just his thing. I can’t be upset about that either because we just had the best sex we’ve had in years. I had great sex—okay, it was amazing with Dylan—with two men in one day. I feel well-serviced by the men in my life. Wouldn’t most women kill for that?

I can have wild, passionate sex with my younger lover, and I can have my marriage and my family. It’s a win-win if it works. I must believe it will work. They told us women we can have it all, and it was bullshit. For the first time, I believe it’s possible. I have the rest of the summer to find out.

And then in the fall, Brian will just have to keep the home fires burning while I visit Dylan at school. He’ll be good with it. I’ll tell him all about what a dirty MILF slut I was when I come home to him. God, I really am a dirty slut. I can’t wait to fuck Dylan in his dorm room!


tara’s homecoming


[image: Book cover]


Tara usually passes on her husband’s bro weekend with all his buddies at the Lockley University homecoming game, even though she knows all of them from their college days. She was a staple in their apartment when she started dating Mark. But it’s their 20th year of tailgating, and she decides to see if the boys are as wild as they used to be.

The boys, Austin, Danny, and Shaun, were always like family to her, but Tara learns they see her very differently when their old drinking game, Heads or Tails, gets going. It doesn’t matter that they’re in the middle of a parking lot filled with tailgaters. The challenges keep getting wilder and sexier. Next thing she knows, Tara is crossing lines she never imagined and experiencing things she didn’t think possible for a 44-year-old married woman from the suburbs.

A weekend away can change everything. Tara and Mark will be tested like never before. Can their marriage ever be the same after all their limits are shattered? Tara’s Homecoming is another pulse-pounding shared wife adventure from celebrated author Kirsten McCurran!

Pre-order your copy today!


good wives, bad behavior
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From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this bestselling collection of 5 sultry stories featuring sexy suburban couples exploring their sexuality with their friends and neighbors. These very good wives behaving very badly could be the woman you see at the grocery store or the president of your local PTA. Kirsten McCurran specializes in pulling back the curtain on everyday couples’ most forbidden desires.

ORDER NOW!


hannah surrenders to the landlords
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Newly separated Hannah Peterson thinks she’s found the perfect little apartment to start her new life. She loves its unusual character and her landlords, who live right downstairs, are cool and very friendly. Paige and Nate Rawlings are everything Hannah wants to be in her new life: edgy, trendy, and arty. They are also deeply in love, as Hannah hears every night through the heating vents.

Overhearing her landlords’ active love life has Hannah longing to jump-start her own. Dating for the first time in decades and navigating the apps has been a nightmare. She doesn’t know how many more mediocre men she can take. It’s almost enough to send her running back to her husband, Tom, who’d take her back in a heartbeat.

Hannah longs for what Paige and Nate have but is torn when she realizes they’re willing to open their bedroom and share it. That sort of thing just isn’t done in the suburbs where Hannah’s spent most of her life. The Rawlings offer forbidden temptations but accepting them just feels wrong. When the landlords finally seduce the proper suburban wife, she can’t help but surrender.

BUY THE SERIES NOW!


sam surrenders to the neighbors
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Corey and Sam Matthews thought they'd found their new best friends when they met their neighbors, Hank and Tina DeSimone. The couples got along so well...a little too well.

Corey can't help feeling jealous when Hank begins flirting with Sam, especially when his wife eats up the attention. He knows Sam liked older men in the past, but he won't believe Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when Tina makes Hank's intentions clear. Hank means to have Sam for himself, and Tina couldn't be more thrilled!

Sam willingly—enthusiastically—gives herself to Hank that first night and Corey feels something he never expected. Watching his wife taken by a powerful man makes him harder than he’s ever been in his life. Sam isn’t the only one who gets something she didn’t know she needed that night.

Corey hopes that night is a one-off experience, and they can return to their normal lives, but it’s not that easy. Sam is a sexy wife and Hank wants more. She doesn’t want to hurt her husband, but she can’t resist their hung neighbor. A day out on the bay provides the perfect chance for Hank to enjoy Sam at his leisure and it seals the deal. Sam’s body will belong to the neighbor as long as he wants her. Corey must sort out his feelings and stop it or learn to truly enjoy it.

Sam Surrenders to the Neighbors is a scorching new trilogy from one of hotwife erotica’s most popular authors that explores what happens to a marriage when the wife just can’t say no to another man and the husband can’t stop watching her do it.

ORDER NOW!


sasha’s vacation surrender
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The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to have fun during a long weekend getaway. The tropical resort seemed like the perfect place to get a little bit naughty and re-ignite the flame that was flicking after twenty-five years together. They could not have anticipated the kind of fun they found.

So many lines are crossed when Max learns he loves other men wanting his wife. Sasha discovers she also loves that attention. Attention turns to action, and Sasha learns something else about herself—she has an inner bad girl dying to get out and play. With her husband’s encouragement, she lets that bad girl run wild.

But how much is too much? Sasha never dreamed she would be with another man when she took her vows, but she sees potential lovers everywhere. Max watches with horror and excitement as men do as they please with his wife. He begins to wonder if she has any limits.

Can their marriage be the same after Sasha surrenders to the untamed desires of the men who surround her?

ORDER NOW!


hot dates: the complete trilogy


[image: Book cover]


Most women would throw something at their husband if he asked them to sleep with other men. But Dana Richardson is NOT most women. After a history of adventurous, kinky fun, Dana isn’t intimidated when Dave confesses his long-held secret fantasy. After some careful thought, she agrees to give it a try, with no promises on how far she’ll go. Discovering the thrill of meeting new men and their attraction to her proves an incredible aphrodisiac, so Dana throws caution to the wind as her husband drives her to abandon all limits.

But when a dangerous new lover emerges to push Dana to her sensual extremes, can their marriage survive her new cravings and Dave’s powerful obsession?

ORDER NOW!


sexy tumbles


[image: Book covers]


Goody-two-shoes Kris finds her dormant naughty side ignited when she discovers an old couples’ sex game while helping to clean out the neighbors’ garage. Everyone is shocked when Kris is the one to suggest they give Sexy Tumbles a try, but her husband and their best friends are all in. Long-simmering crushes and secret desires explode out into the open when these two couples place themselves at the mercy of the erotic game.

ORDER NOW!


about the author


“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 ebooks, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.

If you’d like other ways to support Kirsten McCurran’s writing, visit her website for links, books.kirstenmccurran.com.
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