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 GIRLFRIEND'S MOM AND HER SEXY SECRET











 “Hey babe, could you help me with something for a second?” My girlfriend Emma says to me, her head popping around the doorway as I sit on her couch, scrolling through my phone.







 “Sure.” I say, getting up and following her to her mom’s room and then into her walk in wardrobe, feeling a little like a trespasser, I’ve never been in Seona’s room before. Her walk in wardrobe is well stocked with items, with rods lining 3 walls, each packed with coathangers, and the coathangers packed with clothing. Above the clothes are two shelves, crammed with stuff. The top shelf above even my head at 6’2”, it’s items stuffed to the ceiling.







 “Mom’s got some old style photos tucked away in a box up there in the red box that’s hiding behind that suitcase” Emma says, pointing upwards to the top shelf to a small slither of red peeking out from between some suitcases. “I want to get some to make a collage for her Birthday, can you grab it for me?”







 “Of course.” I say, my girlfriend barely clocking in at 5’1”. Grabbing the small stepladder and unfolding it, I hop up and am able to hand down the suitcase to Emma so that I can pull out the box of photos. Sliding it towards me, I can feel there’s something underneath it and as I lift it and pass it gently down to Emma, I look back and see some old porno magazines, looking like they’re from the early 90’s, before I was even born.







 From way down below Emma has no chance of seeing what I’ve seen and I take the suitcase back from her and put it back, making a mental note to come and investigate this further. Assuming maybe the magazines belonged to Emma’s Dad before he did a runner? I’m interested in seeing what a 90’s porno mag looks like.







 Stepping down and folding the stool away, I follow Emma out as she carries the box to the living room, opening it and showing me a few old school photos, her mom looking as hot then as she is now, Seona being a total MILF that I’ve secretly has a bit of a crush on since Emma first introduced me to her.







 Leaving Emma to her collage, I go back to my phone and the rest of the day is pretty uneventful at my girlfriend’s house, the crappy weather keeping us inside, my mind occasionally wondering when I’ll get a chance to spy on those magazines.







 That evening when Seona gets home, she asks us about her day and Emma informs her she’s doing something sweet with her old photos, Seona asking how she got the box from way up there.







 “Jake grabbed it for me, why?”







 “No reason, just curious.” Seona answers nonchalantly, but inside I hear a small alarm start ringing.







 Hmmm, interesting.
 I think to myself.







 The next day is a Monday and Seona has already left the house, having gone to work. Watching Emma as she herself gets dressed for work, I smile as I re-read my text, informing me that the bad weather means my outdoor job is cancelled today. This will be a perfect opportunity while both women are out for me to check out those pornos.







 Walking Emma do her door, she gives me a kiss. ‘You won't be bored here all by yourself, Babe?”







 “Nah, not since you told me to bring my gaming console here.” I answer, Emma having a few months ago said that since she’s got me practically living here anyway I might as well bring my most prized possessions.







 “Ok, see you this afternoon.” She says as we exchange one final kiss. “Bye.”







 “Seeya later.”







 Watching her drive away, I wave and then count to ten before I make a beeline directly for Seona’s room. Feeling a little bit like a trespasser again, I tell myself I’m not here to snoop on Seona and her things, I’m just a 22 year old male who has found porno, that’s all.







 Grabbing the stepladder and moving the suitcase, I grab the three magazines and tuck them under my arm, putting the suitcase back and stepping down. Feeling a little guilty but also pretty excited I take the magazines with me to Emma and my room.







 Sitting on our bed, I scan the covers, seeing that all three of them are from 1993. Opening one carefully, I flick through the pages slowly, it appearing to be more of a men’s magazine than an outright porno. Lots of tits, and when the women are showing their crotches, no spread vaginas. The women are pretty hot, although some of the hairstyles are a little jarring, but I guess tits are tits and never go out of fashion.







 Turning the pages and enjoying it but not really seeing the point of having something like this still around, I’m suddenly smacked in the face when I get to the centerfold and see Seona staring out at me.







 Thinking I must be seeing things, I continue staring at the face. It’s much younger, but without a doubt, that is Seona looking back at me, a sexy expression with sultry eyes, biting her lip, her hands on her hips as she stands there completely naked, her large natural breasts topped with small pink nipples, her bush a decent sized tringle, the same chestnut brown as her thick mane of hair.







 “No way.” I say to myself, flicking through the half dozen or so pages of the centerfold, each one with one or more photos of Seona, looking absolutely stunning, her ass in the photos of her from behind making my head swim, her cheeky expression so cute and sexy at the same time, like she couldn’t be having more fun right now.







 My hands almost trembling, I grab the next magazine and start leafing through it, trying to control my excitement, feeling like someone who has just stumbled on a pile of money in public and is now trying to calmly stuff my pockets full. I can’t believe my biggest MILF fantasy is naked right before me.







 Sure enough, the centerfold model of this one is also Seona, this time doing a strip tease for the first few pages, each picture showing her with less and less clothing, the centerfold poster showing her standing with her legs spread, her pussy tidy, one hand cupping a breast, with again an expression of cheeky good natured fun.







 My cock now pounding in my pants, I lay the magazine down on the bed with the other one, still open, two large pictures of a naked Seona now looking at me. Opening the third, I immediately see that it’s more explicit, the women in this mag sometimes opening their pussy’s for the camera, or bending over, showing all that they have, looking back over their shoulders at the camera with sultry smiles.







 Wondering if this means what I think it means, I flick my way to the centerfold and am greeted by a naked Seona, Not showing too much but holding a dildo in her hand. Turning the pages slowly, I watch as Seona bares herself to the camera, then spreads herself, revealing to me her glorious vivid pink, looking so sweet and tasty, making me want to press my face the page, another turn and I actually get to witness Seona fucking herself with the dildo, my heart hammering in my chest as I see what I would never in a million years dreamed I would get to see.







 Turned on beyond belief, I stand up and lay the three magazines open on the bed, three images of Seona staring back at me. Pulling down my pants, I grab my cock and start pumping furiously, purely needing to get my come out, not wanting a long jerk off session or anything, just purely needing to come, my lust absolutely controlling me now.







 My eyes darting from beautiful image to beautiful image, I soon erupt, pumping into the air with my pelvis as I start to come, my load flying out to splatter all over the striptease centerfold, my grunts taking even me by surprise as I have the most powerful orgasm I’ve ever had jerking off, the subject matter feeling so taboo yet so utterly irresistible.







 “Shit!” I say as the poison leaves my body and I realise I’ve blown all over one of the magazines. My cock still out, I grab some tissues from Emma’s night table and wipe the pages gently, hoping I haven’t ruined them.







 My immediate urge to come gone, I go to put away the magazine’s away but don’t want the pages to stick together so decide to leave the magazine open until it’s dry and safe to close it again. Plus, I just know I’ll be jerking off again to Seona in half an hour. No way could I only use a goldmine like this only once.







 Sure enough, about 30 minutes later and I’m once again standing before the three Seona’s, pumping my cock and staring hungrily at her as she smiles back at me. Although this time I already have tissues and I’m more careful where my load ends up.







 By the end of the day, I’ve jerked off 5 times over Seona, and starting to feel a little bad for having done nothing else today but beat off and wait for the chance to jerk off again, my balls aching but in a way that feels kinda good.







 Hearing a car come up the driveway, I realise I really have tugged the day away as Seona is home. The magazine’s still spread on our bed, I rush into Emma’s room and close them before lifting up the bed’s mattress and placing them between it and the bed’s base.







 Coming back to the living room, Seona enters the house and dumps her handbag on the counter before joining me on the couch.







 “No work today, Jake?”







 “Nah, too rainy. Pros and cons of outdoor work, get to play in the sunshine, often don’t get paid when it’s wet. How was your day?”







 “Pretty standard, glad to be off my feet though.” Seona answers, putting her petite feet up on her coffee table. Like her daughter, Seona is short at barely 5’2”, her narrow waist and large bust and booty giving her a real hourglass figure.







 Looking at her, I wonder how much different she would look now. At 46 that would mean Seona is 20 in the photos, even younger than I am now. I wonder if she did any more? Or was it maybe a one crazy summer type thing? She’s still a total babe either way. A silly part of me wants to tell her I jerked off multiple times while looking at her today, like somehow that would be a compliment.







 “Something on your mind, Jake? You look like you’re a million miles away.”







 “Hmm? No, just wondering how to pass a level I’m stuck on on the console.”







 “Haha, of course you are.” Seona says, shaking her head with a smile. “Anyway, I’m going to have a shower.”







 Watching her walk away, I start scrolling through my phone, literally thinking about how I wouldn’t mind having one more session with the magazines, my cock twitching despite the amount of times I’ve already milked it today.







 Walking to Emma’s bedroom, I close the door and lift the mattress, feeling like a junky, needing to have just ‘one more’ hit before really quitting for good this time. Spreading the magazines out, open to my favourite pages, I whip my cock out and start unceremoniously beating off. Although it takes a little longer to coerce load six out, I soon manage to come, my pelvis fucking the air as I empty myself once again. Panting, I clean up and make my way back to the living room.







 20 minutes or so later, Seona joins me on the couch again, freshly washed and smelling devine, dressed in a sloppy top and sweat pants, her massive natural tits obviously loose under the top as they bounce and sway as she gets comfortable. Luckily, after 6 orgasms, I for once don’t have to worry about boning up in front of her, her body still turning me on, but my cock remaining still for the time being.







 “So what did you do today?” Seona asks me as she grabs the remote and brings the TV to life.







 “Pretty lazy actually, spent all day gaming.”







 “You’re still young enough to get away with it, if I sat around for an entire day I’d put on 50 pounds.” Seona says, joking.







 “I doubt that Seona. What about you, what were you up to at my age?”







 “Ha, same as everyone else, bit of drinking, bit of partying. But don’t tell Emma that, I’m her mom and must remain pure.” Seona tells me with a wink.







 Going to the TV, the rest of the afternoon is pretty mellow, although since I’m already ‘home’ I help Seona today as we start cooking tea, having it ready just as Emma gets home.







 Sitting around the table, we chat and for a while I forget about the other Seona living under my mattress, until Emma jokes about how tomorrow is forecast as better weather so I’ll be going to work, which makes me feel a momentary pang as I realise I won’t be able to jerk off over Seona.







 The next day, I kiss Emma goodbye as I leave, with me actually having the earliest starting time when there’s work. Driving off, I wonder when I’ll next get a chance to perve on Seona, thinking I’ll be able to sneak a quick one in while Emma is in the shower or something.







 The day is pretty standard until about lunchtime, when the clouds darken and start to block out the sun, the smell of rain fills the air. 20 minutes later and we’re all running for our cars, the rain sudden and torrential. Sitting in our vehicles, but not leaving just in case it’s a short shower, I get the same text as presumably everyone else, informing us the work day is over. Firing my ignition, I head for Emma’s.







 Excited, knowing I’ll be alone for a few more hours before either Emma or Seona get home, I’m already thinking about the magazines as I pull up but I see that Seona is already home, her car under the carport, out of the rain.







 Parking, I run for the front door, letting myself in with a key Emma gave me months ago. Taking off my wet jacket and shoes, I walk silently into the living room, where Seona is sitting on the couch, already dressed in her sloppy after work comfy clothes.







 “I thought you might be back early, when I heard the hammering on the roof.” Seona says, giving me a smile.







 “Yeah. What about you? No work?”







 “I was naughty. Didn’t feel like going in so I called in sick, ‘cough cough’.”







 “Haha, fair enough.” I say, happy to be looking at Seona’s real tits in her top but not being able to pull my cock out in front of them like I am with the Seona tits under my mattress.







 “I was just about to make a late lunch. You should go change out of those wet clothes and join me. Hungry?”







 “Sure, I could go a little food. Won’t be long.” I say, thinking I’ll have a real quick tug while I’m changing.







 Heading off to my room I close the door and hop out of my wet clothes, stripping down to nothing and putting them in the wash basket. My cock already growing, I grab the mattress and lift it, finding the hiding place bare. Wide eyed, I start lifting the mattress in other places, hoping that it’s just ‘moved a little’ but quickly realising that either Emma or Seona have found them, and not knowing which outcome is worse.







 “Knock knock.” Comes Seona’s voice from the door, before she opens it, making me scramble to grab my shirt from the floor and cover myself, trying to hide my throbbing cock.







 “Looking for these?” Seona asks, holding the magazines in her hand and waving them at me, while I try to hide myself from her, my cock hard and ready while the rest of me is feeling panicked and caught.







 “I...uhh...I...I don’t know what to say.” I admit after stammering for a moment, no good excuses coming to mind to aide me.







 “It’s pretty easy really. You went snooping through my belongings and you found these magazines. Then you stole them and jerked yourself off while looking at them. It that about it, Jake?”







 “I swear I wasn’t snooping, I was helping Emma and I just saw them. I had no idea you were in them, I just wanted to look at old school 90’s porno at first.”







 “But when you did see I was in them, did you put them back? No, you jerked off all over ‘me’. I can see the stain on the page. And the amount of tissues in the trash over there? Just how many times to you pull it yesterday?”







 “Six.” I admit, not seeing any reason to lie at this point.







 “And every time was over me? None of the other women?”







 “No, just you. The other women aren’t as exciting. I know you, so it makes it so much more...hot.”







 “Really? So be honest, what do you think of me, Jake?”







 “You’re a total MILF Seona, but obviously I’ve never tried anything, that would be wrong, but seeing you like that in those mags, it was so...exciting, I couldn’t help myself. I know I should have put them straight back, but I couldn’t, I had to keep going back for one more.”







 “And this morning, if I hadn’t looked and seen my magazines were gone and then looked in the
 first
 hiding place to get them, you would’ve been jerking off right now, wouldn’t you?”







 “Yes. I was going to have a quick pull before we ate.”







 “It’s pretty wrong, y’know. Jerking off to your girlfriend’s mom.”






 “I know. I’m sorry.”







 “Are you really?”







 “Yes, of course.”







 “Then drop your shirt, let me see you naked.”







 “What?”







 “You heard. Drop your shirt and let me see you naked. Fair’s fair. You’ve seen me naked in my early 20’s, I want the same thing.
 Do it
 .”







 Looking at her to see if she’s joking with me, I see no joke in her eyes. There’s something there, something that isn’t anger or upset, but I’m not fully able to read her. Slowly, I drop the shirt to the ground, my hands now covering my cock, which is still fully hard, aching between my legs.







 “Move your hands, Jake. I didn’t have my hands covering myself in the photos, did I?”







 Exhaling, I drop my hands to my sides and stand before Seona, start naked, my cock pointing at her, throbbing to my heartbeat. Staring at my body, Seona drinks me in, taking her time over every inch of me. Despite myself, I feel excited. The cat’s out of the bag and she knows I think she’s hot and that I’ve jerked off while thinking about her, and now this stunning MILF is looking at my hard cock.







 Staring at my shaft as it pulses, Seona stands, hands on hips, the magazines thrown onto the bed, her hips crooked at an angle, not completely unlike in one of the centerfolds. “Well, look at that.” She says, gesturing to my manhood. “No wonder Emma was so keen to get you practically moving in with us, look at him.”







 “Uh, thank you?” I say, feeling awkward and not knowing where to put my hands.







 “And so hard, even know. You really do like me in that way don’t you, Jake? Six times yesterday eh? Six times you made that monster pop, all because of me. I’ve got to admit, it’s kind of flattering.”







 Standing there, not 100% sure what to do next, Seona continues. “Show me Jake, show me your favourite photos.”







 Walking to the magazine, I open them to their centers, and turn the pages until I find the specific photos that really got me off. All of them are amazing, but a few also had that extra something that means you could go back time after time.







 Looking at the pictures, Seona seems lost in memory, running her hand over them and smiling to herself. Pointing to a specific one where she’s sitting down, her legs open but her arms obscuring most of her sex from the camera, she asks, “What is it about this one Jake, it’s pretty conservative compared to a lot of the others.”







 “Yeah but your face, look at it. So seductive, such a...a...
 knowing
 look, like you know exactly what I want and think it’s kinda cute and amazing. You know you’ve got me wrapped around your little finger.”







 “Huh, I was expecting ‘nice tits in this one’.” Seona says, looking at me. “And you jerked off to this picture? My face as well, not just my body?”







 “Sure. You’re smoking hot, Seona. And look at this one, you’re lying down looking up into the camera, so I can imagine being on top of you, your hands wrapped around me.”







 “That’s not what I look like any more, Jake.”







 “Yes it is, I remember you in your swimsuit last summer. You’ve totally still got it.”







 Looking at the photos with a faraway look, Seona bites her lip before looking at me. “Stroke yourself, Jake, stroke yourself while looking at the photos. I want to watch you jerk off while looking at me.”







 Looking at her and seeing once again that she’s serious, I slowly grab my cock and start stroking myself, looking at the photos of Seona and then looking at her, comparing her face and other than seeing maturity and some crow’s feet, it’s the same woman. The total babe on the pages is right her with me now. It’s hard to describe, like if I was watching a porno and then suddenly the actress was in the room with me, watching me jerk off to her work.







 Sitting on the bed next to the magazines, Seona looks up at me, watching my face as my eyes dart from paper her to real her. Leaning back, her large natural breasts straining against her top as she puts her weight on her hands, her nipples making grape sized bumps, somehow even more alluring than the bare breasts of the magazine.







 Staring at her tits, I turn a little to face her more, now jerking off at the real Seona, the magazines becoming forgotten as Seona stares up at me, a cheeky smile spreading across her face, her eyes occasionally going to my cock, watching me pump it in my hand.







 Watching me, Seona brings one hand around and grabs the bottom of her shirt, biting her lip like a centerfold model. Watching me closely, she lifts her shirt until she’s showing me underboob, her breasts looking bigger than 20 year old Seona’s.







 Still pumping my cock, I watch as Seona slowly, oh so slowly lifts her top more, Pulling her breasts up as she goes, hiding them until suddenly, with a pendulous bounce, they slip from the shirt and I see them in real life for the first time. Her nipples are darker now, the areolas larger too, but on her larger breasts they look perfect. Gasping, I look in wonder at her boobs as I stroke myself faster and faster.







 “Are you going to come Jake? Are you going to show me what he looks like when he erupts? All over my tits?”







 “You want me to?” I pant, my strokes getting more and more desperate.







 “Yes Jake, give it to me, cover my tits in your come.”







 Taking a step closer, I grunt as my cock spasms, great ropes of jizz spurting out and landing on Seona’s chest, running slickly down her large mounds and dripping onto her stomach. Leaning back, Seona smiles as she watches my cock explode, watching the wet splats as they land on her, my hand pumping, releasing it all onto her.







 Rubbing her now creamy breasts, Seona watches my cock as it hangs there, a string of come hanging from the eye. Reaching out, she wipes the come into her hand, making me jolt as her soft fingers touch my sensitive post orgasm knob.







 Taking her shirt off, she dabs at my load, drying it off her body as it trickles down, stopping it before it can get to her sweat pants. “And you did that another 5 times yesterday?”







 “Haha, yeah.” I say, still riding on my high.







 “Mmm, to be in my 20’s again. I’ve forgotten what it was like to spend an entire day just fucking.”







 “I could help you remember, Seona.” I say, a lump in my throat as I push it further.







 Looking at my cock, Seona bites her lip again. “Hmm, I daresay you could, Jake.”







 Reaching down, I offer my hands to Seona and she takes them. Pulling her to her feet and now standing close to each other, I keep holding her hands while we stare at each other, many thoughts flashing through our minds but no words being spoken. I can feel the hidden lust inside her, the
 wanting
 , but she’s also thinking about her daughter, already in two minds about letting me come on her.







 Stroking her cheek, I lean in a little, her perfume filling my nostrils, my eyes looking deep into hers. Cupping her chin, I lean in further, my eyes softening as I bring my lips to hers, Seona pulling back for half a second before leaning in to kiss.







 Gently, softly at first, we start making out, our lips testing one another, my hand sliding around her head, holding her lips to mine, my other hand holding her waist, pulling her topless body to my naked one, my cock pressed into her, it’s warmth heating her stomach.







 Kissing with more intensity, our mouths part and our tongues join in, darting at first, flicking against the other, teasingly. Seona’s hands slide up my back and she holds me tight as we kiss, her fingers digging into my shoulder blades as she keeps me to her, her large natural breasts pressed against my chest.







 My hand running through her thick hair, I grab it and move to her neck and ear, nuzzling it, kissing it, nipping at it as her scent drives me, her soft moans of pleasure letting me know when I’m turning her on.







 My other hand slides down her back and cups her ass, her cheek firm and arousing, moving under my fingers as I fondle it. Stepping forward, I drive her back to the bed and we fall to it gently, still kissing, my arm keeping me above her while she runs her hands up and down my naked body, squeezing my ass as I grind against her, the warmth of her soft skin tingling on mine.







 Kissing down her body, I suck and swirl my tongue around her nipples, hearing her moan, before kissing down her stomach, her hands playing with my hair as my face works its way lower and lower. Grabbing her sweatpants, I pull them down, revealing sexy red knickers, the bulge of her mons making me gowl with animal lust deep in my throat.







 Grabbing her panties, I pull them down, her hair now a smaller triangle, cropped short, but the same color as it was in the centerfolds. Beneath her trimmed bush, two puffy lips, glistening with lust stare back at me, wet and pink folds of her inner labia between them, looking so sweet and soft.







 Looking at Seona and giving her a smile, I lower my face between her thighs, breathing in her musk, my cock starting to throb, waking up. Kissing her sex, I lap at her hood, pushing my tongue between her folds to find her clit and tease it, feeling Seona jolt when I do indeed discover her bud, her hands grabbing my hair tight as I wrap my lips around her sex and start sucking, my tongue grinding against her swollen little clit, Seona gyrating her pelvis against my face, looking down at me with concentration, biting her bottom lip, her brows knitted.







 Opening my mouth, I push my tongue into her, tasting her pussy, fucking her with it, darting in and out of her, holding her hips to my face, feeling her grind against me, her grip on my hair getting tighter and tighter.







 Looking up, I try to smile with my eyebrows as I watch her face contort with pleasure between the mounds of her massive tits, fucking her with my tongue before going back to her clit, swirling around it and sucking it hard, filling it and making it even more sensitive, Seona shaking every time I do it.







 “You keep...you keep doing that Jake and I’m gonna….fuck….I’m gonna…”
 Seona pants, her toes curling and her knuckles white as she holds my head and grinds herself against me.








 “Mm-hmm.”
 I murmur into her sex, wanting to make this absolutely gorgeous MILF come, watching her face as I eat her pussy.







 “Oh fuck! Oh my god! Ugggh! Ugggh!”
 Seona grunts as she starts to come, smashing herself against my face, her pussy exploding and coating me in her climax, throwing her head repeatedly against the bed, her legs wrapping around my back and holding me tight, her hands pulling my hair as she fucks my face with her sex.







 Lapping and licking, I taste her sweet orgasm and toy with her clit to the end, feeling her shudder as she relaxes her grip on my hair, her chest heaving as she takes huge breaths, one long groan of spent pleasure escaping her as she does so.







 Kissing her pussy and thighs, I take my time, happy to watch her lay there, a forearm over her eyes, her mouth opening and closing without words as she recovers. Finally, she takes her arm from her face and looks down at me, a bemused smile on her face, my own face plastered with her natural lube and orgasm.







 “Holy shit Jake.
 Wow
 .” She pants, stroking my hair.







 “Haha, glad you enjoyed.” I say, crawling up to be lying next to her.







 “More than enjoyed Jake, more than enjoyed.” She says, seeing my throbbing cock and sitting up. “I think you deserve a little thank you for that.”







 Flat on my back, I watch as Seona grabs my cock and strokes it a few times, her other hand playing with my balls.







 “It’s so hot, Jake.” She says with a smile, her soft hand gliding along my pulsing shaft, before she lowers her face to my cock and kisses it, her lips feeling cold and sensual on its red hot surface, her tongue slipping out and running along my length from tip to balls, her lips kissing my cock on the way back up before opening and taking its head in her mouth.







 Sucking hard, she pulls my cock with her mouth, her tongue lapping against my knob, her hand pumping my shaft as she sucks me off. Moving some stray hair out of the way, I guide her head up and down on my length, listening to the wet sounds of her oral, still barely able to believe that the total babe from the magazines and my ultimate crush has actually wrapped her mouth around my girth.







 Rubbing my balls, leaning over my cock, my hand slides up and down her body, playing with her ass, my fingers dipping between her legs to feel her still sopping pussy. Pulling her towards me, I grab her legs and bring it over, wanting her to sit on my face while she sucks me off.







 Lowering herself onto my face, I kiss her pussy as it meets my lips, her sex hot and wet. Grabbing her ass, I pull her sex onto me, my hips thrusting upwards, fucking her mouth as she grinds on my face.







 From this angle, I can work my cock deeper down her throat, feeling as its walls hug my girth, Seona panting through her nose between thrusts, her hands playing with my balls while I moan with pleasure into her pussy.







 Feeling my balls start to lift and tighten, I grab her head and start fucking her throat harder, pumping upwards as she smothers my face with her pussy. Holding her face down onto my cock, I impale her on my dick as I start to come, my gasps tickling her pussy as my manhood swells and spurts, hot come shooting down her throat, Seona moaning as she swallows it all, my hips thrusting, my cock pulsating with each fresh spurt.







 Gasping into her pussy, Seona slides her mouth off my cock and takes a few deep breaths before sitting up, playfully covering my face completely with her sex and ass, rocking back and forth on me, riding my face likes it’s a saddle.







 Playing with my shaft, Seona dismounts, laying next to me, her hand toying with my sensitive plums, her other holding her head up as she rests on her elbow, looking a me.







 “Feel a little lighter?” She asks me with a grin, licking her lips.







 “
 Very
 . Thanks.” I say, my cock twitching every time her fingers run up its length.







 Looking at her naked body, I can see she really has taken amazing care of herself over the years, her breasts natural and bigger than when she was 20, her curves more pronounced now, even more...womanly.







 Seeing me staring, Seona chuckles. “Still think I’m all that?”







 “More, if anything, actually.” I say, pulling her to me so that she’s resting her head on my chest, her breasts pressed against me.







 Stroking her back and smelling her hair, I lay there enjoying my after orgasm glow, excited at how natural and comfortable it feels to be lying like this with her. We don’t say anything for at least 10 minutes but it never feels awkward, just two people enjoying the feeling of another’s body against theirs.







 Patting my stomach as she sits up, Seona gets off the bed. “Still want some lunch? I’m starving.” She asks as she slips on her sweatpants, without the panties though, I notice.







 “Sure.” I answer, putting on some boxers but nothing else and following her out, looking at the flawless skin of her back and side boob as she walks.







 Leaning against the counter in the kitchen I offer to help as Seona starts making some light sandwiches, her breasts swaying as she works, my eyes glued to them and their entrancing way of moving, so alluring on some primal level, making me all but unable to look away.







 “No thanks Jake.” Seona answers with a laugh, seeing where my eyes are focussed, “You just stay there and enjoy the view.”







 The sandwiches soon ready, she brings them over and we stand at the counter, eating. Grabbing us a cold drink, we eat in silence, my eyes glued to Seona and Seona’s eyes, I notice, often looking down at my crotch, my boxers not leaving too much to the imagination.







 Finished first, I lean against the counter and watch Seona before getting an idea. Going to the panty, I grab a squeeze bottle of honey and bring it back, a smile on my face.







 Just finishing her lunch, Seona swallows and looks at me. “Oh? What’s this then?”







 Lifting her up and placing her on the counter, I take the bottle and dribble some honey on each nipple, before leaning in to suckle at her even sweeter than normal body. The honey tastes good and is very sticky, requiring lots of licking before Seona’s breasts are honey free. Holding my head and laughing at my tickling tongue, I add some more and go in for another taste, Seona’s laughs becoming moans of pleasure as I feel her nipples getting harder between my lips.







 Hearing her become aroused in turn makes me horny and I feel my cock tenting my boxers, straining against its stretchy fabric. Reaching down, Seona rubs my cock through the fabric and strokes it, cooing appreciatively.







 “Fuck me Jake. Fuck me right here,
 now
 .”







 Sitting up a little as I pull at her sweatpants, I tug them over her knees and down to her ankles, watching her kick them off to the floor. Next, Seona grabs my boxers and slips them down my thighs, my cock springing free of it constraints.







 Spreading herself for me, I stare at her beautiful sex, my hands on her thighs as I position myself closer, my knob aiming at her pussy.







 Her arms over my shoulders, Seona bites her lower lip as she pulls me in closer, my head making contact with her lips, the heat of her sex emanating into my cock as I push myself inside her, her pussy hugging my cock as I thrust slowly, working it in a little deeper each time.







 Fully impaled on my cock, Seona pulls my face to hers and we starts kissing as we fuck, my hands wrapped around her, our mouths exploring one another, the wet sounds of our sex filling the kitchen, my balls slapping against her as her butt sits on the edge of the counter.







 Leaning back on her hands, I watch her massive tits bounce as I fuck her, her legs wrapped around me. Leaning in, I suck her tits while I thrust, grabbing the honey and adding more again, covering her in its stickiness and then lapping at her hungrily.







 Her tight sex wrapped around my shaft, I feel her flexing herself, milking me, a cheeky look on her face as she knows she’s making it as hard as possible for me to last inside her, so good does she feel.







 “Don’t come inside me Jake, ok? Pull out and cover me, but don’t come inside me ok?”








 “Ok Seona.”
 I answer, concentrating on my thrusts, her body so good wrapped around my length.







 Feeling my balls lift, I pull out just in time and start coming, hands free, my cock jerking and twitching, shooting rope after rope of hot come all over Seona’s stomach and tits, Seona watching hungrily as I paste her, her pelvis gyrating like she can’t control herself.







 Still holding me to her with her legs, Seona wipes at my load with her fingers, sucking them while I watch. “Mmm, honey flavored!”







 Laughing, she lets go of me and I lean against the counter, it’s edge cool against my skin.







 “Did you like my little trick? That’s something I couldn’t do as well when I was your age.”







 “You mean the flexing? Yeah, pretty hard not to come when it feels
 that
 intense.”







 “Haha, your young cock is no match for 20 years of kegels, Jake!”







 “Kegels huh? Yeah it was pretty mind blowing.”







 “I’m sure you’ll do better next time.” Seona says with a smirk, reaching down and playing with my cock before hopping down from the counter and slipping back into her sweatpants.







 Getting back into my boxers, I follow her at her instruction to her room, where we get comfortable on her bed and she turns on the TV.







 Snuggling up to me, her head on my shoulder, Seona rubs my cock through my boxers idly while we watch some daytime show I’m not familiar with. Comfortable and feeling very relaxed, I feel myself dozing off, my eyelids getting heavy.







 Jolting, I wake up, not even realising I was asleep, Seona’s mouth wrapped around my hard cock, my boxers pulled down below my heavy plums.







 “Welcome back, sleepyhead.” Seaona says, looking up at me, my cock still in her hand as she pumps, “He started standing up while you were snoring so I thought I’d start our next round early. You don’t mind, do you?”







 “Mmm, not at all.” I answer, my hands stroking her hair as she goes back to my cock, her wet lips wrapping around my girth and sucking.







 Awake and hard, I grab at Seona’s sweatpants, wanting them off. Wriggling out of them, Seona tugs my boxers all the way off, making us both fully nude again. Standing up on the bed, Seona steps over me, the view from my position absolutely amazing, her swollen sex puffy and aroused, glistening with as much lust as I have.







 Slowly squatting down, resting her hands on my chest, Seona kisses my cock with her pussy, teasing it, lowering herself just enough to fill my knob with her warmth before taking it away again, my hands sliding up and down her soft thighs, wanting so badly to be inside her, her massive tits swaying.







 Finally, she rests her knees on either side of me and lowers herself again, this time not moving away once my engorged knob enters her, but not moving down any further either, simply watching my sexual agony and smiling at me, my hips trying to thrust upward to bury myself deeper, her heat filling me.







 Inch by inch, Seona fills herself with my cock, her pussy so tight, her velvet walls hugging my length as she becomes embedded with shaft. Now sitting on my lap, my cock inside her, Seona starts to grind back and forth, riding me, my hands holding her perfect ass as she pistons back and forth on me.







 Reaching up, I play with her breasts as she starts to grind harder, her expression becoming intense as she stares at me, almost unseeing, all her attention focussed on her sex. Arching her back, she grinds her clit against me as we fuck, her pistoning getting faster and faster.







 Holding on and enjoying the ride, I watch as this utterly stunning MILF uses me like a sex toy, grinding herself to climax before my eyes, her hands clenched on my chest as her bucks and thrusts become more desperate.







 “Oh fuck yes! Fuck! Unnngh!”
 Seona grunts, her fists beating at my chest as she starts to come, her orgasm making her body shake as she pistons back and forth on my cock in a blur, her tits swinging and her hair going wild. Her pussy explodes on my cock, coating it in its wet warmth as her thighs flex and her body trembles.







 Spent, she flops down on to me, her breasts resting on my chest, her mouth finding mine and kissing me deep, her breath ragged, her sex still pistoning on me, now intent to milk me again.







 Grabbing her, I roll over, getting myself on top of her, my body between her spread legs, our kiss still going. Her fingers running up and down my back, I feel her start to squeeze her pussy, my cock wrapped in the tightest hug it's ever been in.







 Looking up at me and smiling, she continues flexing as I start to fuck her, my own pelvis thrusting now, my balls slapping loudly against her ass as I bury myself deep inside her. Wrapping her legs around me and holding me inside her, she squeezes my cock with her body.







 Leaning down and kissing her, I pump my hips, pacing myself, intent to last longer this time, even though Seona wants to make me come asap.







 “Mmm, you feel so good inside me, Jake.”
 Seona purrs, breaking off our kiss.







 Panting, I smile at her.
 “Feels pretty amazing inside you, Seona.”







 “Can you imagine how good it would feel coming inside me? Blowing your load deep in my pussy? Would you like that Jake? Would you like to come inside me?”
 Seona says, a wicked smile on her face, her plan to drive me over the edge with her dirty talk.







 “Careful Seona, or I actually will.”
 I warn her, not sure how long I’ll be able to hold in my orgasm, her pussy the best I’ve ever had by far.







 “I’m sure you’ll be able to pull out at the last second.”
 Seona answers, flexing herself again around my length. ‘
 Now imagine grabbing my ass and just filling me up with your come, wouldn’t that be nice?”







 “Seriously Seona, I wont be able to hold off much longer.”
 I say, slowing my pace to try and hold on only for Seona to start pumping her hips, fucking me, her legs holding me in place, a prisoner with my cock stuffed inside her, unable to pull it out or not be fucked by her soft sex.








 “How good would it feel to come right now, Jake? Come right now?”
 Seona says with a massive smile, watching me concentrate on trying not to come and simply doubling her efforts, her body so good wrapped around mine.







 “”Ah fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”
 I grunt as the urge to come takes over and I stop trying to hold it in and stay still and grab Seona under the ass and start fucking her hard, pumping like a man possessed, my shaft slamming into her as my balls lift and my cock swells and without a care in the world I come, hard and deep into her, filling her sex with my load, my orgasm the most intense one I’ve ever had. Grunting, panting, swearing, I empty myself inside her, my hips pistoning as I bury myself as deep as I can in her, Seona’s legs wrapped tightly around me, never giving me any chance to have gotten away, totally at her mercy.







 Bucking and pumping, my cock pulsating, I slowly pump to a finish, feeling almost inside out, Seona still gripping me with her legs and her arms, looking up at me with a beaming smile, knowing she won utterly, hands down.







 “Naughty Jake. I told you
 not
 to come inside me, and instead you’ve gone and practically filled me up from the feels of it.” Seona purrs, stroking my hair and looking up at me while I stare down unfocussed, my orgasm having made me momentarily dumb.







 “I...uhhh...I...yeah” I say, to Seona’s amusement, lying on top of her, my cock still buried in her warmth.







 Kissing me, Seona strokes my hair and body, relaxing her grip on me with her legs but her body language telling me not to go anywhere yet. Making out for long moments, I can feel Seona still flexing herself around my slowly wilting cock.







 Grabbing her, I roll over, bringing her with me, her smaller frame now resting on mine, her legs on either side of mine, my hands full of her amazing ass. Resting her head on my chest, she listens to my heart beat as it slowly returns to normal, saying nothing for minutes.







 “I hate to kill the mood,” Seona murmurs from my chest, “But Emma will be back soon. We should probably think about not being like this when she walks in the door.”







 “Yeah that’s a point.” I agree, having honestly forgot there was a world outside the house for a few lovely hours.







 Reluctantly untangling ourselves from one another, we get off the bed, with Seona getting back into her sweatpants and with me heading for the shower while Seona fetches the rest of her clothes.







 About 20 minutes later as I stand under the showers warm water, I hear the bathroom door opening. Assuming it’s Emma back from work, I call out a greeting, only to hear Seona’s voice in response.







 “You didn’t answer your phone so Emma texted me.” Seona says, opening the shower door and looking at my naked body with a grin. “She’s been asked to stay back, she won't be home for another 2 hours.”







 Peeling off her top, her massive natural tits once again bare for my eyes, I already know without asking what I’ll be doing for the next 2 hours as I watch Seona, now naked, hop into the shower with me, her hand grabbing my cock with one hand as she closes the door with the other…







END







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







 SEDUCING MY DAUGHTER’S BOYFRIEND











 For the third time this week already I was sprawled out on my bed, my new vibrator between my legs and buzzing as it plunged again and again into me rapidly, pulling it upward to tease my clit with its vibrations. My other hand squeezing and pulling my breasts as I squirmed in delight and heat, sweating with the effort of making myself come, thoughts of John’s thick cock driving me on to the finish line. Shuddering as it takes hold, I enjoy my orgasm, more intense than the ones I’ve had until recently, partly in thanks to my longer, thicker vibrator, the purchase of which was inspired by seeing the massive member that John, my Daughter’s boyfriend, is sporting between his legs.







 Breathing deeply, I turn the vibrator off and stretch out languidly, enjoying my post-orgasm bliss. My husband Ronald is at work, and John has taken my Daughter Sarah out to lunch, leaving me alone with my thoughts and a chance to take my new throbbing purple toy for another spin, a chance I hadn’t wasted.







 It had all started three weeks ago completely by accident. If you had asked me before then what I thought of John, I would have given you all the usual replies a happy Mother would give when her Daughter has found a nice boy. That he’s sweet, treats my Sarah well and seems to have a good head on his shoulders and that I hope it all works out for them. Asking me what I thought about his body would have made me raise an eyebrow at you. John is handsome, certainly, but not even half my age, still able to eat and do whatever he wants and wake up in the morning with his 6 pack still there. How I envy their youth sometimes, haha.







 And if you asked me what I thought about him sexually, well now not only would I raise an eyebrow, but I’d probably throw you a glare too. First of all, I’m happily married to my Ronald, and secondly, John is going out with Sarah, so why even ask such a silly question? And yet, now here I am, still covered in a thin glistening sheen of sweat, having just made myself come having imagined John’s powerful body on top of me, filling me and driving me insane with lust.







 I had come home earlier than expected and was putting some groceries on the kitchen counter when I saw out the window that John and Sarah were enjoying the pool on this hot day, frolicking and generally enjoying their youth. I noticed that Sarah didn’t have her bikini top on and didn’t think anything of it, I’ve gone topless in the pool when it’s just me and Ronald at home sometimes. But then John swam to the end of the pool, his strong arms cutting through the water effortlessly and walked up the steps, the pool’s warm water running off his body, and as he rose up the steps it became obvious that John was naked.







 Very obvious, in fact. John has quite literally the biggest cock I’ve ever seen in real life, it hung straight down, it’s large fat knob weighing it towards the earth, swinging as he walked out of the pool, as thick as my wrist. I was hypnotized, I knew I should look away for decency’s sake but I couldn’t, I just couldn’t. It was so big! It’s not erect and it’s already bigger than Ronalds, a traitorous thought said inside me, making me feel instantly guilty that I would belittle the man I love, in such a way. Ronald has never given me anything but all his love and affection, and to be so easily impressed by something as simple as a dick felt very wrong. But I still hadn’t looked away.







 John grabbed a towel, wrapping it around himself and finally my eyes were back under my control. I turned from the window, scared that they might catch me peeping and focussed on putting the groceries away, making enough noise to let them know I was home.







 A minute later they came inside, both wrapped in towels and refreshed looking.







 “Hi Mom,” Sarah said, stepping lightly over the floor to plant a kiss on my cheek.







 “Hi, Mrs Thompson.” John said, smiling at me with his naturally affable expression. My mind actually having to tell me not to glance down and see just how much of a bulge his cock would make in the towel.
 This is crazy
 , I heard myself saying.
 It’s just a penis, control yourself!







 John’s cock kept entering my mind for the rest of the day. Later that night as Ronald made love to me, I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel if his member was as big as John’s. It would feel different I was sure, but it had been two decades since I’d felt any man other than Ronald inside me. Would I even be able to take it? Would he ‘bottom out’ in me, as I’d heard some girlfriends confiding, where their husband’s length was long enough that it got to the end of their vaginas and still had some cock to spare? Why was I even asking these questions? Ronald was my husband and I was perfectly happy with him, he didn’t deserve to have me thinking like this while he was being intimate with me. How would I feel if I thought he was thinking right now as he made love to me that he was actually having sex with a younger woman with much larger breasts. Much, much larger breasts, the traitorous voice chimed in. Can you imagine if he’s a grower and not a shower too? My god, it would be like two cola cans or something, stacked on top of one another, with a fat angry head topping it off. Getting wet despite myself, Ronald assumed he was doing good and smiled down at me, his eyes full of nothing but love. I smiled back and closed my eyes in ecstasy as I had my orgasm, telling myself it’s all Ronald, but knowing that I’m lying as I shudder in pleasure.







 Curious, needing to know what it would be like to have such a big cock inside me, I made a small detour on my way home about a week later, no longer able to wonder but wanting to
 feel.
 Parking in its discreet car park, I walked into the sex shop and was bedazzled by its array of bright fleshy colors and gimmicks, all wanting to assure me that this, no this was going to give you the best orgasm ever. I’d already been there once or twice to buy novelty items as a bridesmaid and such, and again to purchase a dildo and later a vibrator, so I knew roughly where to look.







 Coming to the selection of sex toys I made my way along the wall, watching as the dildos and vibrators got progressively bigger and more intimidating. John’s cock burned into my mind, I tried to imagine it erect and proud, guessing how much more girth and length arousal would add to his already impressive piece.







 Narrowing it down to two, I looked at each competitor, wondering which one would be the closest approximation to John’s cock. This is ok, I told myself. There’s nothing wrong with seeing a dick and being curious. It’s not like I was trying to fuck the real John, no way. I had simply been...inspired to try a bigger sized toy, and yet it didn’t just need to be big, I noticed that I wanted the closest I could find to his exact kind of bigness. Circumcised, with a fat head on the end and an even width from root to tip. Eventually, I chose the purple one as it really did look like an erect version of what I had seen emerging from the pool like some kind of ocean-dwelling leviathan.







 Getting home and stashing the new purchase in my bedside drawer, I felt a ping of excitement knowing it was there, and couldn’t wait for the house to be empty so I could give it a try. It wasn’t to be today unfortunately, as both Sarah and Ronald were home and I found myself pressing my palm against my sex as Ronald snored lightly next to me that night, almost willing me to slip into the garage with my acquisition and try it out in the back of one of the cars, so excited was I.







 The next morning Ronald was at work and Sarah was out for the day with John. Feeling like a kid at Christmas, I rolled over and grabbed my new toy and the tube of lube from the bottom drawer. Resting on my back, I snuck the vibrator down under the sheets and pressed it against my clit, testing its vibration settings until I found the one I liked the most.







 Getting myself warmer, I swirled it around myself and playfully pressed its (John’s) knob against my lips, trying to imagine how full it was going to make me feel. It was much bigger than anything I’d had before. Playing with my clit and rubbing my breasts, I grab the lube, squeezing out a generous dollop onto the fat purple head and smearing it around with my fingers, a small part of me pretending it was John’s cock and that he was gasping as I grasped him.







 Pushing against my lips, I press the toy slowly into me, the knob opening me and stretching me as I’ve never been stretched before. It’s painful and I need to stop a few times, very slowly working it into myself. After 5 minutes of teasing, I manage to get its knob inside me and I let out a cry, mixed with pleasure and shock. It’s so intense, almost too intense and I lay there panting, my legs spread wide and the vibrator barely inside me, it’s vibrations making my whole pelvis shake.







 Rubbing my clit with my other hand, I fuck myself with just the knob, I can’t get it in any deeper, but moments later I’m suddenly wracked by an orgasm that takes me by surprise and I cry out again, this time all in pleasure as a kind of orgasm I’ve not had before rushes through my body, my pussy on fire. Swearing and grunting I squirm on the bed, the fat knob stretching my sex and the vibrations finishing me off.







 Spent, I push the knob out of my body and feel it’s absence immediately. I was so filled for a few minutes, even if not deeply. Part of me wonders how Sarah takes such a cock, and I feel myself becoming determined to keep practicing on this purple monster until I can too.







 Taking every opportunity I can to fuck the vibrator, it takes me ten days to be able to slip it into myself with some basic forelay and self-heating up. I still can’t take all of it, it’s simply too long and I’m not deep enough inside, but its girth has become a perfect fit for me now, the feeling of being stretched to just a hair’s breadth of my limit is so fulfilling, my orgasms on the vibrator the hardest I’ve ever had.







 As much as I hate admitting it, Ronald’s love making is not making me feel the same way it always has. I catch myself mid-sex wishing his dick was longer and especially fatter, and feel immediately bad for thinking such mean spirited thoughts. A part of me wishes I’d never seen John’s enormous cock, but I have and every chance I get I’m riding my purple toy, a small but growing part of me wishing it was John’s cock inside me, the feeling of a real-life dick as big as my amazing toy an extremely appealing thought.







 Feeling guilty, I suck Ronald’s cock and let him come in my mouth, something I don’t do very often, but even then I wonder how stretched my mouth would be if it was John fucking my mouth instead. What does John’s young come taste like? Are his loads thick and full? Shooting quite far with the power of youth?







 And that brings us to now, with me on my bed naked and spent, wanting to fuck John and knowing that I must never ever do it. His big dick has become my obsession, the fact that I
 can’t
 have it making it all the more appealing, the long thick forbidden fruit between his legs tantalizingly close but so far away. Just once, just once to lie on my back and have his strong arms around me, and to feel that pressure as he forces his girth inside me, filling me with his rock hard shaft, red hot to the touch.







 I start trying to get John in situations where he will be wearing less, commenting on how nice the weather is today and you two kids should go have a swim. Or that he looks a bit sweaty, by all means go and take a shower if you want, John. I’m not sure if it’s flirting, it’s been so long since I tried to win a man’s affections, but I do know I can’t help it. I look at Sarah and I wonder how I could possibly risk hurting her, but then John walks into the room and every fiber of my being wants me to drop to my knees and take his cock out and suck it, right there, tasting his slick pre-come, making him hard with my lips, swallowing every drop of his come as I make him blow with my mature and skilled mouth.







 It’s like I have a crush, but not on John. A crush on John’s dick! How insane is that? A woman of my years being turned to jelly by a cock. Doing things I know I shouldn’t because of a cock. Feeling like it’s worth risking 20 years of marriage and a stable family home for nothing more than a big dick! I would tell myself these things in the quiet moments, but then John and his bulge would appear and every promise I had just made to myself about my behavior would fly out the window and I’d be turning up the thermostat, hoping to get him down to his boxers. What am I thinking!?







 “Mom? Moooom? Earth to Mom?”







 “Huh? Oops, sorry sweety, I was miles away, what were you saying?” I reply, coming out of my large cock based daydream.







 “Are you ok Mom?” Sarah asks me, mild concern in her voice, “You’ve been wandering off a bit lately.”







 “I’m fine, it’s just the heat, knocks these old bones around,” I answer with a smile, not wanting Sarah to have any worries.
 Except that maybe I’ll fuck her boyfriend and his massive cock,
 the bad part of me chimes in.







 “Ok, if you’re sure. I was just saying that Carissa called and wants me to pop around and help her pick a dress, she has a date this weekend and is pretty excited. John’s on his way here already and isn’t answering his phone, do you mind him being here a while by himself? He’d be bored to tears at Carissa’s.”







 My heart beats a little faster as I realize I’ll have John to myself for the first time since I saw his package, and instantly I start wondering if I should suggest we go for a swim together or something. Or perhaps I’ll just answer the door naked and he’ll be unable to help himself and he’ll fuck me senseless right there on the welcome mat. Shaking my head at the depravity of my own thoughts I answer, “Of course it’s fine sweetheart, between his phone or the TV he’ll be ok, I’ll make him some nice lunch maybe.”







 “Thanks Mom, you know John, he won’t be any trouble.” Sarah says as she kisses me on the cheek and heads for the door.







 I wouldn’t mind a little trouble, I say to myself as I watch her leave. As soon as the door closes I rush to my room, and stand in front of the full-length mirror, appraising myself. I’ve probably 10 minutes before John gets here and now I feel like everything I’m wearing screams dowdy old lady and not vixen in her prime looking for some massive cock to swing from.







 Ronald and I’s relationship long ago had sailed into the happy waters of being comfortable with each other, and apart from going out for dinner, I dressed for comfort, not sex appeal, but now I wanted to look sexy, I wanted to make a young man want...no,
 need
 to fuck me. Why? A small part of me insisted. You’re married, stop acting like a schoolgirl whose crush is about to walk past in the corridor, trying to strike the perfect pose to make him notice you and fall in love, stop it!
 No
 , another, louder voice responds. I knew it was bad, I knew it was wrong, I knew I was playing with fire but it felt so good and I felt so alive. When was the last time my heart beat faster knowing someone was coming over? I literally couldn’t remember I thought to myself as I took my top off and judged my current bra as not sexy enough.







 Opening a drawer I took out the bra Ronald had bought me a few years earlier, it was sort of sexy, sexier at least than anything else I had, until the thought entered my mind ‘why even wear a bra? There’s not a law saying you have to’ and I threw it back, taking off my current bra and letting my full breasts bounce in freedom. Taking off my pants I went over and grabbed a big, old, light-colored shirt, originally Ronalds, now something that I wore some nights, like a de facto nightie. Slipping it on it felt nice and loose, the neck hole large on me, and showing quite a bit of cleavage as I leaned forward, testing its potential sex appeal.







 Next, I grabbed some short shorts, pulling them up tight over my ample butt. Buttoning them I stood back in front of the mirror, looking at myself. The shirt is very large on me and as a result, you can’t even tell I’m wearing shorts, all you see are my bare thighs. Perfect, I think. Looking at my chest I jiggle myself a little and I’m rewarded with a nice bit of booby swaying, my nipples making points in the thin fabric. Perfect again, I think to myself, sexy, but not trying to be sexy, just a lady that happens to be dressed in comfy clothes at home when someone happens to arrive. Don’t mind my nipples, and don’t worry about all this exposed leg, young man, I won't hurt you. I smile to myself and quickly head to my en suite to apply some lipstick, some deep red I think, draw his eyes to my lips and make him fantasize about what they would feel like wrapped around his girth.







 I’ve just finished putting on some eyeliner when I hear the doorbell ring. Forcing myself not to practically skip with excitement, I go to the door and open it wide, making sure I’ve got myself in the best possible angle to give John the best first impression in terms of pure sexiness. John smiles and gives me a quick once over, his eyes lingering on the points my nipples are making in the shirt before he remembers himself and looks me in the eyes.







 “I was just reading Sarah’s text, you sure you don’t mind me hanging out here for a while, Mrs Thompson?”







 “Of course not, John, come in, it’ll be nice to have some company,” I tell him, ushering him in and closing the door. Making sure to walk ahead of him, I just happen to yawn a little and raise my arms, bringing the shirt up, revealing just how short my short shorts are, my ass hopefully on display for him, offering it to him, presenting myself.







 Turning quickly I catch him perving on me but act like I don’t, asking him if he’d like something to eat.







 “Not right now, no thank you, Mrs Thompson.” He answers, his eyes flitting back to my nipples again and again. Always only for a microsecond, like he can’t even help it. At that age he probably can’t, his instincts keep making him look but then his manners make him look away. Like my instinct to be filled with the biggest dick I’ve ever seen is only being tempered by...well not very much right now, I realize, looking at how I’ve dressed and the way I’m acting.







 “Would you like to join me for a swim? I’d love to jump in the pool but I feel weird doing it by myself, I’d appreciate you joining me.” I tell him, formulating a pool based plan to seduce him.







 “I don’t have my swimming gear, Mrs Thompson, although it does sound nice.”







 “Never mind that, the shorts you have on will be fine, they’ll dry out in the sun quick enough when we’re done. Just make sure to take your phone and wallet out first of course!” I tell him, giving his arm a playful squeeze.







 Nodding in agreement, he follows me outside to the pool, putting his phone, wallet and keys on the outdoor settee’s table nearby. Grabbing his shirt, he pulls it off in one fluid movement and I take the half-second his face is covered to glance at his bulge.
 Yes, it’s still there,
 I tell myself.







 Sitting himself on the edge he dips his legs in, before launching himself into the water, a large splash spraying the area. I walk to the steps leading into the water and start walking in, partially unable to believe what I’m doing. The water, whilst warm, feels cool compared to the hot summer air and practically freezing when it hits my burning sex as I get deeper into the water. My large shirt getting heavy as it gets wet, the thin pale fabric becoming semi-transparent as I wade in up to my neck. Feeling so naughty being in the pool without a bra or bikini top in front of John, I know the real fun starts when I get out of the water.







 Swimming back and forth, doing a few easy laps, John churns the water around me while I enjoy bobbing along, watching him. A minute later and he pulls himself out and sits back on the edge, smiling down at me as I bob in front of him, wondering how much or how little down the shirts large neck hole he can see.







 “See? Perfect day for it.” I smile up at him.







 I turn in the water and make my way to the steps.
 Here we go,
 I hear myself saying. About the baddest thing you’ve done in two decades. I walk up the steps, facing away from John, and as soon as I leave the water I can feel the shirt clinging to my every nook and cranny, hiding nothing. Looking down as I walk up I can see the shirt is plastered to my large breasts now, my excited nipples creating beacons, my dark areolas quite obvious through the fabric. My belly and hips outlined in wet cloth as I turn, and start to approach John, putting a hint more bounce into my step than I normally would, making my unrestrained boobs bounce and swing for him beneath the practically see-through gauze the shirt has become. Even the fork of my crotch is wrapped now in clingy cotton, my mons a perceptible bump beneath my shorts.







 John looks at me googly-eyed, there’s no other way to describe it. His mouth is literally ajar and he’s just staring at my chest, the hypnotic movements of my wet tits putting him in a deep trance. I can almost see him trying to force himself to look away but his teenage body won't let him, his mouth won’t close and his eyes will not avert. I smile as I walk up to him, close enough to drip a little on him, looking down at him over my large soaking chest puppies. My pussy is at his head height, it's all I can do to not grind myself against his face and demand he eats me out.







 Still unable to speak, John finally regains a semblance of control over himself by having a coughing fit, looking away to cover his mouth. His broad bare shoulders shaking as he does so.







 “Everything alright, John?” I ask him, leaning down, bringing my large wet breasts closer to him, my dark areolas boring into him, daring him to try and look away again once his eyes come back to face me. The outline of his fat cock clearly visible in his wet shorts, I stare at it, as momentarily unable to look away from his magnificent girth as he was with my voluptuous boobs. Before my eyes I see it growing, and I watch enraptured as it fills and lengthens, truly becoming the real-life version of my purple toy, it itself a rubber and batteries version of this cock now before me.







 With a squeak of horror, John appears to realize what’s happening between his legs and jumps into the privacy of the water, hiding his shame from me, though I feel he has nothing to be ashamed about. Coming close to the edge, hiding his erection between himself and the pool’s wall, he looks up at me, only his head above the sparkling water.







 Knowing his cock has grown in response to me drives me further, and I sit on the pool’s edge, right in front of him, my legs spread open, my wet cameltoe close to his face. I look down at his questioning expression, knowing how bad I’m being and not caring. Leaning back and resting my hands on the ground, I smile at him.







 “Mrs Thompson,” John says, his voice sounding small and unsure, “Mrs Thompson, what are you doing?”







 I look down and see him in a fresh light, almost seeing him for the first time again. Over the past weeks I’ve built him up into a well-hung sex god, the kind that would sweep me off my feet and make me come with nary but a touch, equating big manly dick with big manly confidence, but I see now with his almost terrified expression, he is but a boy of 19 out of his depth and wondering why his girlfriend’s mom is suddenly thrusting herself on him, possibly thinking I’m having a mid-life crisis or something.







 Suddenly ashamed, I pull my legs from the water and cross them, sitting forward and crossing my arms, hiding the most intimate parts of my body from him. To be so foolish! And to be reminded how to act by a man half my age!







 “I’m so terribly sorry, John. I...I don’t know what came over me. I just wanted so badly to have you find me attractive, to think of me as sexy instead of some old lady.” I tell him, feeling my throat choke a little as tears prepare to sting my eyes.







 “Hey, don’t cry Mrs Johnson,” John says, genuine anguish in his own voice, “You’re very attractive, don’t feel bad, you’re totally still hot.”







 “I shouldn’t have put you in such an uncomfortable position John, I’m truly sorry. Please, please, let’s not tell Sarah?” I plead, now seeing how close I came to throwing everything away just on a penis.







 “Honestly, don’t sweat it, Mrs Thompson, my Mom went a little funny a few years back, she didn’t take turning the big five-oh very well. And Sarah wouldn’t believe me anyway, haha. You, the sensible Mrs Thompson seducing me? Not likely, more like randy teen tries his luck and gets a slap, in her mind haha.”







 Feeling a little better but still wanting the earth to swallow me up, I smile wanly at him and sniff a little, the past few weeks and all my actions dancing around in my mind’s eye, showing me how silly I’ve been.







 “Is everything ok?” John asks me, “Mr Thompson’s not like...hitting you or anything is he? Telling you you’re ugly?”







 “Haha, no no, nothing like that. Ronald is, as he has always been, a great husband.” I reply, hearing the truth in my words as I say them.







 “Was it your Birthday recently? I’m sorry, I totally forgot to say Happy Birthday if it was, Mrs Thompson.” John asks, probably needing a reason for such strange behavior. I decide to offer him the truth, perhaps once I’ve said it, it won’t seem as big a deal and we can laugh at how immature I was and put it behind us.







 “Would you really like to know why I just acted the way I did John? It might make you uncomfortable again, but it would be the truth.” I tell him, hoping he wants to hear, hoping I can say the words out loud to another person.







 “Sure, Mrs Thompson, shoot, I’m sure I’ll be alright.” He replies with his affable grin back on his face. He really is a sweet boy.







 “I saw you and Sarah in the pool not too long ago. You thought you were alone. I saw...I saw your big dick John, I saw it and I became a little obsessed with it, I’m ashamed to admit. I lusted after you, even though you're my daughter’s boyfriend. I wanted your cock, John.” Feeling lighter and lighter as I say the words, telling him to his face how much I wanted his length feels exhilarating. Surprisingly, John isn’t as shocked as I thought he would be, his expression is more of mild annoyance.







 “Oh, this thing?” He says, bringing a hand above the water so I can see him pointing down at his crotch, “Yeah, every guy thinks he wants a big dick. Well I’ve got one and I’d swap it for an average-sized one in a heartbeat, Mrs Thompson.”







 I realize he’s annoyed at his dick and not at me. Intrigued, I push him for more info, asking what he meant.







 “It looks great in theory, but no girl actually wants to have sex with me, Mrs Thompson. I’ve had lots of handjobs and stuff, but no sex.” He tells me.







 “But you and Sarah…?” I say, leaving the question mark hanging in the air.







 “No Mrs Thompson, we’ve never slept together. We tried, but it hurt her too much. She keeps me happy in other ways though, and I'm sure we’ll get there eventually, when she’s ready.” He finishes, smiling sweetly at the thought of Sarah, and giving me another pang of guilt, how close I was to hurting my Daughter.







 “So...you two are virgins?” I ask him, curious.







 “Well I am, you’ll have to ask Sarah about her status yourself, haha.” He tells me diplomatically. Obviously, my Sarah has had a man or two before John but John’s too polite to say.







 “I feel a little sorry for you now, John. A randy hot-blooded young man and unable to have sex, even though when women see it they think they’ll want it.”







 “I’ve gotten used to it by now, Mrs Thompson, I figure if Sarah ever dumps me, I’m going to go looking for a ‘size-queen’, which is a thing I heard about recently.” He smiles, letting me know he doesn’t really think he and Sarah will ever break up.







 Feeling guilty but still unable to help myself, wanting to be totally truthful with him, I tell him the next factoid, “I actually went to a porn store and purchased a big vibrator that I thought would be just like your dick, just so I could see what it would be like to sleep with you. Can you believe that?”







 Looking at me with mild surprise, John admits that he’s actually a little blown away by that, and asks me if I’m serious.







 “Totally,” I tell him, “A big purple one, I’ve been using it almost daily at this point, actually.” Feeling a little flushed as I tell him this and I see the lessons and regret I felt literally seconds ago fading as the idea of telling him all this heats me up inside again. I told myself I was telling him this because I wanted to be honest, but I’m worried that even at my most ashamed, part of me was still plotting, wanting,
 needing.







 “So you actually manage to...y’know,
 use it
 , Mrs Thompson? Is Mr Thompson pretty big already so it wasn’t much of a jump, sort of thing?” John asks, leaning forward a little, betraying his interest.







 “No, not at all. It took me over a week to get used to it. There’s nothing wrong with what Ronald has though.” I add quickly, not wanting to insult my husband, even if I am willing to impale myself in theory on a young man’s cock, “But yes, I do actually use it now, it’s a very...intense sensation.”







 I watch John looking up at me, as he appears to do the math, realizing that sitting in front of him is the only woman he’s ever met who could probably actually be fucked by him. I feel so dirty as I let my bad thoughts begin again, and I know that the best thing to do would be to get up, go inside and get changed into something more decent and treat this boy like the boyfriend of my daughter that he is, instead of a thick cocked fantasy, made for making me quiver in pleasure.







 Uncrossing my arms and letting them fall to my sides, I reveal once again my large breasts to him, he looks but averts his eyes a second later, as many doubts and fears as I have also occupying
 his
 mind. My body aches for him, I want to feel him so badly inside me but I have a loving husband and a daughter to think of. So many lives could be ruined by giving in to my base desires and yet I just can’t get up and walk away. Just once, just once to feel a dick that big inside me, it’s heat and it’s throbbing, filling me, engulfing me.







 “Would you like to see it?” I blurt out, unaware that I was even going to say the sentence until I had already spat it out, the words now hanging in the air.







 “See it?” John asks, a query in his voice.







 “Yes, my purple toy. I’d love to hear whether it’s accurate or not. I based it on when you were unaroused so there’s a little guess work involved.”







 “Umm, sure, Mrs Thompson.” John answers, sounding not very sure at all.







 “Good,” I say, getting up and walking to the house, wondering what the hell I’m doing as I do so, “Back in a sec.”







 Walking back to my room I first go into my en suite and peel off my soaking top, throwing it in the shower, then my shorts and panties too. Wrapping a towel around my lower half but leaving my boobs bare I grab my favorite vibrator and make my way to the back door.







 “Here we go John, come and have a look,” I tell him from the darkness of the doorway, nothing more than my silhouette visible to him in the glaring sun.







 Walking out of the pool, John checks himself (something all men do always, I’ve noticed, whenever exiting a body of water) and walks over, his footsteps faltering as he sees my bare chest, my large pendulous breasts inviting him in, my nipples firm and tight in the cool air of the house.







 “Uhh, Mrs Thompson? Are you ok? You know I can see your breasts yeah?” He tells me, his eyes darting back to them every few moments. But I notice he’s not turning away, and he did continue approaching me even after he saw them.







 “Relax John, they’re just boobs, nothing to get excited about.” I lie, hoping quite strongly that he does get excited.







 Holding out the purple vibrator, I show it to him, offering it. Gingerly, he takes it, holding it as timidly as if it was a real dick, or an alien of some sort. He turns it around in his hands and I wonder if he realizes it’s covered in my dried up pussy juices from my last session with it. His eyes going from the vibrator to my boobs and back again, he blushes a little and I see him shift awkwardly, his cock waking up once more.
 Perfect
 , I think to myself.







 “So what do you say John? Is it pretty close or was I way off?” I ask him, taking a step closer, my naked tits brushing against his bare arm. He breathes in sharply, but he doesn’t move away, allowing them to keep brushing against him as I stand close, only because I want to hear his answer, of course.







 “It’s uhh...yeah...it’s actually a pretty good guess, Mrs Thompson.” He tells me, his voice low. I can hear how nervous he is, he’s strung as tightly as a bow, but there’s an undercurrent there too, his young body keen, his loins keen. His cock growing in his shorts once again.







 “Really? That’s very interesting,” I purr into his ear, getting even closer, “I’d love to see the real one John,
 just to compare
 .” I added as I move my hands to his shorts and he doesn’t stop me, doesn’t say a word, just stares at the vibrator in his hands.







 Finally speaking, more in a breathless whisper than anything, he says, “Mrs Thompson, Mr Thompson would-”







 “Never,
 ever
 know,” I finish for him, grabbing the hem of his shorts, “And I only want to take a look, John, relax. We’re doing nothing wrong.” I lie.







 Standing like a deer in headlights, John doesn’t move as I peel his shorts and boxers down, first revealing his cropped pubes and his thick root, pulling more, I expose more cock, but there’s more to come still until with a final tug I pull the shorts low enough that his manhood can spring free, and spring free it does, bobbing upwards as it fills with blood, pointing at me.







 Taking the vibrator from his unresisting hands, I put it next to his cock. It’s slighter bigger than John’s, but even in his dazed state his male pride makes him chime in, “He’s not fully grown yet, Mrs Thompson, and to be honest, I’m kinda freaking out. I think he’s got a little stage fright.”







 “Well then purely in the interests of getting a fair comparison, I’m going to wake him up a bit.” I tell him, and without any further ado wrap a hand gleefully around his thick shaft, making him jolt in shock, but otherwise making no objection. My fingers can’t make it all the way around and I can’t believe how much better than the toy it feels, I think to myself as I slowly stroke his manhood to full mast. Its heat is radiating into my palm. All thoughts of Ronald and Sarah gone, I look up into his eyes as I stroke his dick. He keeps biting his bottom lip and closing his eyes, clearly enjoying himself.







 Fully hard, I once again put the two phalluses side by side, and now John’s is the winner by about a quarter-inch, although they are both pretty much exactly the same girth. John’s cock smooth and blemishless, his knob large and an angry red, declaring itself from atop his shaft.







 “I’m just going to check something, ok, John?” I tell him, lowering myself to my knees in front of him with a smile.







 Watching me wide-eyed but saying nothing, John nods as I lower myself before him, taking his glorious cock in both hands and lifting it, being amazed at the weight of it. Leaning in and looking up at him, I kiss his balls, running my tongue over them, they taste neutral, more like the pool than anything, the skin of his scrotum shifting under my tongue as I lick it. Starting at the root, I kiss my way along the length of his cock, marveling at it. It’s like kissing a forearm, a forearm that’s hot and pulsing under my ruby lips.







 Our eyes still locked, I hold his shaft aloft and start kissing its fat head, my tongue flicking out to tease it, watching his mouth slowly open in wonder as he stares, almost dumbfounded, at what his girlfriend’s Mom is doing to thick cock.







 Opening my mouth wide, I try to suck his cock but there’s simply no way I could ever fit even his knob in my mouth, my lips wrapped around the first half of his head, I rub and roll my tongue over his sensitive glans, my tongue teasing his eye, making his twitch with pleasure, his knees buckling for a moment as I make his cock shoot bursts of sensation throughout his entire body.







 Taking the little I could fit out of my mouth, I kiss his length some more before standing, licking my lips and smiling at him, all thoughts other than the need to be impaled by this young stud gone from my mind, my sex literally aching with lust, my pussy on fire.







 Putting my arms around his shoulders and holding his unresisting head, I lean in, tilting my head upwards and kiss him on the lips, John standing frozen for a moment, before I feel his large hands on my hips, holding my gingerly, his eyes closing as he starts to return the kiss.







 Throbbing, I press myself against him as our kiss intensifies, grinding my body against his, my large breasts feeling his bare chest, his fat cock pressed against my stomach and crotch. His hands holding more with more confidence now, he holds me to him, his cock pulsating against me, his hands sliding around to cup my ass, my own arms wrapped around him.







 His kiss never stopping, he suddenly lifts me up, opening my legs to wrap me around him, my towel becoming undone and falling to the floor, leaving us both naked and raw. My pussy exposed, I can feel his thick shaft throbbing against it as I practically sit astride it, John’s hands on my ass and my sex on his cock.







 Grinding back and forth on his cock, my pussy dribbling my lust all over it, I coat his shaft in my liquids and heat as he starts walking slowly towards Sarah’s room, only letting go of my ass long enough to close the door behind him.







 His young, well-toned arms and chest flexing, he lowers me to Sarah’s bed and I lay there, enjoying the view of this perfect hunk as he stands before me, his cock engorged and throbbing, my heart racing as I realize its really going to happen, I’m going to feel him inside me.







 His expression almost primal, John hops onto the bed, looking at me with unfiltered lust, knowing he’s about to lose his virginity probably making this as exciting for him as it is for me. Crawling on top of me, we start to kiss again, and I squirm in pleasure, his heavy cock resting on my mons and stomach as he holds himself above me, kissing my lips, my face, my ears and my neck.







 Working his way down, it becomes obvious John wants to eat my pussy first, and I open my legs wider for him, keen to let his taste just how wet I already am, slick with passion that he has awoken.







 His mouth on my clit, I feel a shudder of pleasure as he sucks it, his tongue lapping up my juices, his moans of pleasure as he buries his face between my legs turning me on even more. Grabbing his head, I grind myself against him, looking down and watching as he looks up at me every now and then, his tongue fucking me.







 “
 I’m ready John, I’m ready for you,
 ” I pant as I feel another gush of lust roll through me, my entire body on fire, I need to feel him filling me, his hot shaft of fat meat sliding inside me.







 Kissing his way back up, his mouth smeared with my lust, we kiss again as he positions himself between my legs, the fact he’s a virgin making his movements a little awkward as he prepares to enter me.







 Smiling, I reach down and grab his massive cock, looking deep into his eyes as I aim his shaft and press his knob against my sex, ready to part its lips and receive him. Nodding at him encouragingly, my other hand grabs his ass and pulls him toward me, letting him know I’m ready.







 Slowly, oh so slowly, John pushes his pelvis forward, his fat knob spreading my lips, my slick juices helping him inside. With a shudder of pleasure and a gasp, John pushes himself inside me, his eyes closing and his eyelids flickering as the intense sensation of my tight pussy wrapped around his cock takes him.







 Pumping, he slowly works his girth inside me, the practice with my toy making it possible, my body almost unable to handle the pleasure, my legs shaking as he pushes inch after inch inside me, filling me up, making me feel fuller and more satisfied than I’ve ever been. My hands shaking, I hold his hips as he works himself deeper, my breathing shallow and ragged, his head light and fuzzy.







 Moaning deep in his throat, John sounds his pleasure out, his eyes closed, his mouth open and his expression almost angelic as he has sex for the first time, my body giving him a hot and willing welcome.







 “
 Oh my god, Mrs Thompson. You feel so good, you feel soooo good.
 ” He murmurs, fucking me slowly, getting used to the sensations running up and down his shaft. His eyes still closed, his hunk of a body flexing with each deep thrust.







 Watching him fuck me, I nod before answering in my own purr, “
 You feel even better inside me than I ever imagined John.
 ”







 Pushing, John ‘bottoms out’ inside me, my cervix reached, making me gasp, his cock unable to go further. Curious, I reach down and feel as yet unused inches still remaining on his cock, his massive member simply longer than my sex, my lips stretched to their limit.







 “
 Fuck me faster, John, give it to me
 .” I pant as he draws back to push in again, my hands on his ass, encouraging him to go harder.







 Saying nothing, John speeds up his fucking, his pelvis bucking as he fucks me harder, my pussy filling me pleasure, the feeling more intense than even my best session with my purple toy. My legs shaking and my whole body vibrating, I take a hand from his ass and start to play with my swollen clit, the zing of pleasure that immediately creates letting me know I’m close to coming.







 Speeding up, John fucks me faster, his moans becoming desperate while I rub my clit furiously, my pussy gushing around his thick shaft, soaking the bed with my lust.







 Feeling my orgasm approach I take my hand from his ass and hold the back of his head, pulling his mouth to mine just as I start to come, my body convulsing as I start to squirt on his cock, my mouth lashing at his, our tongues wrestling as climax all over the stud’s cock. Moaning in my throat, I kiss John deeply as I buck and squirm under him, his cock throbbing inside me, encouraging wave after wave of pleasure to roll through me.







 Shuddering, sensitive and raw, I break my kiss off from John’s mouth and pant as he continues to fuck me, my whole body now jelly, his own expression almost one of surprise.







 “
 Oh fuck I’m gonna come Mrs Thompson!
 ” He exclaims, his thrusting becoming more like a wild bucking.







 Wrapping my legs around him and grabbing his ass, I hold him hard to me as he starts to spasm, his own orgasm taking over, collapsing on top of me and pumping furiously, I feel his cock explode inside me, my stretched sex barely able to take his frantic finishing, his thrusts deep and hard, I grunt as I feel he air almost pushed from my lungs as this large hunk finishing on top of me, his red hot load splashing inside me, making me gasp at its volume.







 Twitching and shuddering, John’s orgasm comes to a finish, his moans guttural and animal-like, his face buried in my shoulder, his fat cock pulsating inside me, still filling me to capacity.







 Purring like the cat that got the cream, I enjoy the sensation of John’s well-built body on top of mine, the heat of his bulk emanating into me, his breaths long and deep as he recovers himself, his post-orgasm relief palpable.







 Stroking his back, I’m in no rush for this to end whilst at the same time the gravity of what’s just been done slowly starts to works it’s way into my mind, now that the fog of need and lust is clearing.







 Possibly undergoing a similar series of emotions, John slowly slides out of me, making me feel so much emptier and lays on his back next to me, a forearm over his eyes, his breath still deep and slow, his cock wilting but still magnificent and glistening with our deed.







 Rolling onto my side facing him and cocking one leg over his, unable to help myself, I rub his chest.







 “Everything ok, John?” I ask, feeling like I already know what it is he’s probably feeling.







 “Yeah. I mean, yeah. Yeah, Mrs Thompson.” John answers, his forearms still covering his eyes, seemingly unable to get a clear grasp of his thoughts.







 “The reality of what we’ve just done is starting to kick in though, isn’t it?” I ask, basically airing my own thoughts.







 “Yeah. I’m sorry Mrs Thompson, I don’t regret it or anything, you’re beautiful and I’m so happy to have lost my virginity, but…”







 “I’m married and you're my Daughter’s boyfriend. I get it, I’m feeling similar, to tell you the truth.”







 “You are?”







 “Of course, this is a very big deal for me, I’m risking 20 years of marriage here. But can I tell you something, John?”







 Nodding his head without looking, John waits for me to continue.







 “I don’t actually
 regret
 it though. We’re two adults, and we were both curious. I’ve never been given the pleasure you gave me and you’ve never been able to find a woman that could take you. I think we really helped each other today, actually.”







 “Really?”







 “Yes. Obviously, Mr Thompson and Sarah must never find out about this, but I think as long as the two of us can keep a secret, we could help each other again, every now and then. Would that be nice, do you think?” I say, my hand running up and down John’s chest, my leg wrapped over his and my hot sex pressing against his thigh.
 In for a penny, in for a pound,
 I hear a part of myself say.







 Taking his forearm from his eyes, John looks at me, nervous but also bubbling with teenage lust.







 “You’d be willing to do this again?” He asks, his eyes going to my breasts as I lay against him.







 “I’d very much like to do this again with you John, as long as it remains
 our little secret
 ,” I answer, choosing that moment to place my hand on his cock, stroking it gently like a sleeping pet.







 “Yeah, ok.” John smiles as he feels himself start to grow in my hand, his lust overriding all his other emotions, a free hand stroking my sides, and squeezing my thigh.







 As we start to kiss, knowing a round two is about to happen, the last of my guilt slides away for the time being as I feel his fat cock pulse and grow in my hand.







 Even though I know what I’m doing in some ways is terrible, I knew from the moment that John first entered me that it was never going to be a once-off. I don’t know what the future holds but for as long as I can, I’m going to try and maintain a life where I have a loving husband, a happy daughter and the biggest dick I’ve ever seen, this could all go pear-shaped, but until then, my life looks like it’s going to be full of pleasure.







END







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







 EX-GIRLFRIEND’S HORNY MOM











 Entering my third month of being single after the end of a 3 year relationship, I was in the supermarket when I saw her again for the first time. Not my ex, but her Mom, Dianne, an absolutely stunning MILF that had made my cock rise every time she was in the same room with me.







 I’d never tried anything obviously as I was going out with her Daughter Sarah and had loved Sarah very much, but I’m willing to admit I may have jerked off a few times while imagining myself with Diann. And for her part, Dianne seemed to be a natural flirt, always making you feel very welcome and just a little bit wanted, her smokey eyes and cheeky smile taking all of your attention when she was talking to you, ensnaring you in her gaze.







 Sarah and I’s relationship had (I thought) been great until I found out she was cheating on me, and so I broke it off with her, even though she had begged for us to try to work through it. Not getting to see Dianne too anymore as I was, towards the end, practically living there had almost been the worst part, Dianne openly taking my side, unable to believe her Daughter had cheated on someone so devoted to her. Dianne had always liked me and made me feel very welcome right from the start.







 Facing the shelves, Dianne hadn’t yet seen me as I walked closer with my handbasket, her body in profile, her large breasts and thick ass making her outline 100% woman, her thick mane of chestnut hair cascading down her back, her tanned legs exposed to a good few inches over the knee, her work skirt tight and barely holding her curves in. a thin work blouse tucked in, her breasts straining against her buttons, she was still able to turn any man’s head, even now in her mid/late 40’s (I assumed, I’d never asked her age, haha).







 Getting closer, Dianne turns and see’s me, her face cracking into a wide smile, her seductive eyes twinkling as she opens her free arms, beckoning me in for a hug. Happy to oblige, I wrap my free arm around her and pull her a little to me, her perfume filling my nostrils and the warmth of her soft chest pressing against me.







 Kissing the side of my neck, our height difference making a peck on my cheek impossible for her, I feel a tingle as her plump lips smooch my skin, her breath warm and somehow erotic, my cock already twitching at her proximity.







 “Brad! How are you? You’re looking well.”







 “Yeah, not too bad, I guess,” I respond, Dianne’s happy smile infectious and making me smile back, her bubbly way making me feel at ease at what might have been an awkward meeting.







 “I’ve missed having you around the house, Brad. Some jars have stayed unopened since you left.” Dianne says, reminding me that one of my unofficial titles whilst there had been that of Jar Opener, both her and Sarah.







 With an exaggerated look into her basket, I offer to open any jars she’s got with her, getting a laugh and a playful tap on the arm, my cock growing enough that I consciously put my own basket in front of my crotch.







 “But really Brad, I have missed having you around the house. It was nice to have a man around.”







 “I’ve missed seeing you too, Dianne. But yeah, I couldn’t stay…” I answer, leaving a whole conversation worth of words unsaid as I trial off.







 “I get it. I’m still angry at her, I can’t believe she did that,” Dianne says, before reaching out and stroking my arm softly, her alluring eyes boring into mine, “You deserved better.”







 My cock getting uncomfortable now as it transitions from ‘kinda hard’ to ‘needs to start pointing upwards hard’, my boxers and jeans making that difficult as I try to subtly shift my cock with the basket, my eyes flit from Dianne’s face to her ample cleavage as it stares at me from her top few buttons, undone and open, her blouse containing two bumps where her nipples are obviously straining, her brassiere thin and barely able to hold them adequately.







 “Thanka, Dianne,” I eventually croak, my lust making me feel like my face must be going bright red, Dianne’s smile wide as I feel like she knows exactly what she’s doing to me.







 “So, where did you end up? Back at your Dad’s?”







 “No, I got a small place for myself about 5 minutes from here. Nothing special but it’s mine at least, haha.”







 “I’m sure it’s lovely, Brad. I’d love to see it sometime.” Dianne purrs, her hand still stroking my arm, my cock throbbing in my jeans, making me worried the head is about to poke over my belt and start staring at her.







 “Really? I mean, sure.”







 “Of course, Brad. I’m so sorry about what happened between you and Sarah, but I really hope
 we
 can still be...
 friends,
 ” She says, her pronunciation of ‘friends’ making my whole body shiver, her hand still on my arm, her eyes studying me.







 “I’d...I’d
 really
 like that,” I answer, hoping she means what I think she means, and also hoping she understands what I mean.







 “I’m so happy to hear that, Brad,” Dianne finishes with a sudden wink, “What say we finish our shopping together?” She adds, turning and starting to walk away, her full ass leaving me with no other option but to follow.







 Walking side by side, we grab a few more items, both of us carrying handbaskets, neither of us here to do a large shopping session. Our talk is mellow and easy, but the hidden meaning inside her earlier words keeps coming back to me, wondering how this will play out.







 Ten minutes later as we walk out of the building, a few bags between us, I assume that this is the end of the most pleasant interaction I’ve had with a woman in months, turning to Dianne, I speak, “Well, this has been really nice, Dianne. I’m parked over here and I can see your car over there.”







 “I thought I was coming to check out your new place?” Dianne returns with a smile.







 “Oh? Uh, yeah, sure!” I say, becoming like a teen in heat, unable to hide my enthusiasm.







 My heart rate instantly doubling, I start walking to my car, with Dianne pointedly walking with me, ignoring her own vehicle, her smile cheeky every time I look at her, my cock pulsating in my jeans.







 Getting to my car, I unlock it and we both put our stuff in the trunk, Dianne walking to the front passenger side and letting herself in as I’m still closing up. Getting in, I look across and see her sitting there, the seatbelt between her breasts, making them even more amazing and prominent than they already were.







 “Well, let’s have a look at your new place.” She says with a beaming grin, reaching over to pat my thigh, finishing with a squeeze, her hand staying there afterwards for what feels like an eternity, my brain telling me how her fingers are just inches from my dick, sending another wave of throbbing coursing through my cock.







 The drive is quick and uneventful, save for a few bumpy sections that give me cause to glance over and watch the show, Dianne’s impressive breasts swaying and bouncing. Pulling up, we retrieve our things from the trunk and Dianne follows me in, asking if she can keep her stuff in the fridge for now so that it won’t spoil.







 “Of course,” I say, leading her to the kitchen and showing her to the fridge, watching her ass as she bends over to place her things inside.







 Standing back up, Dianne turns to me, “Ok, Brad, gives me the tour.”







 Walking around my kinda small place, I show her the rooms, Dianne full of positive comments about how light it is, or she likes how I’ve set up the lounge, and so on. Getting to the spare of my two bedrooms, I explain how it’s basically storage, before we get to the final room, my bedroom.







 “And this is where I sleep,” I say, extremely glad I had remembered to make my bed this morning, it being a 50/50 chance that I would.







 Walking into the room, Dianne looks around, nodding her head and smiling. “Nice Brad, not bad at all. A pretty nice bachelor pad you’ve got yourself. So,” She adds, giving me a wink, “How long did it take for you to christen this room?”







 “Christen this room?” I ask, not understanding.







 “What? Young people don’t say that anymore? You know, to
 christen
 a bedroom?” Dianne asks, but seeing my still perplexed face laughs and explains, “Brad, it means how long before you had
 sex
 in this room.
 Christened it.
 ”







 “Oh. Wow, I’ve never heard of that one.” I answer, also never having heard Dianne say the word sex before, “Umm, to be honest, what with one thing and another, I umm, kinda haven’t actually...had a chance yet.”







 Looking at me, Dianne seems to do a few calculations before speaking again, “You haven’t slept with a woman since the breakup, have you, Brad?” Stepping closer to me, her face one of genuine concern, watching me closely.







 “Ah, no. Not as such.” I admit.







 “Aww, you poor thing! And at your age, 3 months without sex is like a million years! That’s so unfair. C’mere, give me a hug.” Dianne says, her voice sad, stepping towards me and grabbing me in a hug, her head against my chest, her massive breasts pressed against me, my cock, with nowhere to hide, pressing into her, a shaft of heat that must be practically burning into her skin.







 My arms around her, I enjoy the feeling of her soft curves pressed against me, ignoring the embarrassment of my cock poking into her, her hands stroking up and down my back, her head turned and resting against my chest.







 “I can’t imagine your frustration, you poor thing,” Dianne murmurs into my shirt.







 Reaching up, I stroke her hair with one hand, her embrace feeling so right.







 Still holding me tight, Dianne continues, “But, I think I can feel it, Brad. Wow, there’s
 a lot
 of frustration built up right there, isn’t there?” she says, before grinding herself against me a little, making my cock rub against her stomach, our height difference meaning my cock is pressed against her belly.







 “Sorry-” I begin but Dianne cuts me, pressing a finger to my mouth to silence me.







 “Shhh, don’t apologise, Brad. I understand, and it’s perfectly normal. I’d like to help you. Would you like that?” She asks, looking up at me from my chest.







 Her finger still pressed to my lips, I nod slowly, my heart racing.







 “Good. Just lay on the bed and Dianne will make everything better, ok?” She purrs, pushing me, her tiny frame compared to mine unable to actually shove me, but I happily allow myself to be steered, stepping backwards to the bed and lying down on it, my throbbing cock becoming obvious as I lay there.







 Crawling over me, her blouse revealing her massive breasts as she approaches, Dianne’s face comes close to mine, straddling me on all fours, my hands, without thinking, sliding up and down her thighs, her body soft and warm.







 Smiling at me, her eyes watching mine, Dianne purrs, “I’ve wanted to do this from the first day I met you.”







 Leaning down, her lips meet mine, softly, tentatively at first, a peck, then another one, then a smile as she licks her lips before returning for a deeper kiss. My heart pounding, unable to believe I’m actually lying her with Dianne, the perfect woman. Our kiss deepening, my hands squeeze her thighs and run up an over her full ass, holding it, feel her squirm above me as we taste each other.







 Her tongue flicking against mine, our kissing becomes wilder, Dianne lowering herself onto me, her hands scrabbling at my head and mine at hers as we increase the intensity. Kissing and nipping at me, we bite and play with each other’s necks and earlobes, two horny teens in their first make-out session, consumed with primal lust.







 Sitting up, straddling me, Dianne pulls at my shirt, wanting it off. Removing it, I lay under her while she grinds against me, the heat from her sex seeping into my crotch, even through our underwear and my jeans.







 Leaning back in, Dianne smothers my chest in kisses and nips, playing with my, enjoying every inch of my torso as she works her way down, moving her body until she between my legs, her kisses reaching my lower abdomen, making me flinch with excitement and anticipation.







 Giving me a hungry smile, she unbuckles my belt and opens it, grabbing at my jeans and unbuttoning them. At her urging, I lift my butt and she yanks my pants down, exposing my throbbing cock to her, smiling again as she sees it for the first time, pulling my pants completely off, leaving me naked before her, feeling a little vulnerable and very excited.







 Grabbing my shaft and stroking, her other hand playing with my balls, she licks her lips and gives me another grin before, without a word, leaning down to wrap her plump lips around my throbbing shaft, taking my breath away, the heat of her mouth suddenly around my knob, her tongue rolling over my length as she quickly works her way deeper on my length.







 Bobbing up and down rapidly, her eyes locked with mine, her hands playing with my cock and balls, I watch the show, almost dumbfounded from the level of pleasure Dianne is sending through my body.







 Holding her hair, keeping it out of the way so I don’t miss a second, I watch as she impales her face on my length, slurping loudly as her suction draws even more blood into my cock, filling it to the point of bursting, every nerve along my shaft and especially in my knob turned up to 11 o the sensitivity meter, making me groan with pleasure as I receive the best blowjob I’ve ever had, her delicate fingers massaging my balls as she feasts on me.







 Never letting up, Dianne sucks my cock continuously, not giving me a chance to pace myself, her skills just too good. Watching me, I swear I can see her almost smiling as she watches my face contort with pleasure, my orgasm obviously close.







 Panting out a warning to her, she simply moans deep in her throat and sucks me even harder, her head bobbing faster, not caring that she’s about to make me erupt.







 Holding her hair, my hips bucking, I yell out as my orgasm hits, my cock twitching violently as it starts to shoot, my come erupting out of me, filling her mouth and throat, Dianne sucking hard, pulling every drop out of me as my cock pulsates and gives her more and more to swallow.







 Moaning with pleasure, Dianne swallows my load loudly, her fingers massaging my tight balls, her other hand jerking me off, squeezing my cock from the base and drawing upwards, letting no semen escape from her hungry mouth.







 Gasping with pleasure, I watch as she finishes her salty meal, kissing my shaft, lapping at my sensitive, a twinkle in her eyes as she sees me watching, a stunned expression on my face.







 “Haha, look at your face,” Dianne says with a smile, studying me, my wilting cock in her hand as she swings it back and forth like a lollypop, “It really has been a while hasn’t it?”







 “Haha, yeah. Glad I got to finally...
 christen
 the house though.”







 “That wasn’t a christening, that was just a blowjob to warm me up, Brad. Christening has to be
 sex
 ,” Dianne says, giving me the biggest grin so far, tapping my cock against her face playfully with her hand.







 Seeing my face light up as I realize that more fun is coming, Dianne laughs and moves up, straddling me, my sticky cock pressed against her sex, the thin fabric of her underwear the only thing between them, her skirt having rucked up.







 Grinding against me and swaying hypnotically, Dianne gives me my own personal strip show, slowly unbuttoning her blouse and letting it slide from her shoulders, her sexy brassiere valiantly trying to hold in her enormous breasts.







 Reaching behind herself with a smile, she unclasps her bra and holds it in place, the straps falling but the cups remaining in place, her forearm holding them up. Slowly, oh so slowly, she lets the bra fall, revealing her massive tits to me for the first time, my cock twitching despite having just been milked, her huge breasts swaying to her gyrations, her large, pink nipples, surrounded with silver dollar areolas pointing outwards, stiff and aroused looking.







 Taking my hands and guiding them to her chest, I hold them gently at first, feeling their impressive weight, kneading them softly, playing with her nipples, watching them move under my hands, her form so alluring, so sexy, so
 womanly
 .







 Biting her lip, Dianne grinds against me, a warm patch of moisture soaking through her underwear and into my cock, her body hypnotic as she rides me, her breasts in my hands.







 “Would you like to make me come, Brad?” She breathes, looking down at me through half-closed eyelids.







 Nodding, I continue to play with her breasts, watching her grind against me.







 Slowly standing, her legs on either side of me, Dianne reaches down and peels off her panties and skirt, kicking them off at the last second to my floor, now standing above me naked, her sex glistening, a small tuft of hair crowning her mons, her lips puffy with lust, soft and delicious looking.







 Moving up until her feet are planted on either side of my head, Dianne starts to lower herself onto me, her pussy the helicopter and my face the landing zone. Closer and closer she comes, while I reach up to fondle her ass on its way down.







 Now on her knees, she sits back and I feel the heat as her sex is lowered to my face, her plump ass partially resting on my chest, her thighs on either side of my head, locking me in, only the top half of my face visible. Looking down, she smiles as she grinds her pussy on my mouth, coating me in her lust and giving me a chance to taste her sweet nectar.







 Looking up at her over her the bulge of her pubis and breasts, I lick and lap at her sex, watching her jolt and momentarily close her eyes in pleasure as I find her hit points, teasing her, feeling the lust emanating from her body as she rides my pinned-down head.







 Holding my hair, she starts to slide back and forth, riding my face like a saddle, working my tongue deeper into herself, my mouth finding and sucking her clit, making her gasp as I squeeze it with my lips.







 Leaning back, one hand resting on my stomach while the other holds me firmly by the hair, Dianne rocks her pelvis on my face, slathering me in her juices while I reach up and play with her breasts, teasing her erect nipples flicking them at the same tempo that I’m flicking her clit with my tongue.







 Sliding back and forth on my face faster and faster, I breathe through my nose while Dianne’s whimpers increase in urgency, her movements becoming more desperate and her grip on my hair getting tighter, her body flexing, her thighs squeezing my head as she grinds one out on me.







 With a sudden bucking, Dianne starts to come on my face, her pelvis jolting back and forth rapidly, her thighs, sex, and hand smothering my head as she climaxes, her stomach taut as she leans forward, her orgasm making her curl up in pleasure.







 Holding my breath, I lap at her exploding pussy, feeling her tremble all around me, her body sending wave after wave of pleasure through her body, feeling her shake as she bucks and grinds, desperate to get it all out, riding my face like a sex toy, using my mouth for her pleasure.







 Panting, Dianne trembles to a stop, sliding back enough to let me draw breath through my nostrils, her face flushed, her mouth open and her vice-like grip on my hair easing as she comes back down to Earth.







 Still kissing her sex, I get a little kick as I flick her clit with my tongue, making her jump and laugh, her raw sex now extra sensitive. Falling to the bed beside me, she stretches out, her eyes closed, looking very content, her every limb flexing as she gives a whole-body yawn.







 Her stretch complete, she rolls to her side and wraps herself around me snuggling in close, her warmth soaking into me, her breath on my neck as she kisses me there.







 “Thank you very,
 very
 much, Brad,” Dianne purrs in a satisfied tone, wiping away a little of her own juices from my face as she does so, “That was
 perfect.
 ”







Licking my lips, I give her a smile, our arms wrapped around one another.







 Snuggling in even closer, Dianne’s hand drifts down to my balls, where she starts to gently caress them, rolling them between her thumb and fingers, every now and then giving my shaft a few strokes, her fingertips gliding along its length, her butterfly touch making me shiver with pleasure.







 Holding her, I play with her body in return, exploring her curves, enjoying her body and how it feels beneath my fingers.







 Kissing my neck, we lay there for a while, both enjoying our post-orgasm highs, Dianne’s hand always on my balls, caressing, caressing.







 Soon enough my cock begins to wake up and Dianne notices almost immediately, her hand going to my shaft and giving it a playful squeeze, before going back to the gentle fondling of my balls, the pleasure so subtle yet so very good.







 Becoming hard, I feel my temperature rising as my lust increases, Dianne’s soft hand on my balls driving me mad with need. Reaching down, I guide her hand from my plums to my cock and she strokes him happily, her hand gripping my length and pumping me slowly, her kisses on my neck getting needier and wetter.







 Turning my head and lifting hers, our lips meet and we start to kiss, our eyes closed, our bodies naked and prone, except her hand on my cock, stroking me to full hardness, my shaft throbbing in her hand.







 Turning my body towards her a little, she continues to pump my cock while I run my hand up and down her body, lingering on her breasts. Turning more I start to slowly become above her, her hand still pumping, our kiss unbroken as I work my way above her, my legs between hers, her thighs opening to make room for me, both her hands now playing with my cock and balls.







 Kissing deeply, I feel Dianne aim my throbbing cock for her sex and push forward, my hips thrusting until I feel my cock’s fat head pressing against her sex. Pushing further, I slide into her, her slick pussy letting me in as we both sigh in pleasure in one another’s mouths. Shifting her hands from my cock to my ass, Dianne pulls me into her, encouraging me to go deeper as I start to pump my pelvis.







 Her legs spread open for me, she wraps her calves around me, holding me to her as I bury my throbbing cock inside her, filling her sex, feeling it hold onto my cock in its wet grip. My hands under her ass, I hold her close as I pump into her, our bodies writhing together in passion, the slap of our fucking filling the room.







 Burying my head into the pillow, I fuck Dianne harder, her fingernails tracing up and down my back as I plow into her, making her gasp with each plunge of my cock, hearing her breath in my ear, unable to speak too busy enjoying the fucking.







 Sitting up, I roll her onto her side in the scissor exercise position, my knees planted on either side of her lower thigh, and slide my cock back into her, pushing deep inside, getting maximum penetration at this angle, watching her breasts sway to our bodies rhythm.







 Feeling myself bottom out inside her, Dianne gasps as I fill her sex with my girth, her eyes screwed shut, her mouth open as she succumbs and gives in to the fucking.







 Rolling her over again, with her now on her stomach, I open her legs wide, aiming my cock for her sex and re-enter her, making her gasp as I take her from behind, like doggy style but with her flat on the bed. Lowering myself onto her, I pin her to the bed, my mouth kissing her neck, Dianne turning her head, desperate to kiss me, practically lapping at my mouth as she falls deeper and deeper into animal pleasure.







 One hand around her shoulders, holding us close together, the other under her, kneading her massive breasts, I fuck her hard and fast, my pelvis slapping into her plump ass, making it shake as I fill her from behind.







 Her pussy absolutely soaking, we fuck like animals, Dianne pinned under me, kissing at me as I mount her, her hands scrabbling behind her, reaching for me, grabbing my ass, pulling me to her, begging for my cock.







 The bed rocking, our bodies squashed together and getting hotter by the second, our sweat mingling, I feel my balls start to rise, Dianne’s tight pussy milking me to orgasm. Licking and biting at one another, I grab her hair and pull it, Dianne moaning with pleasure as I turn her head so I can kiss at her throat.







 Our bodies rocking together, I feel Dianne start to quiver, her pussy convulsing around my cock. Fucking her faster, she lets out a gasp and starts to thrash underneath me, an orgasm hitting her, making her shake, her fingernails digging into me as she grips me to her, her climax making her whole body taut, her toes curling, her ass flexing.







 Growling in her ear, I speak as her orgasm subsides,
 “You like huh, Dianne? You like my cock inside you?”







 “Yes Brad, it feels so good,”
 She gasps in answer.







 “I can feel your pussy wrapped around my cock, so wet from your climax. My cock just made you come, didn’t it, Dianne?”







 “Yes Brad, I came, so good so good,”
 Dianne pants, barely understandable, puffed, and post-orgasmic as she is.







 “You want my come, Dianne? You want to feel me come deep inside you?”







 “Yes, Brad, I want your come.”







 “Tell me then, Dianne, tell me what you want.”







 “I want your come, Brad, I want to feel you explode inside me. Give it to me, give it to me please!”







 Her words spurring me on, I feel myself rapidly approaching the point of no return. Holding her down under my body, fucking her as hard as I can, holding her hair, the level of pleasure I’m feeling in almost unbelievable.








 “You want it?”
 I grunt, my own voice almost gone now, lost to animal lust.







 “Yes!”







 “Tell me again what you want, Dianne,”
 I growl, knowing I’m so close and hearing her ask for it is going to send me over the edge.







 “I want your come inside me, Brad, give it to-”







 “Ungh! Fuck!”
 I interrupt as her pleading for it drives me over the edge, my cock pulsating madly as it starts to blow, huge ropes of come shooting out of me and filling her red hot sex, my body convulsing as I empty myself into her, my balls tight and my shaft throbbing. Holding her tight, giving her everything I can, I thrash like a wounded animal on top of her, my entire being wanting nothing more than to come, Dianne underneath me, moaning in pleasure as she feels my hot semen fill her, her pussy stuffed with cock and now overflowing with come.







 Grunting, biting, and kissing at her neck, face and shoulders I finally shudder to a standstill, my orgasm destroying me, leaving me a gasping wreck, her body so perfect, her pussy holding onto my twitching cock as I lay there.







 Giving out a long, low moan, Dianne gyrates her ass a little, teasing my spent cock, purring with contentment underneath me, enjoying the weight of a man on her, our bodies hot and glistening in the light, our fluids mixed together.







 Kissing her softly now, my animal side subsided, I taste the salty tang of her sweat as my lips rove over her neck and shoulders, nuzzling her ear slowly rolling off her, my cock sliding out of her warm body with a little regret, it feeling like such a perfect home for it.







 On my side, Dianne turns a little so that we’re spooning, my arms around her and her arms around mine, her plump ass pressed against my cock, my slippery shaft wedged between her full cheeks.







 Saying nothing, we enjoy our afterglow, the sex I’ve just had with Dianne better than anything her Daughter and I ever had. Dianne’s fuller, more womanly body feeling much better to spoon with too, her curves pressed against me, her form tantalizing something basic and male within me.







 Occasionally kissing her head, we simply lay there, basking, the happiest I’ve been in a long time, having no urge to say anything and potentially break the spell.







 Eventually, rolling over and now facing me, Dianne lays with her forehead to mine, giving me a contented smile, our arms around one another, her leg hooked around mine. We kiss for a minute and I finally speak.







 “Well,
 now
 I can say we’ve christened this house, yeah?”







 “Well we’ve christened
 this
 room, Brad, but we’ve still got a lot of work to do before I’d call the
 house
 christened,” Dianne responds with a cheeky grin, reaching down to playfully stroke my cock, letting me know our fun’s just begun…







END







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







 GIRLFRIEND’S MOM “JUST A BACKRUB”











 I’ve always loved giving my girlfriend Jennifer backrubs and full-body massages. Obviously, there’s a self-serving part of me that likes the fact it more often than not gets her so heated up that it inevitably leads to some great sex, but even without that, running my hands over her soft body, feeling her curves as I slide over her oiled form, my fingers kneading her flesh, feeling her melt under my fingertips, it just really turns me on.







 As I said, usually, but not always, it leads to us fucking like wild animals, but even when it doesn’t, I’m always packing a throbbing hard-on by the end of it, unable to help myself from getting turned on, seeing and feeling her body before me. Sometimes we’re unable to fuck because her Mom, Nicole, is home as well and on those days I just have to deal with the frustration until Jennifer and I find a chance to release the tension.







 Jennifer’s Mom Nicole is a total MILF, Jennifer’s Dad having been out of the picture for at least a decade, her Mom raising her on her own. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t sometimes fantasize about Nicole and her mature curves, full and voluptuous, her dress sense more revealing than Nicole’s, her deep cleavage always on display, her dresses and skirts always well above the knee, her tanned, lithe body erotic and seductive.







 Nicole and I get along well, she seems to approve of me being with her Daughter which makes my life easier, especially considering at this point I practically live with them. We’ve become pretty comfortable around each other so now it’s not unknown for her to be in front of me in just a towel as she goes about her morning after her shower, or dressed in an (in my opinion) pretty sexy robe at the end of the day, relaxing on her couch, the robe’s fabric barely concealing any of her smooth, flawless thighs.







 For my part, I’m often walking around topless, my 20 year old body athletic and fit, Nicole sometimes giving me an appreciative glance and a smile, but nothing that would make me think she thought of me as anything more than the boyfriend of her Daughter.







 One weekend, I had Jennifer lying face down on her bed, wearing only shorts and a top, the shirt rolled up to reveal most of her back, my hands oiled as I massaged and kneaded her muscles, making her purr contentedly.







 Nicole was home so I already knew this wasn’t going to lead to sex, but I hadn’t cared, I’d just been so randy to get my hands on Jennifer that I had offered my services since she was lying on the bed scrolling through her phone anyway.







 My cock throbbing in my own shorts, I worked my way down Jennifer’s leg, loving the way her bum wobbled as I kneaded her thigh, Jennifer having put the phone down, her head now resting on the mattress, her eyes closed, slowly turning into melted butter with relaxation.







 With a light knock on Jennifer’s doorframe, as her door was open, Nicole let us know she was there, smiling as she watched her Daughter enjoy being pampered.







 “Will you guys be here for dinner?” She asked, walking in, making me surreptitiously check that my hard-on was sufficiently hidden from view.







 Not opening her eyes, Jennifer murmurs in answer, “We don’t have any plans for tonight, what’s for dinner?”







 “I was thinking chicken, unless anyone objects?” Nicole answers.







 Never in a million years would I tell Nicole what to cook in her own house, I’m happy to eat whatever she’s nice enough to cook for me, so I give her an oily thumbs up while Jennifer purrs that she likes the idea of chicken too.







 “Haha, listen to her Brad, like putty in your hands! I might have to get you to give me a backrub one day, if they’re so good” Nicole says, seeing how relaxed and mellow her Daughter is.







 My cock twitching at the thought of rubbing Nicole’s hot MILF body, I nod my head, “Sure, Nicole. Anytime you want, just ask.” I say, trying to sound as platonic as possible.







 Leaving the room, Nicole informs me she will. Still speaking in a murmured purr, Jennifer tells me, “She will too, you know. I hope you won’t mind.”







 Making sure I don’t sound too eager to get my hands on her Mom, I reply, “Nah, it’s fine. It can be like a thank you for letting me practically live here, rent-free.”







 Not even bothering to reply, too busy enjoying my hands as they began work on her shoulders, Jennifer lays there while I feel my cock throbbing, but now for two reasons. One, the obvious of having my hands all over Jennifer, but now also two, the thought of doing something similar to Nicole, her MILF body under my fingertips.







 In the end, as predicted, today’s massage didn’t end with any kind of a release, with us eventually venturing out of Jennifer’s room to have dinner, then the three of us all hanging around in the lounge. And finally, as bedtime rolled around, Jennifer telling me she was too tired, and would it be ok if we fooled around tomorrow instead.







 “No problem,” I answered, horny, but also pretty tired myself. Going to sleep with a hard-on, my thoughts kept drifting to Nicole, and how long it would be before she asked me to give her a backrub.







* * *







 The next morning, waking up to the sounds of noise in Jennifer’s room I opened my eyes to see her scrambling to get dressed, my morning hard-on throbbing almost painfully full, desperate for release.







 “What’s happening? Everything alright?”







 “Yeah! Sarah just texted me, remember that store I took you too a few weeks ago?”







 “The big red one? All the makeup and stuff?” I answer, remembering possibly (for me) the most boring store I’d ever been in.







 “Yeah, that’s the one. They’re having like a flash sale, just announced this morning, today only!” Jennifer tells me, the words almost all joining into one long sound, so excited she seems.







 “Do you want me to come with you?” I ask, trying to be supportive but also really,
 really
 not wanting to go.







 “Haha, no, so stop stressing,” Jennifer replies, stopping momentarily to smile at me, watching as the relief pours off me in an almost visible steam, “Go back to sleep, I’ll be gone for ages, they’ve never had a sale before, this is huge.”







 “As you say,” I reply, getting comfortable and closing my eyes, but knowing sleep is probably not coming now that I’m awake.







 Listening to Jennifer get ready in a hurry, I start thinking about how I can jerk-off once she’s gone, my boner literally pulsating under the sheets. Already thinking about what vid to watch on my phone, I stop mid-thought as Nicole enters, dressed in her robe, the hemline short, her shapely legs mostly exposed.







 “Morning guys, what’s the rush?” Nicole asks as I open my eyes to say good morning back, Jennifer imparting today’s news to Nicole in record speed.







 ‘Just you and me today then, Brad,” Nicole says, “Assuming, of course, you’re not dying to go with her?”







 “Haha, no, Jennifer gave me a free pass,” I reply with a grin.







 “Excellent, you can maybe give me that backrub then? I woke up a little sore today so it’s perfect timing.”







 “Of course, yeah,” I reply, my dick twitching and my lower stomach knotting in excited anticipation.







 “There you go, so you won’t be bored without me,” Jennifer jokes as she puts on the last of her outfit, checking herself in the mirror and being happy with her reflection.







 Using all my willpower, I’m able to convince my cock to go down long enough to be able to get out of Jennifer’s bed and see her off without walking around in front of Nicole with a tent.







 With Jennifer gone, Nicole walks to the kitchen, putting the kettle on.







 “Coffee, Brad?”







 “That’d be great, thanks.”







 “You still look half asleep, sure you don’t want to go back to bed? You don’t have to give me a rub right this second,” Nicole says, grabbing two mugs.







 And wait for another second longer than necessary to get my hands on you? Absolutely not!
 I think to myself before replying, “Nah, I’ll be awake in a few minutes Nicole.”







 “Great, I really am a little sore this morning. Guess I slept wrong, however that’s possible?”







 The coffee’s made, we take them to the living room, letting them give us our caffeine jumpstart to the day.







 Sitting across from me, her legs crossed, her thighs pretty much completely exposed, her robe open enough for me to see the edges of her lacy brassiere holding her sizable breasts in check, I feel my cock start to grow again, still full and unemptied from yesterdays’s shenanigans. Knowing he’s going to be on a hair-trigger until I get a chance to jerk off, I try to take my mind off her flawless skin, asking about her troubles.







 “So where are you hurting, Nicole?”







 “My left shoulder blade area, feel like I slept on a tennis ball or something right on that spot,” Nicole answers, rotating her arm, testing it.







 “That sounds pretty normal, I think there’s a lot of muscles in that area,” I say, trying to not look at her cleavage or legs, focussing on her eyes but then finding myself remembering just how hot she is, her features mature but very sexual and alluring.







 “Here,” Nicole says, putting down her remaining coffee and getting up before sliding a footstool over until its in front of me and sitting down on it, facing away, “You might even be able to see the knot or something,” She continues before letting the robe slide off her shoulders and fall to the footrest, her back completely bare except for the thin strap of her sexy brassiere, and, I notice, my heart hammering and a lump forming in my throat, what looks like the top of a thong amongst the crumpled up robe, my eyes craning to see I can spy her ass from here, trying to move the robe out of the way with sheer willpower.







 Looking at her flawless back I don’t see any knots or any other signs of stress, but I wrap my hands around my coffee mug to warm them a little, before gingerly running my fingertips over her shoulder blades, feeling for any hard patches.







 “Mmm, your hands are so warm, Brad,” Nicole says, her soft form relaxed as she sits there, letting me touch her.







 “Thank the coffee mug,” I joke, pressing a little harder, adding my thumbs to the mix, my cock absolutely pounding in my pants now, making me glad Nicole is facing away, “I’ll start on your shoulders and work my way around your shoulder blades, ok?”







 “Whatever you think, Brad,” Nicole answers, her voice already a little softer, sitting slouched on the footrest, receptive to my hands.







 Gently at first, as every woman has a different tolerance for how hard they like it, I knead Nicole’s shoulders and the back of her neck, her head lolling forward, both our coffees already forgotten.







 Getting into it, I find Nicole’s levels and dance on that line, making her make a noise somewhere between a sigh and a moan, deep in her throat, her eyes presumably closed as her head ragdolls while I run my hands over her body.







 After a few minutes, Nicole finally raises her head, “Hang on Brad, I’ll go get some of that massage oil you use on Jennifer,” she says as she stands, her ass cheeks bare for a glorious moment before she’s pulled her robe back up and walked off to get the oil.







 Making sure my hard-on isn’t obvious, Nicole returns with the small bottle, getting back into position in front of me and dropping her robe. This time, the robe’s fabric crumples differently and I can see her ass as she sits perched on the footrest, each cheek plump and smooth.







 “Just a second, Brad,” Nicole says as she reaches behind herself and unclasps her brassiere, “Don’t want this getting oily.”







 With her arms crossed, holding the bra’s cups in place, she once again offers me her back and I squirt a dollop of oil into my hands, rubbing them together to warm it up before once again grabbing her shoulders and kneading them, her response instant.







 Her head drooping forward, Nicole lets out her sigh-moan once again as I il her back up with my hands, my fingertips exploring her skin, my thumbs circling over any muscles that feel like they need attention.







 “Mmm. Brad, did you get any training for this?” Nicole says in a voice not too far away from a purr.







 “Nah, I just really like doing it, I guess,” I answer, trying not to bite my bottom lip off in excitement.







 “You should look into making a career out of this, you’re a natural,” Nicole adds in her purr.







 “Haha, thanks,” I say with a grin, my body mostly focussing on her upper torso, but every now and then straying further afield.







 After another 10 minutes or so, Nicole’s upper back now completely oiled, my cock still pulsing to my heartbeat, Nicole speaks again, her voice soft and relaxed, a flush of color across her shoulders, “My lower back could use some work if you’re not bored already, Brad.”







 “Of course,” I say, my slick hands gliding down the small of her back, my fingertips tracing her spine, daring to get closer and closer to her tong each time.







 Leaning forward for me, it’s still a little awkward to get her lower back and she notices, “Do you want me to lie down somewhere, Brad, it feels like you having trouble at this angle.”







 “If you don’t mind, Nicole, it would be way easier. Sitting up is only really good for shoulders, I’ve found.”







 “No problem, I’ll lie on my bed if it’s high enough?”







 “That should be fine,” I say, although in all honesty Nicole’s bed is a little low so I’m going to be rubbing her half bent, but no way in hell am I going to potentially sabotage this rub from happening.







 Standing up, but not bothering with the robe this time, I follow Nicole’s ass as she leads us to her bedroom, her arms still crossed and holding her bra in place. Entering her room, she lays down close to one side of the bed, my boner tucked away and hopefully hidden.







 Now on her tummy, she pulls out her bra and lets it drop to the floor, resting her head on her arms, facing away from me as I squirt another dollop of oil into my hand.







 Her eyes certainly not able to see mine, I stare at her body openly, her ass and thighs so sexy, begging to be touched, her skin so soft and smooth looking, my cock never stopping in its pulsing and reminding me that it hasn’t been drained in ‘too long’.







 With better access, I now massage her entire back and shoulders, my hands sliding up her arms as well, kneading her biceps before working my way back down her form, always stopping just short of hitting her thong, her ass wobbling seductively as I roll my thumbs over the small of her back, feeling her melt beneath my fingers much like her Daughter does.







 After 15 more minutes of this, my own back is starting to hurt from always being slightly slanted over her, but the pleasure of her body and the throbbing in my pants keeps my mind off any discomfort. Nicole’s moans have become almost constant at this point, a soft mewling as I work on her, my hands now brushing against her thong every time now, my lust making me more and more emboldened to touch her more intimately.







 Almost giddy and lightheaded with animal desire, I speak, “Would you, would you like me to do your legs as well, Nicole?” my voice nearly cracking like a teenager asking a girl out for the first time.







 “Mmm, that would be amazing thanks, Brad,” Nicole purrs at me from somewhere amongst her forearms, her hair covering her face, her body totally relaxed under my touch.







 Re-oiling my hands, I start at her dainty feet and work my way up her calves, mostly watching her ass wiggle as I pull and knead the muscles. Slowly but surely, I work my way towards her thighs, Nicole’s legs until this moment being together, her inner thighs unseen.







 Getting above the back of her knees, Nicole slowly opens her legs a little for me, almost by automatic, like she hadn’t even thought of doing it, she simply
 did.







 My heart thumping, my thumbs on the insides of her thighs as I knead my way up, I stare at the bulge of her sex, not sure at first but soon realizing that yes, I’m not imagining it, her panties really do have a wet patch on them, her pussy lips outlined in the thong’s small pouch, the moist fabric clinging to her swollen lips, her lust being betrayed by her body.







 Saying nothing, I slowly work my way further up her body, her legs opening further in small increments as I get higher, my imagination trying to picture perfectly what her pussy looks like, so tantalizingly close and yet so far.







 Getting to the tops of her thighs, I pause for a moment, not sure if I should or not before the lust in my crotch and the evidence of her own body overpower me and I allow my hands to go from ‘pretty close to your ass’ to ‘definitely on your ass’. Waiting for a sudden reprimand, I knead her ass cheeks as professionally as I can, hoping to still be able to hide behind it ‘just being a massage’ in case she gets angry, but no anger ever come, just deeper moans as Nicole lays there, practically naked under my hands, her pussy soaking and her body relaxed.







 Kneading her ass, I pull her cheeks apart a fraction, my thumbs getting closer and closer to her barely concealed sex, my head swimming as my lust makes me almost faint with need before Nicole finally speaks again, breaking my staring competition with her butt.







 “You can’t possibly be comfortable, Brad, bent over me like that. You can sit on my thighs if you want, I don’t mind.”







 Coughing to clear my throat, knowing that otherwise, my voice was going to be a squeak, I answer, “ Uhh, yeah, ok. Sounds good Nicole.”







 Getting carefully onto the bed, I put my feet on either side of Nicole’s legs before lowering myself down onto her, taking it easy and not wanting to squash her, eventually sitting on the backs of her thighs with my butt, my knees on the mattress, almost like I’m straddling her, my cock throbbing, her ass right there before me now, barely inches from my straining crotch.







 Re-oiling again, I start to rub her body, my hands going from shoulders to ass and back again, my cock practically wedging itself between her cheeks every time I lean forward to get to her shoulders, the heat from her body soaking into mine.







 Continuing this for a few minutes, I feel like I could almost come just from this mild bit of contact between my cock and her ass, when I feel Nicole arch her body a little, proffering her ass to me, but never saying a word or giving any hint that she’s making a move.







 Now, as I lean forward each time to rub her shoulders, there’s absolutely no mistaking that my rock hard cock is sliding between her ass cheeks, the shaft of my cock pressing hard along her crack, my balls practically pushing against her sex.







Then, as I continue to rub her body, my own body pressing against hers rhythmically, Nicole starts to press backwards as I press forwards each time, the grinding of my cock against her getting more intense. She absolutely must know what’s happening now, but continues to say not a word, and I don’t either for fear of breaking whatever spell it is we’re currently sharing.







 Horny beyond belief, I rub and dry hump Nicole from behind, still not 100% believing this is actually happening, my head swimming.







 “You should probably take your pants off, Brad, otherwise you’ll get oil on them,” Nicole purrs, not opening her eyes or looking up, her back still arched.







 Eagerly, I nod my head before realizing she can’t see that, “Yeah, good point, Nicole.” I say, standing and slipping out of my pants and underwear, before lowering back down, my now unrestrained cock throbbing as I squat, my full balls resting in the nest between her thighs and ass, pressing hotly against her soaking wet sex.







 Adding more oil, I pick up where I left off, my naked cock soon getting slick with oil, sliding between her plump ass cheeks, Nicole obviously knowing but never mentioning it, simply pressing her ass back against me, like a titty fuck but with her thick oiled cheeks.







 Our pace increasing, Nicole starts to gyrate her ass, jerking my cock off with her body, making me moan involuntarily, my own pelvis rocking back and forth as I start to lose myself to the hotdogging, my cock feeling perfect wedged between her slick buns.







 Moaning and bucking against me, Nicole slides one hand from under her head to her crotch, reaching under herself. I’m not sure if she’s playing with herself or what until I see her thong’s pouch move aside, revealing her pink sex to me, glistening with lust, puffy with need.







 Her bare lips so soft and arousing as they start pressing against my balls, Nicole starts to move her ass with bigger strokes, really working up and down my shaft.







 Jerking off my cock now with her ass, it takes me a moment before I realize what she’s doing, her ass moving enough that my knob is now sliding along its entire length, making it very close to her sex on the upward swing.







 Swallowing hard, I watch as she basically works my cock in between her legs, her gyrations hypnotizing me until I feel the sudden soft heat of her sex as it wraps around my head, my cock slowly getting worked into her pussy as she bucks against me, her riding me even though I’m on top.







 Gasping in pleasure, I hold her ass and fuck her in return as she squirms under me, the both of us rocking together, my cock sliding in deeper and deeper with each thrust of our bodies.







 Fucking her from behind, I watch her plump ass wobble as my cock slides in, my hands sliding up and down her back, gripping her shoulders and pulling her against my shaft, impaling her deeper, making her moan but never opening her eyes, her flushed face visible now, her mouth open in pleasure, her body flushing with red in passion.







 Leaning forward, laying on top of her, kissing her shoulders and neck, the feeling of her sex wrapped around my shaft the most incredible thing I’ve ever experienced, I concentrate on not coming, never wanting this feeling in my body to end.







 Beneath me, Nicole keeps her eyes closed, moaning with each thrust of my cock, her body fitting perfectly beneath mine, her hand grinding against her pussy, rubbing herself off as I fuck her.







 Getting a darker shade of red, I watch Nicole’s face as her diddling gets faster and faster, her moans more desperate, her pussy gripping and convulsing around my shaft before she suddenly starts to buck beneath me, her climax hitting her, her sex constricting tightly around my cock, milking me and making me gasp in pleasure as she trembles in orgasm.







 An explosion of wet lust coincides with her climax, coating my shaft in it as her pants continue, her orgasm rolling back and forth through her, her ass flexing and unflexing, her body going rigid, her eyes screwed shut like she’s a million miles away.







 Finally, reluctantly, her climax comes to a shuddering finish, my own not far away, having been barely able to hold on through hers, the tightness of her sex taking my willpower to not come to the very limits.







 Still fucking, I start to speed up again, my intention to come inside Nicole’s pussy, her moans at my pace goading me on.







 Feeling a hand around the base of my shaft, I slow down a little, before feeling Nicole readjust her body, sliding my pulsing cock out of her wet sex and aiming it at her asshole, pushing it against her puckered date.







 Letting her take control, I simply watch her poker face as I feel her wiggle her ass onto my cock, impaling herself on it and pushing back, sliding my length deeper and deeper into her waiting and eager body.







 Gasping, the tightness of her asshole takes my breath away, my entire body feeling like it’s connected to my shaft, my entire length lit up like a firework, her sift yet firm asshole milking my cock as she rides underneath me, encouraging me to start thrusting again, which I eagerly do.







 Holding onto her, kissing and breathing against her neck and shoulder, I start to fuck Nicole’s tight ass, this utter MILF underneath me, my cock balls deep in her butt, her body the hottest, sexiest thing I’ve ever witnessed, my balls full to brimming with lust and come.







 Her eyes still closed, I notice a flicker of a smile on her face as she starts to flex her asshole repeatedly, milking my cock with almost excruciating pleasure, making me gasp and jolt as the feelings shoot through my body.







 I’m able to last for another minute of this, my body shaking with lust, before, with a small bellow, I start to come, my hands gripping Nicole tight as I start to buck wildly, my pent up frustrations blasting out of me and deep into Nicole, filling her body with my cock, the two of us shaking as I spasm my way through my orgasm, the walls of her asshole sliding up and down my pulsating shaft, draining me of every drop, Nicole’s eyes still closed a small smile on her face as she feels me give her all I can, deep and sticky.







 Panting, the poison suddenly out of my system, I lay there on top of Nicole, my cock and balls throbbing with post-orgasm delight, my shaft still buried deep in her convulsing asshole.







 Kissing her tentatively on the shoulder and stroking her hair, I’m not sure what to say, the Mother of my girlfriend, lying underneath me, my cock buried in her ass, and so end the end, opt to say nothing, simply enjoying the feeling strobing through my body.







 For a good 10-15 minutes, we stay that way, my cock slowly wilting and exiting her body with a small pop, our sweat drying but the oil remaining, both of us fairly coated in it. Not once during this time does Nicole open her eyes, her beautiful face, however, looking more content than I’ve ever seen it.







 Finally, Nicole speaks, a quiet murmur, my body still mostly on top of hers, “You ended up getting some oil on yourself, Brad. You should go have a shower.”







 Slowly peeling myself off her, I get off the bed, Nicole turning her head to face me, finally opening her eyes and after glancing at me, staring at my cock as I grab my clothes and head for the shower.







 In the shower, I hear the bathroom door open and are joined a moment later by Nicole, naked and oily, her breasts exposed to me for the first time, heavy and full looking. Smiling she grabs a soap and begins to clean herself, like showering with her Daughter’s boyfriend is the most normal thing in the world.







 Saying nothing, we both scrub ourselves, Nicole wordlessly turning to me at one point with a loofah, wanting me to clean her back. Happily, I clean any excess oil from her, wondering if this is going to lead to some steamy shower sex, but afterward, Nicole simply motions for me to turn before cleaning my back before shutting off the water.







 Getting dressed, not 100% sure where I stand with Nicole right now, I approach her and decide to just outright ask what’s going on.







 “Nicole, about what we just did.”







 “The backrub, yes?”







 “Well yeah, but more the bit where we-”







 “The
 backrub
 , Brad. You gave me a
 backrub
 .”







 “Oh...right,” I answer, feeling like maybe she already regrets it and wants to act like it never happened. Feeling a little awkward, I’m about to let the subject drop before Nicole gets close, looking at me deeply with her eyes, a seductive smile on her lips.







 “And it was absolutely the
 best
 backrub I’ve ever had, Brad. The absolute
 best
 . And I’d
 really like
 to get more from you in the future, ok? More
 backrubs,
 that is
 ,
 Brad.”







 “Backrubs.
 Right,
 ” I say, thinking I’ve got the hint.







 Looking at her watch, Nicole seems to do a little math, before reaching out and cupping my cock, which immediately reacts, twitching in her palm and making her smile as she feels my length grow at her touch.







 “I think we have enough time to deal with a little tension I’m still feeling in my back, if you don’t mind, Brad?”







 Smiling, I don’t say a word as Nicole leads me by the cock back to her room, another ‘backrub’ on the cards…







END
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