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   I couldn’t believe it, my bastard pig of a husband was cheating on me! 20 years of marriage and he throws it all away on some silly girl with big tits and no morals. And it couldn’t be more cliche, his secretary! I had noticed her a few times when I came in to see him at work, acting far too familiar with my husband and smirking at me like she knew a juicy secret that I wasn’t privy to. Which obviously she did, the little slut. Without a care in the world she came along and destroyed over two decades of marriage, simply because she could.



 



   He didn’t even try to deny it when I finally confronted him, actually acting more like he was relieved to finally be caught, his head hanging low and his eyes unable to meet mine. But at no point did he say he was going to change, that he would stop seeing her. He apologized for hurting me, and he said he was sorry I had to find out this way, but at no point did he speak like he was trying to keep me. That’s when I realised it was over, he didn’t even want to be with me anymore, he had just been too much of a coward to tell me, letting his floozy do the demolition work on our marriage instead.



 



   Throwing him out of our house (
 mine soon, you bastard!
 ) I fell to the floor and wept, great hacking sobs that shook my body, wailing like an injured lioness, the pain of loss a physical feeling wracking through me. Literally crawling to the couch, I pulled myself up and curled into a tight ball, hugging my knees to my chest and crying. Eventually exhausting myself, I fell into a shallow, nightmarish sleep where my entire life had been turned upside down.



 



   Waking up a few hours later, for a few beautiful moments life was normal until everything came rushing back and a dark cloud of gloom descended over me. Padding through the house I saw all the things that are part of my co-existence with John, my soon to be ex-husband. Very nearly everything here is connected to him in some way. Every item a reminder of the man who has hurt me so much.



 



   Taking a long shower, letting the hot water cascade over me, I feel that I need to get out of this house for a while and clear my head with a friendly and familiar face. Drying off and feeling a little better as I know I will be soon in the comforting embrace of my best friend Sally, whom I’ve been friends with since high school.



 



   Driving across town to Sally’s, I let the windows down and the radio blare, singing at the top of my lungs and wondering how long John’s floozy will take to get bored of him and leave him heartbroken as he has done to me. Pulling into the driveway I look forward to a coffee with a close friend and some serious dissecting of just what it is that is wrong with men. Are they bastards all or just too simple for their own good?



 



   I ring the doorbell. An ally in this time of feeling under attack, just what I need. Instead of Sally answering her door though, it’s her son, Stephen. I’ve known him since the day he was born and have watched him grow up into a fine young man, his 21st Birthday coming in just over a month. Stephen is handsome and well built, with a natural confidence and cheeky smile, his bright blue eyes made all the more striking by his shock of thick black hair. Still remembering him as a weedy 10 year old with a squeaky voice, I smile at this familiar face. Here is one of the few men, albeit a young one right now, that will be ok, his mother has raised him all by herself herself as a caring, empathetic gentleman.



 



   “Hi Dianne! I haven’t seen you in a while.” He bubbles, young energy pouring off him. Standing aside to let me in.



 



   “Hi Stephen. No, you’re always out with your friends when your mother and myself hang out, too young and free to be cooped up inside a house.” I answer with a smile, entering the familiar and safe surroundings of Sally’s house.



 



   “Haha, true. You want something to drink? Mum’s out shopping I think, she only just left though so she’ll probably be ages.”



 



   “Oh,” I reply, suddenly feeling awash in a fresh wave of sadness. I had so hoped to be holding onto Sally by now, crying in her arms while she told me everything was going to be alright. I feel my eyes tearing up and I look away, not wanting to inflict my grown up problems on Stephen, not wanting him to see me like this, “That’s ok, I can come back later.” I choke out.



 



   “Hey, Dianne? Dianne? Are you ok?” Stephen says, approaching me, trying to look me in the eyes, his young brow furrowed in concern.



 



   Still turning away from him, I head back to the door, wanting to get out before I begin sobbing in front of him. I get to the door but it’s too late, great big heaving sobs starts escaping me. I stand there feeling foolish, as with my head against the door I cry, my tears running down my face and dripping off my chin.



 



   I feel Stephen’s arm around my shoulder and he brings his face in close, talking to me, but I turn my face away, not wanting him to see me with my red puffy eyes, terrified at how bad I must look right now, runny nose and all.



 



   “It’s ok, Dianne, it’s ok.” He tells me, rubbing my shoulder, “Tell you what, let’s sit down and we can call my mom. I’m sure she can be here pretty quick. We’ll sort this out.”



 



   Nodding, liking the idea of Sally being here for me, I let Stephen guide me to the couch, still hiding my face. Without being prompted, he brings me a box of tissues and I gratefully take them, burying my face into a few and trying to clean the worst of my blubbering.



 



   “I’m so, so, sorry to do this to you, Stephen,” I say between sniffs, “What must you think of me?”



 



   “Hey, no need to apologise, Dianne,” He answers, fishing out his phone from his pocket, looking at me with his most comforting face, “Let's just focus on getting mom here, ok? Then I think a coffee might be in order, yes?” He finishes with a smile. He really is a caring young man. I see nothing but genuine concern in his expression, not hint of
 ‘aww man, why me?’.



 



   “A coffee would be fantastic.” I answer, reaching for my 7th tissue. As I blow my nose one more time, we both hear the sounds of Sally’s phone coming from the kitchen counter.



 



   “Mom’s left her phone home again,” Stephen tells me apologetically, but rallies well, adding: “But I can still make that coffee?”



 



   “Yes please, Stephen. I’d love a coffee.”



 



   I sit and compose myself a little as Stephen disappears into the kitchen. Sally probably won't be home for a couple of hours if she just left recently. I accept the fact that I won’t be able to lean on her shoulder just yet and decide to make the best of it. I’m going to enjoy a coffee with Stephen, and then do some shopping myself, maybe even get a haircut. Today will be a me day. I feel I’ve earned it.



 



   Coming back into the living room with two coffees, Stephen sits next to me on the couch and hands me one, sipping from his.



 



   “So, can I ask what’s wrong, Dianne? I don’t want to pry, but I’ve known you all my life and I hate seeing you so upset.”



 



   “It’s John, Stephen,” I say, deciding to confide in him, needing to tell someone, “He’s been cheating on me with someone your age. My marriage is over. We got married the same year you were born.”



 



   Stephen lets out a big breath, “Wow, that’s pretty big,” He reaches out and puts a strong arm around me, “I’m really not sure what to say.”



 



   I lean into him and put my head on his shoulder, happy for the comfort it brings, the warmth of my coffee heating my hands nicely. Stephen rubs my shoulder gently, his hand broad and firm.



 



   “He’s made me feel so old and useless, so easily replaced by a pair of younger tits. I know I’m not a 20 something, but I never let the fact I was married be an excuse to let myself go. Am I really that terrible now?” I say, my voice breaking a little as I pick at the open wound.



 



   “No Dianne, not at all!” Stephen assures me, “You’ve still got it, he’s obviously just too stupid to know a good thing when he’s onto one.”



 



   “You’re very sweet, Stephen, but I’ve met his new girl. She really is very attractive, although obviously a total bitch of a person.” I say, unwilling to be convinced just yet.



 



   “I swear, Dianne, you’re totally hot too. I could tell you some things that would surprise you.”



 



  “Oh? Like what?” I ask, wondering what he’s talking about.



 



   “Umm, actually, I probably shouldn’t have said that. I just want you to feel better but that would be really inappropriate.” He answers, and I can feel him heating up through my head on his shoulder.



 



   “No, please, go on Stephen. I’m curious now.”



 



   “It’s pretty rude actually, Dianne. The last thing I want to do is offend you.”



 



   “You won’t offend me, Stephen. Tell me what this big surprise it.” I tell him, lifting my head to look at him. He’s gone rather red, his face flushed.



 



   Sipping his coffee, delaying the moment. He finally speaks, “Well Dianne, you were actually the first person I ever...you know...
 touched myself to
 .” His eyes meeting mine, his cheeky grin growing as he admits it.



 



   “Get away! No I wasn’t!” I retort, unable to believe this young man may have pleasured himself thinking of me.



 



   “It’s true. You had come around and you were wearing a really loose dress, it was yellow. You went to the bathroom and when you came out, it was caught at the back in your panties, I saw your whole bottom as you walked past my bedroom. I followed you down the hallway staring at it. It was so sexy and I didn’t understand. You got back to the kitchen and mom told you and you both laughed at my expression. But I went back to my room and jerked off for the first time, thinking about your bum and how perfect it looked in those white panties.”



 



   I sit and stare at Stephen. If he’s just making this up to make me feel better, he’s a very good actor. I try but I can’t even remember the moment he’s talking about.



 



   “I’m flattered, Stephen, but I can’t even remember that! And anyway, it was a long time ago, I’m much older now.”



 



   “That wasn’t the only time, actually.” He admits, looking at me with his piercing blue eyes.



 



   Feeling flushed myself, but extremely curious, I need to know more. I never thought I was the object of someone’s secret desires. To think of Stephen, lying on his bed, stroking himself to me was quite a revelation.



 



   “Please tell me, Stephen,” I ask him, adding, “This really is making me feel better.”



 



   “Well, to be honest, it’s happened more times than I can count. I remember having a bunch after seeing you asleep in the spare room. You’d stayed the night and the blanket had come off you. You only had panties on and I could see your boobs. That was the first time I saw boobs in real life. I actually jerked off right there in the doorway, really quietly. Then again when I got back to my room, and...I don’t know, dozens of times after that over the next week or so.”



 



   ‘You masturbated dozens of times just from seeing my breasts?” I ask. I can feel myself warming up and I like it. What great revenge it would be on John, to fuck a man half his age and with a much better body! Much more handsome too, I think to myself, as I watch Stephen’s eyes glaze over as he remembers himself jerking off to thoughts of me.



 



   “Probably more like hundreds if you think about it. 3-5 times a day for most of my teens would add up haha. There was another time” He continues happily, “When you and mom and me went to the beach, I had to sneak off to the toilets every half an hour that day. Another time, I was sitting down and you came up behind me to give me a hug and your boobs pushed into my back and I could feel your nipples, that was pretty awesome.”



 



   As I sit there, Stephen continues to rattle off time after time during his adolescence that I’ve caused him to become so horny that he’s had to jerk off. Some of the times I remember, but most I do not. Fascinated to hear these small pockets of history, forgotten possibly that very day by me but remembered for years by him. A time I leant down in the summer without a bra in front of him to pick up a magazine off the coffee table and he saw my entire breasts, swinging freely in my loose tank top and he had rushed off before I saw his boner so he could jerk it. Even spying on me in the shower, he admits, a little sheepishly but blaming that on teenage hormones and in truth, I’m far from offended, I’m looking at Stephen differently. This young hunk has possibly spilled more seed over me in his mind that John ever did in 20 years. The very thought of his ripped body, tensing as he shoots, his mind filled with images of me, making me squirm as I sit next to him. The atmosphere subtly shifting from that of a young man trying to cheer up an older lady to that of a young stud seducing.



 



   Feeling the friction happening between us, I ask the leading question: Do you still jerk off while thinking about me?



 



   Putting his coffee down on the table, he nods his head with a smile and admits that yes, I still feature in his solo fantasies.



 



   “Really? What’s the last thing I did that gave you ammunition for your spank bank?” I ask, hoping I’ve got the terms right.



 



   “About two months ago, you came around and I was out the front watering the garden for mom, and when you got out of your car I could see up your dress and I saw the flash of your white panties. I finished the watering first, but I jerked off straight after while you were still here with mom.”



 



   I remember that visit, because I remember Stephen being out the front, watering. But I had no idea that I’d flashed him, or that while I was sitting there laughing with Sally, this well built stud was stroking his dick, imagining his load all over me. I squirm a little more and I can feel just how sopping wet I am. I’m feeling wetter than I’ve been in years, and it’s all thanks to this young man sitting right next to me, no longer Sally’s son, but a virile man in his own right, his muscular body calling to me, begging me to touch it.



 



   I’m moments away from initiating a more intimate kind of contact with him, something more than a comforting arm around the shoulder, when Stephen beats me to it, placing his hand softly on my leg, looking at me as he does so, my body filling with butterflies at his touch.



 



   Staring deep into my eyes, penetrating me with his stare, Stephen speaks to me, his voice barely a whisper.



 



   “Dianne. I want you.”



 



   Fluttering at each word, knowing this handsome buck is turned on by me, I can’t answer but simply put my hands on his, squeezing it, holding it, before bringing it up to my mouth and kissing it, my eyes never leaving his.



 



   Leaning in he moves our hands and we kiss, a little fumbling at first, but soon getting the hang of each other and with rapidly increasing desperation. The first lips on mine other than John’s in 20 years, filling me with exhilaration. His broad hand on the side of my face, holding me softly as we kiss, his tongue darting a little into my mouth, testing to see if I do that. Enflamed, my tongue responds, licking back, flicking against his.



 



   My hands rove over his powerful masculine chest, so firm and sexy, running up and down his arms, feeling their strength. Needing to see him topless I start pulling off his shirt and he takes it the rest of the way, whipping it off and throwing it to the ground. I admire his taut physique, seen a million times before but never in this context. He’s beautiful. Grabbing my top, he lifts it off me, and I feel a moment’s trepidation, thinking I wont be good enough in real life compared to the fantasy that lives in Stephen’s head. Baring my skin to him, I watch his hungry eyes fill with me, and he makes the most sexual sound of lust deep in his throat that I’ve ever heard and I realise there’s no need to worry, he’s just as aroused right now as I am.



 



   Planting his face in my cleavage, his hands wrap around my back and he unfastens my bra, freeing my boobs. Pulling back to admire them for a moment before he grabs them with both hands, bringing them close to his mouth, feeling him suck and tease my nipples, his tongue swirling around them, making them stand to attention.



 



   My hands scrabble at his pants and I start pulling them down, Stephen lifting his butt to let me get them right off. My hands running up his thighs, my fingertips teasing his skin, I get to his swollen manhood. It’s a good size, already hard as a rock and throbs under my palm as I grab it. Stephen sighs into my boobs as I stroke him, jerking his pelvis against my hand. His fat knob red hot under my fingertips as I play with it. His balls are big and tight, close to his body, smooth to the touch as I tease them too.



 



   Grabbing my pants, Stephen soon has them off and I sit there in my panties watching him feast his eyes on my body, his cock pulsing with his heartbeat. White panties the only stitch of clothing I have on. Feeling like he’s been properly fed on me, I want to feed now and I push him down onto his back on the couch, wanting his fat shaft in my mouth. Grabbing his cock at the root, I pump it a few times before my mouth makes contact and I suck him hard and deep, relishing the sounds of stunned amazement that escape his throat, his knob filling my mouth, his cock and pre-come tasting delicious. Bobbing my head as I slurp on him, I want to make this young buck come, and hard, deep down my throat. I want to taste him inside me.



 



   Playing with his balls as I suck, I feel his hands grabbing my hair and he starts to fuck me back. I look up and he has his head thrown back, eyes screwed shut in pleasure. Rolling my tongue around on his cock head, I hear him grunt and feel his balls tighten even more as he grabs my hair harder and bucks into me, coming hard. I feel his load hit the back of my mouth and I swallow as much as I can, feeling his powerful arms hold me in place while he loses himself to his orgasm.



 



   Kissing his dick and making him twitch in post orgasm sensitivity, I give him a cheshire cat grin, while he looks back with dewey eyes, his breathing deep.



 



   “My god, Dianne.” Is all he can say.



 



   I just chuckle and lick his fat balls, making him jolt again. Sitting up, he grabs me and starts peeling off my panties, pushing me onto my back now, my sex becoming exposed to him as he spreads my legs, working himself between them. My pussy soaking, my lips glistening for him in the sunbeams piercing through the window. Leaning down he buries his face between my legs, kissing my thighs and nuzzling my triangle of hair, teasing me and not quite kissing my aching pussy. Finally his mouth wraps around my hood and he sucks my clit, his tongue flicking it and I gasp is pleasure. Moving up and down, he licks my lips before penetrating me with his tongue, tasting me. His moans into me, letting me know he’s happy, his mouth roving over my sex. Sucking on my clit I feel as he penetrates me with two of his thick fingers, his other hand coming up to tease and squeeze my nipples.



 



   My hands on his broad shoulders, I guide him as he eats me out. My legs wide and akimbo, my sex gushing for him. Grabbing the back of his head and pushing him in deeper, I feel the tightness inside me begin as my orgasm impends, my pelvis grinding against him with as much need as his mouth has for my pussy.



 



   “
 Ugh, don’t stop...don’t stop...I’m so close.
 ” I whimper, my legs getting heavy and my muscles tensing as I get to the edge.



 



   Curling his fingers, Stephen makes contact with my g-spot and rubs it, sending me over the edge and having me bucking wildly against his face just seconds later, my orgasm rushing through me, making me hold his head hard against my sex as I come on him, coating his tongue, mouth and face with my body. Shaking violently, trembling in pleasure against him Stephen never stops sucking and licking, emptying me right out onto him, prolonging my orgasm until I can’t take any more and I pull his head away from my grateful pussy.



 



   Breathing deeply, Stephen kisses my sex, lapping at its trickles while I regain my own breath. My hand idly stroking his thick hair, my pussy twitching with delight and fulfilment. I can’t remember the last time John has ever made me come so hard. With a final kiss of my thigh, Stephen sits up, his eyes still going from my breasts to my sex, possibly unable to believe that he’s actually seeing them and not wanting to look away in case they’re not there when he looks back.



 



   Standing up, his pretty cock swinging, he holds out his hand and offers me to take it. Grabbing his hand, he helps me off the couch and walks me down the hallway, holding my hand behind him as I follow his lead and he takes me to his room.



 



   Standing me in front of his bed, he turns me to face him and leans in, kissing me softly, more gently than before, his hands on my shoulders, before they move down to my hips. I put my arms around him and kiss back, taking my time, enjoying his sweet tasting mouth and his perfect lips. He grabs a breast and toys with it, his other hand squeezing my ass. I squeeze his ass in return and pull us together, our bodies hard against one another now. Our kissing intensifying, I feel pressure against my belly as I realise that he’s getting hard again already. I’d forgotten how quickly young men can recover, and make just enough space between us that I can reach down and make sure I’m not imagining things. Sure enough, a cock as hard as it was five minutes ago greets my hand hotly, it’s pulse a physical thing.



 



   Suddenly Stephen has scooped me up and is holding me in his arms, grinning broadly as he steps onto his bed before lowering me down on the pillows. Standing before me like this, as large as life, I marvel at how handsome he is and how lovely a cock he has been blessed with. Lying down next to me we resume kissing, his hand roving up and down my body. When his questing fingers get to my crotch I open my legs immediately for him, wanting him to take me. Rubbing my clit with a firm but not rough circular motion, he stops kissing me and smiles, before getting between my legs and lowering himself onto me, keeping his weight off with one arm.



 



   With a slight look of concentration, he guides himself into me, my hands running up and down his back, my eyes saying yes as loud as they can. His knob pushes inside me and we both let out moans of pleasure, the heat from his manhood toasting my lips and the heat from my sex engulfing his knob. Inside me now, his expression of concentration is replaced with a smile as he teasingly fucks me slow, relishing every inch of himself slowly disappearing inside me. My pussy feels more filled than it has in decades, his girth stretching me, giving me a level of intensity inside I’m not sure I’ve ever felt before now. Working up a steady rhythm, my hands on his back, he starts to thrust inside me, his cock’s rapid entry and exit making me gasp in unaccustomed pleasure.



 



   My legs open wide and high up for him, I grab his perfect ass as he plunges inside me, biting his lower lip as he does so, looking so cute as he fucks me, his muscles bunching as he impales me with his thick manhood.



 



   Sliding his cock out he turns me on my side and re-enters me, moving my thighs up closer to my chest. He’s deeper now and I start grunting with each of his thrusts, his cock exploring parts of my sex John’s never could. Leaning down, kissing my shoulder as he fucks me, his hands full of my ass and boobs.



 



   Pulling out of me again, he rolls me over some more and now I’m on my tummy. He pushes inside me and I feel his thick cock pressing against my g-spot from this angle and let out a muffled groan. Stephen grabs my hands and puts them above my head, holding them there as he pounds into me, taking full control. His legs on either side of my thighs he plunges into me again and again, my feet curling, about the only part of me I can move. Turning my head I gasp at the intensity of his fucking, my body heating up and another orgasm welling inside me. Lowering himself and putting some of his weight on me, he kisses the exposed side of my face, his muscular chest pressed against my back as his abdomen slaps into my butt with each deep thrust. His one hand holding my two in place above my head, against the pillows as he plows away.



 



   Being taken so completely, so utterly drives me wild and I beg Stephen to fuck me harder, beg him to let me come again. In response he fucks me deeper, his cock buzzing against my g-spot with every downward thrust and I feel my pussy clenching around his girth as my next orgasm takes hold.



 



   Shaking but unable to move, squirming but unable to break free, I have my orgasm all over Stephen’s manhood, a long loud moan of pleasure barking out of me as I come, Stephen’s constant plunging driving my orgasm on and on, the wet slaps getting wetter as I add more juice to the fucking. My toes twitching, my legs trembling, I almost cry with pleasure as another wave goes through me, gasping for air, part of me wanting him to stop so I can breath but most of me wanting him to continue forever. He sends another wave through me and I feel my hands clench and unclench under his, as my orgasms take total control, reducing me to a twitching, spasming mess of grunts and moans, my pussy vibrating around his dick.



 



   Lying on top of me, Stephen releases my hands and I flop them down around my sides, panting. His cock hard and still inside me, he gives me a moment to recover before pulling himself out, and rolling me over onto my back, where he spreads my legs and gets on top of me. His turn, I can see in his eyes and he pushes himself inside me, kissing me as he quickly works himself up to his own orgasm, his arms wrapped around me.



 



   Fucking me faster and faster, he breathes into my ear, telling me he wants to come.



 



   “Yes, Baby, come inside me.” I beg him and moments later he bucks against me as he drains his balls inside me, his handsome face screwing up tight with the release of his load, his ass flexed tight under my hands as he fills me, his cock pulsing within my sex.



 



   Breathing into my shoulder, Stephen recovers from his own orgasm and rolls off me, putting one arm under his head as he basks in the afterglow. I roll onto my side put my head on his chest, his other arm wrapping around me. I run my hand up and down his stomach, enjoying it’s firm bumps.



 



   We lay there for a good five minutes, just enjoying the sounds of the outside world as they trickle in through the window. A car going past. Someone cutting their lawn. A bird calling somewhere nearby.



 



   “How do you feel, Dianne?” Stephen asks, breaking the comfortable silence, his fingertips toying with my hair.



 



   “Better than I have in years, Stephen.” I answer him, and it’s the truth. A great pressure that I didn’t even know was inside me has been released, making me feel free and relaxed. Not just sexually, although the sex we just had was amazing, but a pressure in my mind as well. Not sure how to explain that to a young man, I leave my answer as it is without trying to delve further.



 



   Stephen chuckles and holds me tighter for a second. “Me too. I never,
 ever
 thought I would get to do this. I keep expecting to wake up with sticky boxers and realize this was all another wet dream.”



 



   “Haha, on that note, you do understand we can
 never
 tell your mother, yes?”



 



   “Of course, I’ve never told her about the 7 million times I’ve jerked off to her best friend, so I’m not about to tell her we‘ve actually slept together now.” He answers me with a smile, and I can tell from his tone our secret is safe. I love Sally and would never want to hurt her, as strange as it sounds having done what I’ve just done. I didn’t realise how much I needed this and it just happened to be Stephen that was the perfect release valve for me.



 



   Taking his arm out from under his head, he starts stroking my breasts and I notice his cock starting to slowly stand up.



 



   “We’ve got at least an hour before my mom comes home, Dianne. What do you say we go one more time before we act like this never happened?” He asks, his cock growing longer and fatter by the second.



 



   “Well, since it
 is
 a once-off, I should probably get my money’s worth.” I joke, grabbing his cock and feeling it twitch…



 



END



 



------------------------------
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