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Harris hadn’t been to a lot of weddings as an adult. He was barely twenty-four, few of his friends were in serious relationships, let alone ready to settle down. Teddy had always been an exception. He and Cheryl had been together since they were teenagers. Now that they’d saved up enough money for a deposit on a house, a wedding was the next logical step for them.




When Teddy had asked him to be his best man, Harris had been thrilled. Nervous, but thrilled. It was lucky that he knew Teddy’s family well. They’d all offered words of encouragement.

Waiting at the altar with Teddy had been an experience unlike any other. Even before Cheryl had walked in, Harris’ attention had been captured. Teddy’s mom, Michelle, had always been hot. She was the first crush Harris could remember having. Unlike the rest of his friends’ moms, Michelle had been single most of their childhood. She’d made more of an effort with her appearance. She’d never been trashy, but her skirts had been a little shorter, her tops a little more figure-hugging than the other moms.

In her mother-of-the-groom finery, she looked stunning. The dress clung to every curve, and the rich green satin made her tanned skin glow. When he should have been watching the bride and groom make their promises to each other, Harris hadn’t been able to tear his eyes away from her.

The rest of the wedding had passed in a blur. Harris thought his speech had gone well. He’d had to bite his tongue not to add Michelle to the expected compliments he paid the bridesmaids. She looked better than any of them, despite being old enough to be their mom.

Harris was just catching a well-earned break when he spotted the emerald green of Michelle’s dress in the crowd. She was making her way towards him.

“Hey, Michelle,” Harris said, trying not to sound as tongue-tied as he felt. “It’s been a great day. Have you enjoyed yourself?”

“Harris,” Michelle greeted with a smile. “I’ve had a lovely day. Bit emotional, but lovely,” she answered. Her tone was light and playful, so Harris knew he didn’t need to express any sympathies. Michelle had always been a ‘cool’ mom. She and Teddy got on better than Harris had seen most people get on with their parents. Maybe it was because she had been so young or maybe because she’d been a single mom. Either way, she and Teddy definitely got on very well.

She reached up to tug a strand of stray hair behind her ear. Harris couldn’t help the way his eyes followed the motion. “Have you got a plus one, Harris?” Michelle asked drawing his attention back to her face. “I do not recall seeing you arrive with anyone?”

Reaching to brush his own hair back, Harris shook his head. “Not at the moment,” he admitted. Teddy had teased that Harris could pick up someone at the wedding. Harris was sure he hadn’t had Michelle in mind as the woman Harris would be most attracted to.

“It makes me feel a little bit jealous, watching Teddy and Cheryl together,” Harris confessed. “Obviously, I’m happy for them.” He was. If anyone deserved that kind of happiness, it was Teddy. He’d always been a great friend.

Glancing over to the happy couple, Michelle nodded with a smile. “They are lovely together,” she agreed. Her eyes returned to Harris and he could swear she looked him up and down. “I’m sure an attractive guy like you won’t struggle to find some company,” she commented. “Cheryl’s got plenty of single bridesmaids.”

Maybe it was her compliment that made Harris bold. “She does,” he agreed, his gaze not leaving Michelle. “None of them look as good as you do today, though,” he told her. Hell, none of them looked as good as Michelle did on a regular day.

Harris had no idea whether Michelle might be interested in him, but he definitely wanted to find out. He took a step closer, tongue darting over his lips. “I always had a bit of a crush on you.”

She looked surprised. For a moment, Harris thought that he’d overstepped his mark. Then Michelle grinned. “I know,” she told him. This time it was Harris’ turn to look surprised. It made Michelle laugh. “Harris, I’ve seen the way you look at me.” He noticed that she didn’t say ‘used to’. She was well aware of the fact that he found her extremely attractive now, too. And why wouldn’t he? Michelle was stunning.

Like Harris, Michelle also took a step nearer. It brought them intimately close. “So tell me, Harris, what sort of things have you thought about me?” she asked. Harris could smell her perfume, feel the heat rising off her body. Fuck, he really wanted to reach out and touch.

He licked his lips again, trying to find his nerve. It was one thing to think sexy thoughts about his best friend’s mom, it was quite another to say them out loud. He could see the soft swell of Michelle’s breasts under the green satin. Harris couldn’t help imagining what she might be wearing underneath.

“I’ve thought about catching you coming out of the shower in just a towel,” Harris admitted. “And today, I’ve thought about taking you to a room upstairs and getting on my knees while you drop your dress to the floor at my feet. I’ve thought about your nails against the back of my neck, pulling my head just where you want it.”

Even talking about it was making Harris hard.

Michelle ran her teeth over her lower lip. Again, Harris couldn’t help but follow the movement with his eyes. She looked so fucking hot. She clearly knew it, too. Michelle smirked at Harris in a way that very much implied that she could tell what he was thinking.

“And you’d do just as I say?” Michelle asked, one hand coming up to brush over Harris’ arm. Her nails were perfectly manicured. Harris could imagine what it might feel like to have them against his bare back. “Would you like to please me, Harris?”

Harris felt his mouth go dry. Just the tone of Michelle’s voice would’ve been enough to weaken his knees. “I would,” he answered. “God, I want to please you.” Harris felt sure he could do a good job even without instructions. Even so, he wanted to hear that sultry voice telling him exactly what to do.

“I’ll do anything you say, Michelle,” he promised.

There was a silence, like she was considering it. Harris longed to say more, to drive his point home. He bit his lip to keep himself quiet, wanting to hear Michelle’s decision.

Her tongue made an appearance again, licking over her lips. She seemed to be thinking about it. Then Harris felt a card press against his hand. “Room two-oh-three,” Michelle said. “Have a shower, don’t get dressed and be hard when I get there,” she instructed. The clarity of her instructions made Harris swallow. It was so hot how she knew exactly what she wanted from him.

Her words rang in Harris’ head as he walked away, glancing back to watch her disappear into the crowd around the dancefloor. It sent a jolt of arousal up Harris’ spine. She could’ve had any man she wanted, he was sure, but she’d sent him upstairs with instructions to get naked and hard.

The door to room two-oh-three opened to reveal a far nicer room than Harris had felt he could justify. His eyes were drawn to the big bed, imagining how Michelle might ask him to please her there.

Harris was hard before he even got to the shower. It was just as lavish, more than big enough for two. It was all Harris could do to wash carefully without giving in to stroking his cock. He wanted so badly. If he did, he could probably get hard again before Michelle arrived. She hadn’t said he was allowed. Harris felt reluctant to disobey her orders, even accidentally.

He dried off, but left his clothes in the ensuite restroom. Standing naked in Michelle’s hotel room, Harris wasn’t sure what to do. Sit on the bed? Stand?

Before Harris could start to really feel awkward, there was a knock at the door. A peek through the peephole revealed Michelle, looking just as good as she had downstairs. Harris pulled the door open, standing aside to let her in.

“Where do you want me?” he asked, so eager to do whatever Michelle might ask of him.

Michelle looked stunning, the long dress flowing around her legs beautifully as she walked in. The look she gave Harris made his mouth run dry. He hoped she liked what she saw. It felt a little odd to be so exposed in front of her, but also so hot. Michelle reached out to drag a hand over his chest, his muscles flexing under her touch. The way her tongue ran over her lips made Harris think that Michelle was pretty pleased with him.

“Kneel at the bottom of the bed,” Michelle instructed. She waited for Harris to get there, smiling when he did as he was told. Walking closer - but not so close that he could touch her - Michelle reached up to undo her dress. Harris’ breath briefly got stuck in his throat as he watched her. She knew exactly what effect she had on him if the way she took her time was any indication.

When the material finally fell to the ground, Michelle revealed tight, black underwear. Her Bra and panties matched, and unexpectedly a corset hugged her waist. With her black heels still on, Michelle looked hot.

“Wow,” Harris breathed. Far from being dry, his mouth watered at the sight of Michelle. He wanted to draw his tongue along the edges of her underwear slowly, kiss and nip at her skin until she finally, finally, told him to remove it. “You look amazing.” He had no doubt that Michelle knew. Harris wanted to tell her, wanted her to hear him say it.

His hands balled into fists beside him. Otherwise, he feared he’d reach to touch himself, and he hadn’t been told he could. “Do you want me to touch you?” he asked. “Please. I want to touch you so much. I want to feel if your skin is as soft as it looks. I want to hear how you sound, and find out what you like, what I can do to bring you pleasure.”

Michelle smiled in a way that made it seem like Harris had asked precisely what she had wanted him to. “You can touch me,” she said. Harris didn’t hesitate to reach out. Her skin did feel as soft as it looked. Harris’ fingers slid over it, enjoying how heat seemed to radiate off her. Michelle took a step forward, moving more into Harris’ touch. “Use your mouth, too,” she said. It was more a suggestion than an instruction.

A suggestion that Harris was eager to follow. Still on his knees, he leaned in, pressing a kiss to Michelle’s inner thigh. He hadn’t predicted how hot it would be to see Michelle tower above him. Nor how sensitive his skin felt, just because he was fully exposed while she was still hidden behind a layer of fabric. Harris could feel every movement of air against him, each touch sending shivers down his spine.

His fingers moved slowly up Michelle’s legs, exploring. He listened carefully, noting the slight changes in Michelle’s breathing whenever he passed over a particularly sensitive spot. As soon as he found one, Harris would press a kiss to it, sucking the skin between his lips and lapping hot and wet against it.

He felt Michelle’s fingers tangle in his hair before he saw her move, and he moaned.

“Take off my panties,” Michelle instructed. Harris had to pause not to groan. With his fingers sliding over Michelle’s sides, he slipped under the material of her panties. Harris caught himself holding his breath in anticipation. Michelle seemed to notice it, too, if her soft laugh was any indication. “Go on, Harris, I want you to,” she encouraged.

He slid the black fabric down, slowly and carefully. Michelle lifted each of her legs in turn to help him pull the panties off over her heels. Looking up at her, Harris could barely contain his excitement. She looked amazing in her heels, bra, and corset, with no panties on. Thanks to him.

“You can still touch me with your mouth and hands,” Michelle promised. Much to Harris’ delight, she parted her legs.

He darted a tongue out over his lip, so very eager to have a taste. He didn’t want to rush. He’d never been with a woman as much older than him as Michelle. What he’d learned from the women he had been with was that slower was better. Even the thought that he might disappoint Michelle if he got it wrong was a sharp ache in his chest.

“I want to taste you so much,” Harris said, kissing a slow path up the inside of Michelle’s thigh. His fingers moved ahead, teasing with soft strokes. He experimented, bringing his teeth lightly together. When she moaned, he did it again, higher.

Finally, after what felt like hours - but couldn’t have been more than a few minutes - Harris trailed a finger against Michelle’s pussy. Her legs parted a little more. Harris did groan at how wet she was. Sitting up on his knees, he wrapped one hand around her thigh and guided her towards his mouth.

His tongue licked out, lapping at her wetness. Above him, Michelle moaned. It was the most erotic sound Harris had ever heard. He desperately wanted to make her do it again.

Her fingers tangled in his hair and Michelle tugged it, sending a sharp pain through Harris’ body. His moan against her was mostly muffled by his mouth still against Michelle’s pussy. His tongue lapped harder, making the sounds falling from Michelle’s lips increase. Harris wanted to make her come so much that when she tugged against his hair again, pulling him back, he gave a sharp whine.

It seemed to only make Michelle more amused. “You can carry on, I just need to be somewhere more comfortable,” she told him. There was an armchair in the corner of the room and Michelle walked over to it. She looked so sexy, sitting down in it, her long legs made even longer with the heels on.

Reaching behind her, Michelle undid her bra and Harris swallowed, watching her breasts bounce free. They were big and beautiful, nipples dark in contrast to Michelle’s skin. She parted her legs again. “Come on.”

Harris didn’t even think about standing up. It would have taken valuable time, and he needed to get his mouth back on Michelle’s pussy. He crawled across the carpet towards her open legs. She seemed to approve, if the way she smiled at him was any indication.

Between her legs once more, Harris kissed his way up her thigh. As before, his hands went ahead of his mouth. This time, he slid one finger inside Michelle. Her wet heat accepted him, almost inviting him deeper. Following it with another, he thrust in and out of her, his tongue circling her clit.

With building confidence, he moved more quickly. Michelle’s noises of pleasure grew louder, until they were all that Harris could think about.

One of Michelle’s hands tightened around an armrest on the chair. The other came to tangle in Harris’ hair. She pulled hard. He was too distracted by listening to the amazing noises that Michelle made to really notice. Harris’ tongue licked harder and his fingers moved faster. The noises that Michelle gave were so loud and so hot. He glanced up at her through his lashes, his cock so hard from how stunning she looked.

Michelle’s breasts bounced at every push that Harris gave with his fingers. It only made him want to do it more and do it faster. So he did. To his satisfaction, Michelle’s breasts began to bounce even more. Her screams intensified. The room was filled with them and her pussy was so wet around Harris’ fingers.

“Fuck, come on!” Michelle cried out. “Do it even faster!” She demanded.

Sliding a third finger inside her, Harris could feel Michelle’s body stretch around him. She moaned, making Harris lap even faster. He had promised to do exactly what she asked. He pumped his fingers, fucking into Michelle as hard and fast as he knew how.

He could feel Michelle’s thighs tense, muscles squeezing around his ears as he pursed his lips around her clit. Michelle bucked, rocking against Harris’ fingers. He crooked them inside her, his cock twitching when he was rewarded with an even louder scream.

Harris thought Michelle was close to orgasm. He couldn’t stop what he was doing to ask, so he just sucked harder, fingers rubbing back and forth.

“Oh my God, yes, yes, yes!” Michelle cried. Her hips rocked harder and faster against Harris as she fucked herself on his fingers. His tongue moved over her clit, drinking in the heat from her body. He felt when she came. Her muscles clamped tightly around his fingers and her whole body shook against him. Michelle’s cries matched it, until finally she collapsed against the chair, loosening her legs.

“Fuck,” she breathed, fingers much softer in Harris’ hair. “You’re good,” she praised. “I haven’t come that hard in ages. And we’re only getting started.” That sounded like a promise. Michelle smirked at Harris. “Did you enjoy that? Did you love making me come so hard? Making this chair completely wet from how drenched my pussy is for you?”

Harris swallowed hard, giving a sharp nod. “Fuck, yes,” he answered, his gaze sliding up Michelle’s body to where her breasts were heaving with every breath. “I really want to keep touching you,” he said. “I want to run my tongue over your nipples and press my cock into your thigh.” As he said it, he realized that Michelle could say no. That made it all the more erotic.

Running a tongue over his lips, Harris could still taste the traces of Michelle’s wetness. “I’m so hard,” he said, shuffling away from the chair a little, leaning back so Michelle could see. He wanted to show her what she’d done to him, how aroused he was just from making her come. “Please,” he added. “Please. Tell me what you want me to do next.”

Michelle’s hand stroked over Harris’ face. That in itself felt like praise. He couldn’t wait to see what she wanted him to do. Using one of her still-shoed feet, Michelle pushed Harris back so she could stand up. She looked gorgeous. “Help me take this corset off,” Michelle instructed. Harris had to get up to undo the straps. Once he had, he knelt back down. It seemed to please Michelle, because she smiled as she turned around.

The corset came off easily, leaving Michelle in nothing but her heels. Harris hoped she would leave those on. “I want you to get on the bed on your back,” Michelle told him.

As before, Harris crawled to the bed. He could feel Michelle watching. Even now that she was naked with him, it made him feel vulnerable and exposed. The intensity of the feelings made Harris whimper, his hard cock swaying beneath him as he climbed up onto the bed.

Only then did he turn over, settling on his back, propping himself up on his elbows so he could watch Michelle. “You’re stunning,” he said, eyes moving over her body once again. He wanted to reach out, wanted to beg once again for Michelle to let him touch her.

Instead, he waited quietly, his hips twitching in anticipation.

“Yes,” Michelle confirmed. It didn’t at all surprise Harris that she knew precisely how stunning she was. He gave a soft moan when Michelle came to the bed, leaving her shoes on just as he had hoped. Her fingers were soft against his legs. As she leaned forward, her breasts dragging over his skin, Harris moaned again. She looked so sexy, especially when Michelle’s hands slid up over Harris’ sides.

She let her breasts brush over Harris’ skin as she moved up. His hips bucked up when she reached his cock and Michelle grinned at him. “So eager,” she teased. He could hardly deny that. Michelle squeezed her arms together and Harris cried out as his cock was trapped between her breasts. This was like something straight out of a fantasy.

More slowly, he arched his back and lifted his hips. His cock pumped between Michelle’s breasts, her soft skin pressing against him from every side. Harris’ eyes almost rolled back with how good it felt. He propped himself up more, watching as his cock disappeared between the delicious curves. “Fuck, Michelle,” he groaned.

Precum beaded from the tip of his cock, and he pushed his hips up again, stroking the head of his dick into the valley between Michelle’s breasts. “God, I want to go faster,” he said, practically panting already from the effort of holding back. He would, though, until Michelle told him he could do otherwise.

Except she didn’t. Instead, Michelle smirked and then tilted her head down to run her fucking tongue over the tip of his cock. Fuck. The sounds that escaped Harris’ mouth were barely human. It felt so fucking good. He thrust up more, but to no avail. Michelle brought her hands down to his hips to stop Harris from bucking up harder. She crawled higher up his body until his mouth was close enough to press against Michelle’s breasts.

“I want you to lick them,” she instructed. “Make me moan, tease my nipples. If you do well, I’ll let you make me come again.” As much as it sounded like a choice, Harris had little doubt that it wasn’t really. He loved that, loved that she knew precisely what she wanted. So often Harris had been with women who made him guess what they liked, but Michelle... Michelle knew precisely what would make her feel good.

She’d said she wanted him to tease, so that was exactly what Harris aimed to do. He moved his mouth slowly, sucking and licking at the skin around Michelle’s nipples, never quite touching them. He brought his hands up, tight around Michelle’s waist as he pulled her down over him. All Harris could see, all he could reach, were Michelle’s breasts. That felt incredible.

He loved the way she moaned for him, the sounds almost guttural as he nipped at the sensitive skin. Finally, he took one nipple fully into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it. His hand moved up, cupping Michelle’s other breast until his fingers found the hard nub at the tip. He tugged against it, alternating the soft brush of his tongue against one breast with the hard press of his fingers against the other.

He so wanted to do well, and not only because then Michelle would let him make her come. He wanted to please her, to show her how good he could be, and to hear her tell him what she liked.

The attentive detail that Harris paid to Michelle’s nipples seemed to be paying off. Her moans increased. He did more of the same, tugging against one of her nipples while he sucked on the other between his lips. The sounds Michelle made went straight to Harris’ cock. The way her body rested above him, pinning him down, stopped Harris from pushing up more.

“Just like that, yeah,” Michelle encouraged. “Suck a bit harder.” Harris did as instructed. He was rewarded with a loud cry from Michelle. “Fuck you’re so good, so obedient.” That praise was exactly what Harris had hoped for. He groaned, the sound vibrating against Michelle’s skin. She rocked into him and Harris licked his tongue over the tip of her nipple before biting it lightly.

Michelle cried out, but it sounded like she liked it. Harris did it again. “Fuck, that feels nice,” she moaned. One of her hands came up to tangle in Harris’ hair, pulling him close against her breast. “Yeah, fuck, feels so good! You going to earn yourself such nice rewards,” she promised.

Kissing his way across Michelle’s breasts, Harris moved his mouth to the other nipple, teasing around it with his tongue. Michelle arched her back, pushing her chest forward. Taking it as encouragement, Harris quickly pulled her nipple between his lips. He sucked hard, his tongue swirling around it, making sure to leave it nice and wet before he set his teeth delicately on either side and gave it a tug.

Michelle squirmed under Harris’ hands, the sounds she made going straight to Harris’ cock. He wanted to ask what his rewards would be, but not enough to take his mouth away from where Michelle wanted it. His free hand moved up, over Michelle’s shoulder to brush through her long blond hair.

Harris bucked his hips against Michelle’s hold. She pressed him firmly against the mattress, making him whimper.

“You’re doing so well,” she praised again. Her fingers tugged against Harris’ hair and when he pulled back, she leaned down to kiss him. Like the rest of her, the kiss was hot and wet. Harris sucked her lower lip between his teeth, giving it a small bite. When Michelle moaned in turn he couldn’t help rocking up a bit. “Shh,” she said, running her tongue over Harris’ lips.

Moving so she could turn around, Michelle positioned herself above Harris’ face. “I want you to use your mouth to make me come.” He could feel the heat from her pussy radiating against his skin.

He ran his hands up the backs of Michelle’s legs, one daringly giving her luscious ass a squeeze while the other teased against her pussy. He pulled her down, tugging her towards his eager mouth. Slowly, thoroughly, he explored her with his tongue. She tasted so good, her wetness sweet against Harris’ lips. He could feel her rocking above him, pushing her hips back until she was all that filled Harris’ senses.

Firming his tongue into a point, Harris pressed it inside her, flicking it in and out of Michelle’s opening until she wailed. As her noises echoed around the room, Harris pulled back, wriggling his tongue against Michelle’s clit.

Her cries increased, spurring Harris on. Michelle leaned forward and before Harris even had the time to realize what was happening, Michelle had sucked his cock into her mouth. It made him groan against her pussy. Harris was glad that Michelle’s hands had returned to his hips, otherwise he definitely would’ve bucked upwards. Her mouth was so hot and wet. It felt amazing.

To show her just how good, Harris teased his tongue over her clit again. In turn, Michelle swirled her tongue around Harris’ hardness. This time she loosened her grip a little, allowing Harris to thrust up into her mouth.

He did, trying to keep his movements slow. He knew Michelle could press him down again at any moment. He didn’t want to lose the ability to push his cock between those perfect lips. Harris’ fingers tightened against Michelle’s hip, his tongue lapping harder and faster.

The fingers of his other hand teased against Michelle’s pussy, not quite pressing inside. Harris pushed his hips up again, moaning so loudly when Michelle sucked harder against his cock. She took him so deep, Harris could feel her all the way around his length.

When Michelle pulled back with a wet pop, Harris whined loudly. “Make me come and I’ll let you fuck me,” she told him. “Use only your mouth.” And then, she took him back into her mouth. Thankfully Michelle held his hips down. Otherwise, Harris would’ve fucked up into her hard.

Her mouth felt so good. Harris could hardly wait to have his cock in her pussy. He licked harder, putting more pressure on Michelle’s clit and then teasing his tongue around it. She moaned around his cock, sending such a sharp sensation through his body that Harris almost wanted to beg her to slow down. Except he also wanted her to come, he wanted to feel what her mouth would be like around his cock when she came.

His licks increased in speed and so did Michelle’s movement. She pulled back again, but the sounds that fell from Michelle’s lips made it so worth it. Her moans and cries increased, becoming more rapid as Harris’ licked harder.

“Fuck, fuck! Yes!” She cried and Harris felt her come, felt the wetness drip down his chin as he lapped as much of it up as he could.

If possible, she tasted even sweeter. Harris carried on, licking Michelle’s pussy like he wanted to clean it all up. His tongue only made Michelle wetter still. Harris slowed, but didn’t stop, not while Michelle was still making such pleased noises.

Harris’ hands moved over Michelle’s skin, one sliding up her side until it reached her breast. He cupped it, fingers working teasingly against her still-hard nipple. Michelle moaned, but more softly. Letting his head fall back against the pillows, Harris licked the taste of Michelle from his lips.

“God, you’re amazing,” he praised. “I could make you come all day.” Harris’ cock was still hard, still so eager for Michelle to keep her promise. “Please,” he said. “Please, I want to fuck you so badly.”

“You’re not done making me come just yet,” Michelle promised, shifting off Harris’ face and turning around. She smirked at him. “Your face is all wet,” she teased. She leaned down to run her tongue over his chin and up to Harris’ lips, kissing the taste of herself off Harris’ mouth. Her hand trailed over his chest, fingers pulling lightly and teasingly against one of his nipples. When Harris groaned against her mouth, Michelle pulled back to give him another smirk.

“I want you to make me come with your cock now,” she told him. “But you get to pick the position. So tell me, Harris, what’s the way you’ve most imagined fucking me?” Her tone sounded so amused. Harris couldn’t help how hot he found it. This was like reliving his every teenage fantasy but so much better.

There had been a lot of fantasies, and a lot of positions, but Harris’ choice was easy. “With you on top,” he said, running his hands up Michelle’s sides, cupping both her breasts. His fingers tugged at her nipples, enjoying the way her chest was flushed with arousal. “I want to watch you, want to be able to see all of you.” One hand moved down, cupping Michelle’s ass. It was a great ass, but Harris couldn’t give up the sight of Michelle’s breasts as she bounced up and down on his cock.

“I’ve imagined it so many times,” he said, “but this is even better.” He loved having Michelle tell him what to do, loved her confidence that he could make her come again. He ran his hand over her hip, down across her thigh. He trailed a finger over her clit, slowly and teasingly. He was sure he could make Michelle come while she rode him. “I want to feel you when you come with me inside you.”

“Oh, you will,” Michelle promised. Again, she sounded so sure. It made Harris hot, wanting to fuck her but not daring to rush it. He wanted Michelle to decide how fast or how slow she fucked him. Harris knew he didn’t even have to say as much, Michelle would do just as she pleased.

She crawled atop him again, straddling his hips this time. “You can touch my breasts,” she allowed, reaching between them to lead Harris’ cock inside her. Michelle’s pussy was so hot. It took all of Harris’ willpower not to push up into her. He bit his lip hard, bringing his hand up to tease over Michelle’s breast as the other settled on her hip.

Slowly, Michelle rolled her hips. Harris could see the muscles moving in her stomach and feel her thighs shake on either side as she lifted herself up and lowered herself back down. She felt incredible, her pussy so wet and tight around his cock. Harris had to hold on hard to her hip, fighting not to move. He loved how steadily she rode him, the pleasure building in relentless waves.

With the hand on Michelle’s breast, Harris moved more lightly. He brushed across Michelle’s nipple, making it stand up hard and long. He pinched gently, rolling it between his fingers and making Michelle’s breath catch in her throat. “Can I touch with my mouth, too?” he asked, his tone almost begging. “Please. I love how you taste, how you feel under my tongue.”

“You can,” Michelle allowed beginning to move faster. “You can also fuck up into me. I want you to be slow,” she instructed. It was both a blessing and a curse. Harris began to move. He wanted to fuck into her fast and hard, but Harris also wanted to follow Michelle’s every instruction. “So obedient,” she praised, her hand running over his chest as she began to move slightly faster.

The praise made it worth the effort. Harris bit his lip to bite back a whimper as he pressed his hips upwards. His cock was enveloped on every side by the heat of Michelle’s pussy. It felt so good. Harris almost had to grit his teeth not to go faster. “What happens if I can’t?” he asked. The thought of disappointing Michelle was sharp inside him. Harris was determined not to, to do his very best, no matter how much he wished he could buck his hips wildly.

“Then I’ll have to teach you how to do it better,” Michelle answered easily. It helped, especially when Harris imagined what that might involve. Being disciplined by his best friend’s mom seemed so hot that Harris had to still just so he wouldn’t come.

After a moment, he lifted Michelle’s breast in one hand, kissing across the swell of it. If he concentrated on tracing his tongue around Michelle’s nipple, it was easier to keep his hips moving slowly. He wanted this to feel good for Michelle as much as it felt good for him.

Her moans increased and it urged Harris on. Michelle also began to move faster, meeting every thrust that Harris gave. “Come on, I want you to go faster.” Harris hardly needed Michelle to ask twice before his hips bucked up. “Fuck me harder! Push up as much as you can!” Michelle said before her words turned into screams of pleasure as Harris fucked her.

Michelle slammed down against his cock harder and harder. Harris let go of her breasts so he could see them bounce just like how he’d imagined. They did so beautifully, so round and big. “Make me come!” Michelle demanded.

“Fuck, yes,” Harris agreed, heat rushing through him at Michelle’s order. He moved one hand between her legs, letting his fingers slide over where his cock thrust up into her. He didn’t tease for long, finding her clit and pressing his thumb down against it. His hand moved with Michelle’s thrusts, putting pressure on her most sensitive spots.

He fucked up just as hard, his own orgasm threatening to overwhelm him. “Please,” he begged. “Please come for me, you’re so fucking hot, Michelle!” He felt almost desperate, wanting to watch Michelle fall apart, to feel her pussy squeeze around his cock.

If he didn’t make her come soon, Harris feared he’d come without permission. He simply did not want that. Thankfully, his fingers seemed to work the magic with his cock, pushing Michelle closer and closer to orgasm. He could see the way her body began to tremble. It only made Harris fuck up into her harder and faster, his thumb moving in circles over Michelle’s clit.

“Yes! Fuck! Ah, Harris, yes!” Michelle cried. Harris felt her muscles squeeze around his cock. It took everything he had not to come right then. “Come in me!” She demanded. “I want you to come right now.”

Even if Harris had wanted to, he didn’t think he would have been able to hold back. He thrust his hips up a final time, one hand holding Michelle’s hips tight against his body. He threw his head back and wailed her name. Pleasure exploded through his entire body. He came so hard that all he could do was feel. Michelle’s pussy around his cock, the weight of her pinning him to the mattress and her lovely long hair tickling against his chest as he pressed himself up against her.

“Fuuuck,” he groaned, spilling his seed deep inside her while he pulled her harder against his lap. He leaned forward, pressing his forehead against her shoulder and shuddering at the way her breasts brushed against his chest.

He pulled in a slow breath, every muscle feeling loose and spent. “Fuck, I’ve never come that hard,” he said, pulling back just a little so he could see again.

Michelle gave a delighted laugh. She pressed a kiss against Harris’ cheek. Sliding off his cock, she moved to lie next to him. Harris could hardly even manage to turn towards her, he felt so thoroughly fucked. She dragged a finger up his chest, smirking when Harris whined as she scratched over one of his nipples.

“You said something about making me come all day?” She asked teasingly. “Today is mostly over, but how about another day? I would very much like to see what other fantasies you have that we could reenact.”

If he hadn’t been completely spent, Harris felt sure he would have gotten hard just from Michelle saying those words. He nodded eagerly. “Yeah,” he promised. “My stamina will be even better on a day I haven’t also had a wedding.”

That made Michelle laugh, and Harris felt pride uncurl in his chest at having made that happen.

“Maybe next time, you will have to teach me to do better,” he added, his voice low. He was very, very curious to find out what Michelle’s brand of discipline would be like.

She ran her tongue over her lips at that. Harris was fascinated to follow it with his eyes. The memories of what else she had done with that tongue still fresh in his mind. “Yeah, I think I could do that,” Michelle drew out. She leaned in to press another kiss against Harris’ lips before pulling back.

“I’m going to go run myself a bath, feel free to come join me when you’ve regained some strength,” she told him to with a smile. Harris’ mouth watered as he watched her getting up and walking over to the bathroom. Her ass looked so perfect and all of the thoughts over the years Harris had had about it rushed back into his head.

Harris almost thought he needed to make a list. If Michelle was offering, there were a lot of fantasies Harris could ask her to help him fulfill. First of which was getting to see Michelle emerge from the bathroom in nothing but a towel.

It was hardly any time at all before Harris felt strength return to his legs. The thought of Michelle, naked but for the bubbles of her bath, would’ve been enough to tempt him up after far more rigorous activities.

He could hardly wait until they could schedule a whole day together so that Harris could make good on his promises.
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