
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Stranger Took My Mom

        

        
        
          Mom In Jungle, Volume 1

        

        
        
          STEFFY LOOSY

        

        
          Published by BJ, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      STRANGER TOOK MY MOM

    

    
      First edition. May 21, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 STEFFY LOOSY.

    

    
    
      Written by STEFFY LOOSY.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page
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The first rays of dawn filtered through the thin curtains of the modest wooden house in Puerto Maldonado. Inside, Susan moved with graceful efficiency, her bare feet padding softly across the cool tile floor as she folded clothes into a worn duffel bag.

Susan was a vision. At 38, she possessed a body that seemed untouched by time - a perfect, lithe hourglass that turned heads wherever she went. Her smooth, sun-kissed skin glowed with a natural radiance, and her long, black hair cascaded down her back in loose waves, still tousled from sleep. She wore a simple white tank top that clung to her full, 36B boobs, the thin fabric outlining the gentle swell and the faint outline of her nipples in the morning chill. Her hips flared out invitingly from a narrow waist, accentuated by the low-slung cotton shorts that hugged her rounded, firm ass like a second skin. Her face was heart-shaped and stunning - high cheekbones, full lips that curved into that warm, disarming smile, and dark eyes that sparkled with quiet strength. She was the kind of woman who made the world feel a little brighter just by existing.

“Den, honey, make sure you pack enough underwear,” Susan called out, her voice soft and melodic. She glanced over her shoulder at her son, her smile lighting up the room as she tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear. 

Den, 18 and freshly graduated, stood by his own backpack, lean and shy as always. He kept mostly to himself, his quiet nature a stark contrast to the vibrant energy his mother brought into every space. He nodded. 

“Yeah, Mom. Got it.”

The trip had been her promise to him, a celebratory drive across the border into Brazil to visit her elder sister in the bustling city of Rio Branco. After five long years since her husband David’s tragic car crash, Susan had poured everything into raising Den alone. Her freelance makeup work kept the lights on and food on the table. 

She turned fully toward him, hands on her hips, which only emphasized the flare of her figure. “Come on, let’s double-check everything. I don’t want us forgetting anything important.” Walking over to the couch, she bent at the waist to sort through a pile of toiletries, her shorts riding up just enough to show the lower curves of her ass cheeks. The sight was hypnotic, the smooth, tanned skin, the subtle jiggle with each small adjustment. Susan hummed a little tune under her breath, completely at ease in her own skin.

Den swallowed hard and joined her, kneeling beside the bag. Up close, he could smell her faint vanilla lotion mixed with the natural scent of her body. 

“You sure about driving all that way, Mom? It’s a long trip.”

“Of course I’m sure. It’ll be an adventure, just you and me. No schedules, no clients calling at odd hours. I need this as much as you do, sweetheart.” She reached out and ruffled his hair affectionately, her fingers brushing his temple. The simple touch sent a strange, unfamiliar warmth through him.

As they continued packing, Susan stood to grab more clothes from the bedroom. Den watched her go, unable to help it. Her hips swayed with each step, that perfect ass moving in a rhythm that was both innocent and devastatingly alluring. In the doorway, she paused and turned, catching him looking. Instead of scolding, she just smiled wider, tilting her head. “What’s on your mind, Den? You’ve been quiet this morning.”

“Nothing,” he muttered, shoving a shirt into his bag a little too forcefully. “Just... excited, I guess.”
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The last suitcase thumped into the back of their small silver SUV, and Susan slammed the hatch with a satisfied click. Morning light spilled across the driveway, catching the gentle sheen of sweat on her collarbone. She had changed into a loose white linen blouse and soft denim shorts that clung to the generous curve of her hips and thighs. The top’s top two buttons were undone, offering a tempting glimpse of sun-kissed cleavage whenever she moved. Her long black hair was tied in a loose ponytail that swayed against her back like a dark pendulum.

“Ready, baby?” she asked, flashing that warm, heart-melting smile.

Den nodded, sliding into the passenger seat. The engine purred to life, and they rolled out of Puerto Maldonado just as the town was beginning to stir. The roads were blessedly empty, the early hour painting everything in soft golden hues. Susan drove with relaxed confidence, one hand on the wheel, the other occasionally brushing a stray lock of hair from her face. The air conditioning hummed softly, but the warmth of her presence filled the car more completely than any sunbeam.

Once the last buildings fell away, the landscape opened into vast, rolling savanna. Golden grasslands stretched endlessly on both sides, dotted with lonely trees and distant herds of cattle. They drove in comfortable silence for a while, the world waking up around them. Gradually the grasslands gave way to thicker vegetation. Trees grew taller, denser, until the road became a narrow ribbon carved through endless jungle. Emerald walls of foliage rose on either side, alive with birdsong and the distant calls of howler monkeys. Vines dripped from ancient branches, and shafts of sunlight pierced the canopy like spotlights on a green cathedral.

Den stared out the window, mesmerized. “It’s so beautiful, Mom.”

Susan glanced over, her full lips curving into a radiant smile. 

“Yeah, it is,” she murmured. 

She reached into the console and pulled out a slim pack of cigarettes. Den’s face fell instantly, a disappointed frown creasing his brow.

“Mom...”

Susan gave a soft, apologetic laugh, already tapping one cigarette out with practiced fingers. 

“It’s my first one today, honey.” She held the wheel steady with her left hand. With her right, she brought the lighter up, the flame flaring briefly as she lit the tip. She inhaled slowly, then let the smoke drift from her parted lips in a thin, sensual stream. The motion made her chest rise, pressing her breasts against the soft linen of her blouse. A faint trace of smoke curled around her elegant neck before escaping through the cracked window.

She looked so effortlessly sexy behind the wheel, black ponytail swaying, golden sunlight dancing across her smooth thighs where her shorts had ridden up slightly. The scent of tobacco mixed with her vanilla lotion created an intoxicating cloud that wrapped around him. Her breasts shifted gently with every small movement of the car, the thin fabric doing little to hide their perfect shape. 

Suddenly the car shuddered violently without warning. A sharp jolt ran through the chassis, followed by a sickening cough from the engine. Susan’s hands tightened on the wheel, her knuckles paling against the black leather.

“Shit..” she muttered, fighting the sudden loss of power. she guided the dying vehicle onto the narrow dirt shoulder, tires crunching over dry leaves and gravel. The car rolled to a reluctant stop beneath the thick canopy of the jungle. For a moment, only the ticking of the cooling engine and the distant cries of unseen birds filled the air.

Den sat up straighter. “What happened, Mom?”

Susan exhaled slowly

“I don’t know, baby, Let’s check.”

She killed the ignition, unbuckled her seatbelt, and stepped out into the humid jungle air. Den followed, the heavy green walls of foliage pressing in on both sides of the road. Tall trees draped in vines formed an emerald corridor, their leaves filtering sunlight into shifting patterns on the ground. No other cars. No houses. Just the deep, breathing wilderness.

Susan walked to the front of the vehicle, her denim shorts riding up slightly with each step, hugging the perfect, heart-shaped curve of her ass. She popped the hood, Leaning forward, she peered into the engine bay, one long, smooth leg extended behind her for balance. Den stood beside her.  

“See anything?” he asked.

Susan shook her head, biting her full lower lip in concentration. She reached in, her delicate fingers brushing wires and hoses, but everything looked normal. No obvious leaks, no smoke, no snapped belts. 

“Nothing obvious,” she murmured, straightening up. She glanced up and down the empty road, then offered him a reassuring smile - warm, confident, that same smile that had always made everything feel safe. “We’ll try to get help, dear. Someone’s bound to come along soon.”

Den nodded and stepped closer to the road, waving at the first distant shape of an approaching vehicle. He raised both arms, hoping. The car, a dusty pickup - sped past without slowing, its taillights disappearing around the next bend. Susan watched it vanish, then let out a soft, incredulous laugh. 

“Holy crap,” she said, Looks like we’re not going anywhere for a while.”

Susan leaned against the warm hood of the stalled SUV, the jungle humming around them like a living thing. The humid air clung to her skin. She pulled the pack of cigarettes from her shorts pocket again, tapping one out with a quiet sigh.

Den watched her light it, the flame dancing briefly before she inhaled. A thin ribbon of smoke curled from her full lips as she exhaled toward the canopy. “Second one already?” he asked softly.

She gave him a small, guilty smile. “Nerves, honey. I’ll cut back after this.”

While she smoked, Den rummaged through the cooler in the back seat and pulled out two small packets of instant coffee and a thermos of hot water he had prepared that morning. He mixed the drinks quickly, stirring each cup with a plastic spoon until the dark liquid swirled. He handed one to his mother.

“Here, Mom.”

Susan accepted it gratefully. They stood side by side in the dappled sunlight, sipping the strong, sweet coffee. Den couldn’t help stealing glances at her.  The soft white linen of her blouse moved gently with each breath. A few strands of black hair had escaped her ponytail and framed her face. Her warm brown eyes reflected the green all around them. She’s so beautiful, he thought, watching the way sunlight kissed her cheek. They had barely finished their coffee when the low growl of an engine approached. Den stepped onto the road and waved both arms. A white van rumbled closer, but it never slowed. It swept past in a cloud of dust, leaving them coughing.

Susan shook her head with a wry smile. “People are in a hurry today.”

A few minutes later, another engine sounded - deeper, throatier. A rugged, open-top jeep appeared around the bend, its tires kicking up small stones. Susan straightened quickly.

“I got this, baby,” she said, flashing Den a confident grin.

She stepped boldly into the road, waving one graceful arm high. The jeep slowed, then stopped beside their SUV with a crunch of gravel. Behind the wheel sat a man in his early thirties. He was strikingly handsome - strong jaw, short dark hair, and sharp, confident eyes shaded by sunglasses. His sleeveless shirt revealed tanned, well-muscled arms and shoulders that spoke of real strength rather than gym vanity.

“Hey,” Susan called warmly, walking closer. “Our car broke down. Any chance you could take a look?”

The man killed the engine and offered an easy smile. “Hey there.” His gaze traveled over her in one smooth, appreciative sweep - from her face down her figure and back up again. Susan felt the weight of that look. Instead of discomfort, a small, unexpected spark of pleasure warmed her cheeks. It had been years since a man looked at her that way. She smiled back, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

He stepped out of the jeep. His body was impressive - broad chest tapering to a trim waist, muscles shifting naturally beneath his shirt as he moved. Susan noticed. Handsome, she thought, a quiet voice in her mind. Very handsome.

He lifted the hood of the SUV and leaned in, studying the engine. After a minute he straightened and looked up at her. “Your good name?”

“Oh, I’m Susan,” she replied, her voice light. “This is my son, Den.”

Den offered a shy smile.

Richard’s eyebrows rose. “You have a son? You look way too young to have a grown boy his age.”

Susan felt heat bloom across her face. A genuine blush colored her cheeks. She laughed softly, the sound warm and melodic. 

“Oh, that’s too generous of you.”

“No, I’m not,” Richard said, his tone sincere, a charming half-smile playing on his lips. 

“I’m Richard, by the way.” He extended a hand. Susan took it. His grip was firm, warm, and lingered just a second longer than necessary. She felt the subtle strength in his fingers.

Richard turned back to the engine, probing a few connections. “Nothing obvious from here. Could be the fuel pump acting up. These older models hate long drives in this heat.” He wiped his hands on a rag from his jeep. “I can tow you to the next town. There you will be able to get a mechanic. Susan glanced at Den, then back at Richard. The way he carried himself - confident without arrogance - stirred something dormant inside her. She took another sip of her cooling coffee to hide the small flutter in her stomach.

“That would be wonderful, Richard. We really appreciate it.”

She moved toward the back of the open-top jeep, one long, smooth leg lifting gracefully onto the rear step. The denim shorts rode higher on her toned thighs, the curve of her ass tightening deliciously with the motion.

Richard’s voice stopped her gently. “It will be jerky on the back, Susan. The road gets rough up ahead.” He smiled, confident and smooth. “Den, wouldn’t you do a favor for your mother and sit back there?”

Den swallowed his hesitation, offering his mother a quick nod. “Yeah, sure, Mom.” He climbed into the back seat, the open frame leaving him exposed to the rushing air. Susan flashed him a grateful look. “Thank you, baby,” she said warmly, her voice like velvet.

She slid into the front passenger seat, settling beside Richard. Her long black hair, swayed as she buckled in. Richard started the jeep, and they pulled away, leaving the silver SUV parked alone on the jungle roadside.

The wind immediately came alive. As the jeep picked up speed, Susan’s hair whipped and danced behind her like a dark silk flag. She laughed softly, trying to tame them with one hand while the other rested on her bare thigh. The warm breeze pressed the thin blouse against her body, outlining the perfect shape of her breasts and the hard little peaks of her nipples that had stiffened in the rushing air.

Richard kept one hand on the wheel, the other relaxed on the gear shift. He glanced sideways at her, his gaze openly appreciative. 

“So, where are you two heading?”

Susan turned toward him, crossing one leg over the other. The motion made her shorts ride even higher. 

“Actually, we’re going to Brazil to visit my elder sister. A little mother-son celebration after Den’s graduation.”

Richard’s eyes flicked down for a brief. 

“Brazil, huh? I’m heading there myself. I live just across the border - been working back and forth on some projects. Looks like fate put me on this road today.”

Susan smiled. 

“Oh, great. That makes me feel better about dragging you into our little crisis.”

The flirting began subtly, then deepened with every mile.

Richard leaned slightly closer. 

“I should admit something, Susan... you are so goddamn gorgeous. 

Susan felt heat rush to her cheeks. She hadn’t been complimented like this in years. A soft blush bloomed across her face. She laughed lightly, biting her lower lip. 

“Thank you, Richard. That’s very kind. It’s been a long time since anyone said something like that.”

“I’m not being kind,” he replied, his tone dropping into something huskier, more intimate. “I’m being honest. That smile of yours could stop traffic better than any breakdown. And those legs...” His eyes traced the smooth length of her thigh openly. “They’re criminal. You sure you’re old enough to have a son Den’s age?”

Susan blushed deeper, shifting in her seat. The movement caused her breasts to press together invitingly. She was clearly enjoying the attention, her body responding with a subtle arch of her back. 

“You’re trouble, aren’t you?” she teased back, voice playful yet laced with a new, sensual edge. “Flirting with a stranded mother in the middle of nowhere.”

“Only when the mother looks like sin wrapped in sunshine,” Richard answered smoothly, flashing her a wicked grin. His gaze lingered on her lips, then lower, drinking in every curve.

From the back seat, Den watched everything in stunned silence. The wind roared in his ears, but he heard every word. He had never seen his mother blush like this - cheeks pink, eyes bright, lips parted in that soft, flirty smile. She looked radiant, alive in a way he rarely witnessed. Richard barely acknowledged him, treating him like background scenery while focusing every ounce of charm on Susan. And Susan... she was glowing under the attention, her body language open, receptive, her laughter lighter than it had been in years.

The jeep hummed steadily along the winding jungle road. 

Richard: So, what about your husband? He couldn’t make the trip with you two?”

Susan’s radiant smile faltered. 

“He died five years ago,” she said softly. “Car crash.”

Richard’s expression shifted at once. 

“Oh, I’m sorry, Susan.”

“It’s okay,” she replied, offering a small, brave smile. 

Richard nodded, his voice sincere but still warm. “It’s really saddening. A woman like you shouldn’t have to go through something like that alone.” He let the silence sit for a beat, then his tone lightened again, sliding back into that smooth, flirtatious rhythm. “So... do you have a boyfriend?”

Susan blinked, then let out a soft, surprised giggle. 

“No, not really,” she admitted, tucking a wind-blown strand of black hair behind her ear.

Richard: “You’re sure? A gorgeous woman like you doesn’t have a boyfriend?” His eyes traced her face, lingering on her full lips and the soft flush rising on her cheeks. “Guys must be lining up wherever you go. 

Susan blushed deeper, a lovely pink spreading across her face and down her neck. She giggled again, clearly enjoying the attention, and playfully patted Richard’s hand where it rested on the gear shift. 

“Come on, Richard, stop it,” she said, though her voice held no real protest. “You’re such a flatterer.”

Richard: “I’m just saying what every man with eyes can see. You’re stunning, Susan. That smile, that body, the way you carry yourself... it’s dangerous out here on the road. A guy could forget where he’s driving.”

Susan laughed softly, biting her lower lip as she looked at him. She was glowing - truly enjoying the compliments, the easy charm, the way Richard made her feel desired again after so many quiet years. Her hand gave his one last gentle squeeze before she pulled back, but the spark between them lingered in the air like electricity.

From the back seat, Den watched the entire exchange with wide eyes. He had never seen his mother like this, so quickly at ease, giggling and blushing with a complete stranger. The way she touched Richard’s hand, the flirty tone in her voice... it surprised him more than he wanted to admit. 

The flirtatious energy between Susan and Richard had thickened like honey in the jungle heat. Richard glanced over at her again, his strong hand resting casually on the gear shift, fingers still tingling from where she had playfully touched him earlier.

“You know,” he said, voice low and inviting, “there’s a beautiful hidden lake not far from here, surrounded by jungle... completely private. Would you like to explore it?”

Susan’s eyes lit up with surprise and intrigue. 

“Ohh, is it?” She turned toward the back seat. “Den, do you want to?”

Before her son could even open his mouth, Richard interrupted smoothly, flashing that charming, confident smile. 

“Come on, it’ll be fun. A little break from the road, a chance to cool off. Susan hesitated only a second, then laughed softly, the sound warm and breathless. 

“Okay... let’s go.”

Richard didn’t waste time. He turned the jeep onto a narrow, barely visible dirt path that wound deeper into the jungle. The canopy closed overhead, turning the light emerald and dappled. Birds called louder now, their songs echoing like a wild symphony. The air grew heavier, richer with the scent of wet earth and blooming flowers. Susan shifted in her seat, crossing her long legs. 

“So, what about your family, Richard?” she asked, genuinely curious but with a flirty lilt.

“I’m not married,” he replied easily. “Never found the right woman. Too busy chasing adventures... and beautiful distractions.” He shot her a heated look that made her stomach flutter.

Susan giggled. 

“I’m surprised a handsome guy like you is still single. Women must throw themselves at you everywhere you go.”

Richard grinned. 

“Oh, you’re teasing me now, aren’t you?” His eyes dropped to the swell of her breasts pressing against her linen blouse. “Careful, Susan. I might start thinking you’re interested.”

She giggled more, covering her mouth with one hand while her cheeks flushed a pretty pink. 

“Maybe I am... just a little.”

From the back, Den sat in stunned silence. He had never seen his mother flirt like this, so open, so quickly enchanted by a stranger. Her laughter, the way she kept touching her hair, the subtle arch in her back that pushed her chest forward... it was like watching a different woman emerge.

The path opened suddenly into a breathtaking clearing. A pristine lake shimmered before them, fed by a small waterfall cascading over mossy rocks. Surrounded by thick jungle on all sides, it felt like their own secret paradise. Sunlight danced on the turquoise water like scattered diamonds.

They climbed out of the jeep. Susan’s eyes widened in awe. 

“Wow... it’s beautiful.”

Richard stepped closer, his presence warm and masculine beside her. 

“Not as beautiful as you standing here.” He reached out and lightly brushed a strand of hair from her shoulder, letting his fingers graze her bare skin. “Come on, let’s swim. The water’s perfect.”

Susan smiled hesitantly, biting her full lower lip. 

“I don’t have a swimsuit...”

Richard winked, already kicking off his boots. 

“Neither do I.” In one fluid motion, he pulled his shirt over his head, revealing a powerful, sculpted torso - broad chest, defined abs, and strong arms corded with muscle. He pushed down his jeans and stood there in nothing but tight black boxers. The thin fabric did almost nothing to hide the thick, heavy outline of his massive cock. It hung heavily against his thigh, the impressive girth and length clearly visible, already half-hard from the sight of her.

Susan felt an instant rush of heat between her legs. Butterflies exploded in her stomach. God, it’s been so long... Her eyes lingered shamelessly, measuring his length, imagining the weight of it in her hand, inside her. Arousal bloomed hot and sudden, making her nipples tighten against her bra and a slick warmth gather in her core. Years of quiet widowhood melted away in that single hungry glance.

Richard watched her looking, his smile turning dark and pleased. 

“Your turn, gorgeous.”

Susan hesitated only a heartbeat. With a shy but excited smile, she slowly unbuttoned her white linen blouse. The fabric parted like a curtain, revealing her perfect 36B breasts cradled in a delicate pink lace bra. Her nipples were already stiff, pressing visibly against the thin material. She peeled the blouse off her shoulders, letting it fall, then shimmied out of her denim shorts. The matching pink panties hugged her wide hips and the lush curve of her ass, the front panel slightly damp from her growing arousal.

She stood before them like a vision, sun-kissed skin glowing, long black hair cascading down her back, full breasts rising and falling with quick breaths, narrow waist flaring into womanly hips and long, toned legs. Every inch of her screamed mature, fertile beauty.

Richard’s eyes devoured her from toes to head with raw hunger. His cock visibly thickened further in his boxers, the head starting to strain against the waistband.

Den, couldn’t tear his eyes away. His mother looked incredible - sexy, confident, and so desperately desirable. His own cock stirred hard in his shorts, throbbing with forbidden excitement. No, it’s your mom, his mind hissed, but his body didn’t listen. 

Susan glanced at her son. “Den, do you want to join?”

“No, Mom,” he managed, voice tight. “I’m fine right here.”

Richard took Susan’s hand, his grip strong and possessive. He led her toward the water’s edge. The cool lake lapped at their feet, then their calves, then thighs. Susan giggled as the water rose, the sudden chill making her nipples diamond-hard and sending goosebumps racing across her skin. Richard pulled her deeper until the water reached her waist, then turned her to face him.

His hands settled on her hips underwater, thumbs stroking the soft skin just above her panty line. “You feel incredible,” he murmured, voice thick with desire. “So soft... so warm even in this cool water.” He drew her closer until her full breasts brushed against his hard chest. 

“Tell me, Susan... when was the last time a man made you feel like this?”

Susan’s breath hitched. She could feel the thick length of his massive cock pressing against her belly through the thin layers of fabric. It throbbed hot and heavy, making her pussy clench with long-denied need. “Too long,” she whispered, her fingers tracing the hard muscles of his shoulders. “Way too long...”

Richard’s lips hovered near hers, not quite kissing, just teasing. “Then let me fix that.” His hands slid lower, cupping the generous curves of her ass and pulling her flush against his hardness. Susan moaned softly, the sound lost in the waterfall’s gentle roar.

Richard’s mouth found hers.

Soft at first. Susan answered with the press of her lips, the parting of them. The kiss deepened. His tongue traced her bottom lip, tasting, and she let him in. Her hands came up to his shoulders. His tongue explored her mouth slowly, deliberately, like he had all the time in the world. Like they weren’t standing in a jungle lake with her son just minutes away.

He pulled back. His eyes were dark, hooded. He looked past her shoulder.

“Den, why don’t you go for a walk in the jungle?”

“Huh?” Den’s voice cracked.

“Go on,” Richard said still holding Susan’s waist beneath the water.

Susan turned her head. She should feel shame. Should pull away. Instead, she heard herself speak.

“Go, sweetie. You’ll enjoy it.”

Her voice sounded strange to her own ears. Lower. Husky.

Den’s jaw worked. His fists clenched at his sides. For a moment she thought he would argue, would charge into the water and pull her out. But something in her face must have told him. Something that said don’t.

He turned. Walked toward the jungle. His footsteps crunched on leaves and then faded. Richard’s mouth was on hers again before Den was gone.

This kiss was different. Harder. Hungrier. His hands slid down her back and cupped her ass, fingers digging into the wet lace of her panties. He squeezed. Kneaded her flesh like dough. Pulled her harder against him. She could feel him through his boxers. The long, thick ridge of him pressed against her belly. Her hips moved without permission, grinding against him through the water. He kissed her like he was eating fruit. Like her lips were something to be devoured. His teeth caught her bottom lip. Pulled. Released. His tongue swept inside again. Susan moaned into his mouth. The sound seemed to ignite something in him. He broke the kiss and in one motion scooped her up, one arm beneath her knees and one behind her back. She gasped. Clutched his neck.

He carried her out of the water. Water streamed from their bodies. He walked with her easily, as though she weighed nothing. Past the sandy beach. Up the path. To the Jeep.

He set her down on the back. She lay back, her wet hair spreading beneath her. He stood over her, blocking the sky.

His thumbs hooked into the waistband of his boxers. She watched. Couldn’t look away. He pushed them down. His cock sprang free. Slapped against his stomach. It was enormous - long and thick, the shaft veined, the head broad and flushed. It bobbed in the air, heavy, alive.

Susan’s breath caught. Her thighs pressed together.

He knelt. His body covered hers. His mouth found her lips again and his cock pressed against her thigh. Even through the wet lace of her panties, she could feel every inch of him. The weight. The thickness. She could feel the pulse beating in it. His lips worked hers. Soft. Hard. Soft again. His tongue explored the roof of her mouth. His teeth grazed her bottom lip. He kissed her like he had been waiting for this. Like he had been thinking about it since the moment he saw her car broken on the road.

His hips shifted. His cock dragged up her thigh. Left a trail of wetness on her skin. She moaned into his mouth. His hand came up to her chest. Fingers found her nipple through the wet pink lace of her bra. It was already hard. Aching. He rolled it between his thumb and forefinger, squeezing just enough to make her gasp.
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