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 I smile as I watch him try to hide his growing erection. He thinks he's being subtle and that I have no idea that I've turned him on, but everything I've been doing for the last few minutes was exactly for this result, to watch his handsome young face redden, and to see him try to surreptitiously reposition his cock under the blanket. I've held off for weeks. He's much younger than me and he's my Daughter's boyfriend, but I haven't been with a man for months and I know deep down Jake wants me. Today, I fully intend to finally make him take me.







 2 years ago when my Daughter Shelly first brought Jake home to introduce us, I remember thinking that she’d had very good taste this time. Jake is tall, muscular and well built, a thick crop of sandy hair on his head with strong but gentle looking eyes finishing off a well sculpted face. He had been polite, but very nervous the whole visit, different from the other boys my Daughter had brought home, who would openly check me out lewdly and walk around my home far too comfortably after just a few minutes.







 Jake had manners. He had been all pleases and thank you’s the entire evening, and I had genuinely enjoyed his company, thinking him a great addition to my Daughter's life. The fact he was so easy on the eye didn't hurt of course, but handsome or not, if I had thought of him as bad news for my Daughter he would've been made to know so. I had spent too many years of my own life with a bad man, and part of me was always paranoid about my Daughter making the same mistakes I made. As it was, they seemed to be in the throws of total and utter puppy love, never spending a moment away from one each other's company.







 Within a few months, Jake had become part of the family. I took it as a given that if Shelly was on the couch watching TV, then Jake would be there right beside her, or under her as the case may be, Shelly often curling up on his lap. His large frame more than able to fit my petite Daughter there.







 When I cooked, I always cooked for three. Jake was 19 and had a healthy young man's appetite. It felt good to cook for an unfussy eater, I don't think Jake ever declined to eat anything I put in front of him. He would periodically insist on giving me some money for all the food he ate. I would try to decline, but he would always insist until I gave in and took it, it being one of the few areas where he wouldn't brook any argument from me, contrasting to his otherwise gentle giant personality.







 It was nice to know that as generally easy going as Jake was, he had within him the ability to be firm and strong, the will to protect my Daughter and not be a pushover. They were only ever small glimpses into this side of Jake, but they were enough to let me know he would grow into a confident and powerful man one day.







 Being so happy to have Jake in our family, I jumped at the chance about a year and a half into their relationship when his parents moved interstate for work, meaning that if he followed, he and Shelly would be in the most feared of all young people's kind of relationships, the long distance relationship.







 Jake had a job but wasn't earning enough to be able to move out by himself and I didn't want Shelly moving out at 19 so soon enough they came to me and broached the idea of Jake moving in with Shelly and myself. I appeared to give it some serious grown up thought but truth be told the idea had entered my head as soon as I had heard the news about his parents moving.







 Jake had over the last 18 months proven to be nothing but a positive influence on my Daughter's life. I knew they were sleeping together and that they were using protection, so no sense in trying to enforce abstinence on two 19 years olds, it just wouldn't work. They'd simply do it elsewhere. I also wasn't sure if Jake and Shelly would survive in the long run with a long distance relationship and so thought it best to keep Jake close, where I could help ensure he stayed with my Daughter.







 Now officially living with us and paying board to cover his costs on food and utilities, he became another level of comfortable. Over the last 18 months he had grown comfortable already of course, calling me by my first name Jemma, finally, after months of telling him I didn't like it when he called me Mrs Wentworth, as it made me feel old. But now he was able to walk from the bathroom after a shower to Shelly and his room, with just a towel around him and not feel conscious that I could see him. He had become comfortable with me and I enjoyed the fact that he was letting his guard down, making me feel more relaxed in turn. Soon enough on any warm day he would be wearing only shorts, his young and muscular body on display. I would take in appreciative glances of his physique, as he really is quite a fine specimen of a young man, but never more than that. I love Shelly with all my heart and would never do something that could so seriously hurt her or our relationship.







 Life, as it does, rolled on and we were a happy little home, Jake and Shelly eating dinner with me most nights, and spending time with me on the couch in front of the TV, although their attentions would be more on their phone screens than the TV screen. But still, I enjoyed their company but sometimes felt a little alone in the middle of the night. I very seldom had a chance to meet men anymore and felt strange bringing another man home with Shelly there.







 Although her Father and myself didn't get along, he’d always treated Shelly well and she didn't dislike him as I did, and I couldn't be 100% sure that she would respond positively to another man in the house. Silly I know to worry perhaps, but the urge to bring a man home is usually easy to abate by reaching into my special drawer for my private toys when I'm alone. 20 minutes with my toys and I feel much less tense about not having had a man, although it doesn't quite completely scratch the itch.







 Through all this Jake was a gentleman, helping around the house and even getting his hands dirty with some DIY when needed, seeming to be naturally good with his hands. He was developing into a fine young man, and once or twice I caught my eyes lingering a little longer than they should on his body, and wondering just what he would look like naked. For my part, I dressed mostly modestly, although I do think I still have it, and every now and then I would see Jake checking me out, but nothing too overt, no more than he might check out any other woman, whilst still remaining faithful to his girlfriend.







 It started to give me a little bit of a thrill as the weeks went by to see if I could make Jake check me out more and more frequently, and I found myself becoming more sensual around him. One button lower on my top than normal was now usually undone, giving him a glimpse of my large boobs. I was getting closer to him than I had to when talking, or patting his arm when he replied and letting my hand stay on him for a moment longer than usual.







 The months since I had last been with a man were starting to mount and I told myself that this was just some very mild and harmless flirting, but a part of me made sure to mention that I never seemed to do it in front of Shelly. Part of me knew that was I was doing was wrong, but a bigger part of me was enjoying it too much. But I would never act on my growing urges, I told myself, I was just making some nice feelings for my nighttime solo play.







 The morning everything changed and I knew I had to fuck him came suddenly. When I woke up that morning it had just been another day, I got dressed, picking a light and loose sleeveless blouse with no bra that would offer Jake some nice side boob during the day, and a short skirt. I left my bedroom and put on some coffee. I made breakfast and as I hadn't heard Jake about yet, assumed he was still in his room and would be hungry, so made extra for him.







 Was a part of me keen for an excuse to say hi while he was still in bed? I knew from Shelly that he liked to sleep in the nude. Shelly was at work, and here I was making sure I had a reason to pop in on Jake, coincidence? I decided to ignore that voice and grabbed Jake's breakfast and walked to his room, my bare feet making no sound on the carpeted floor.







 Knowing it was wrong and a small invasion of privacy, I opened his door and entered his room without knocking. I had already formed my excuse: that I assumed he was still asleep and I was going to quietly place his breakfast on the bedside table for him when he woke up. Never find the fact that would mean he'd be waking up to a cold breakfast. It wasn't a well thought out excuse, but I just wanted to walk in and maybe see more of him than normal, his blanket hanging off his body, maybe even his cock would be visible.







 As it turned out, I got much more than I bargained for as I walked in on Jake as he was right in the middle of jerking himself off! Within a second he had seen me and started to panic, but that second was burned into my brain: Jake sitting up in the bed, leaning against the headboard, his naked body exposed, his legs spread wide and invitingly, his hand holding his phone, whatever it displayed the focus of all his attention, his other hand rapidly stroking his cock. And what a cock! Jake was packing a thick, long shaft with a fat head at its end, bright red and angry as he pumped it, his balls full and swollen looking, and quite high up, it looked like he was pretty close to coming when I walked in.







 All that came from one second as time seemed to freeze, then, as if in slow motion, Jake's eyes went from his phone and looked up into mine before time came back to normal and I saw his expression of shock as he practically threw his phone in his scramble to grab his sheets and pull them up over his engorged dick.







 Landing with a soft thud on the thick carpet at my feet as I turned my face away from Jake, there was no mistaking what it was on it's screen. It was me! Jake had opened a photo of me from Shelly's Facebook account. It was from a time when we went to the beach before she had met Jake and I was in a small bikini, my pert bum facing the camera and me looking over my shoulder with a 'who, me?' expression. I thought I was being cute. There was quite a lot of bum exposed in that photo, it really had been a small bikini but I had felt daring that day and the weather had been so nice.







 Acting like I hadn't seen my own bum staring up at me from the floor I apologised to Jake for the intrusion and backed out of the room, closing the door. Jake hadn't said a word, just a series of embarrassing umm and ahhs as he fought to disappear under the blanket.







 Taking his breakfast back to the kitchen and setting it down. I processed this new information. Obviously Jake as a virile young man was probably jerking off every day, even with sex with Shelly. And yes I had seen him casting appreciative glances at me as I offered him more and more incentive to do it, but had I incentivised him too much? Had I made him start looking at me sexually and not as his girlfriend's Mum? Jake was still only 19, maybe what I thought was harmless flirting (although deep down I knew what I was doing was wrong) was having a bigger impact on him.







 This serious conversation with myself was only half of the truth though. The other half was that I couldn't get the sight of Jake's beautiful cock out of my head, and that in his mind, just moments ago, it was fucking me, or perhaps he was fantasizing about me sucking his length, making me swallow every drop of his seed as he came deep down my throat.







 I felt myself warming up between my legs and I squirmed with sexual frustration and the choices I had to make now. Should I act like that had never happened? Should I acknowledge that it happened but it's totally normal and not to worry, Jake? Should I actually address to him that I saw what he was jerking off to? I didn't know and I didn't trust myself to talk to him about the last option, the way I was feeling in my pussy right now I was liable to jump straight onto his dick if we started talking and he admitted he'd like to fuck me.







 Knowing I should probably just let Jake come out of his room and talk about it when he was ready, I ignored this internal advice and instead listened to my aching sex, walking back to the bedroom and this time making sure to knock first, asking if I could come in.







 "Uhh, sure Jemma." came his answer.







 Opening the door and entering softly, I saw that the phone had been picked up off the floor and was on the bedside table, screen facing down and probably turned off. Jake was on the bed, the blankets wrapped around him like a makeshift shield, his legs crossed under the crumpled sheets. His face bright red, he was unable to make eye contact with me as I approached and sat down on the edge of the bed close to him.







 I knew I was making him ten times more uncomfortable by coming back to his room, but I couldn't help myself. I had to be near him right now, close to that raw young man, with his hard body and harder cock. Wondering exactly what it was I was hoping to achieve by coming back, I reached out and patted his leg, watching myself leave my hand there for one second...two seconds...three seconds before finally drawing it away.







 "Well..." I say, leaving it open ended and in the air, seeing if he'll try and fill the silence with anything. When he doesn't, I continue, "Firstly, I'm very sorry for not knocking," but I wasn't I admitted to myself, "And I'm sorry I saw you doing that," another lie, I couldn't be happier that I saw him in all his glory, his fat cock aimed at 'me' and ready to blow. Getting warmer still between my thighs as I realised just how much I wanted Jake at this moment, but a sensible part of me was still resisting. "But you have nothing to be ashamed of, it's perfectly natural."







 Jake manages to look me fleetingly in the eye a couple of times, but still seems unable to speak.







 "If if makes you feel any better, even I still masturbate." I tell him. Oh Jemma! You know exactly what you're doing right now, I think to myself. Act like the mature one, trying to be all serious and matter of factly when all you're really doing, and you know this, is getting off on the fact you're telling Jake about how you masturbate. You want to make him hard again don't you? Deep down you're ignoring the fact he's going out with your Daughter and all you want is that throbbing cock of his between your lips. Even if it's just once.







 This gets a small grin from Jake, still not looking at me. Knowing that the right thing a mother would do right now is get up and leave, I instead put my hand back on his leg and squeeze a few times in a friendly way.







 "Although I bet I don't masturbate as much as you do, hey? I remember the boys when I was your age, bragging about who had jerked off 5 or 6 times every day for a week. I'm surprised we have any tissues in the house at all!"







 "Mumble mumble mumble" Jake responds.







 "Sorry Jake, what was that?" I ask, leaning in, my hand still on his leg.







 "I was just saying...umm...I'm more of a sock guy." He mumbles again, but at least this time clearly enough that I can understand him. His face, against all logic, has somehow managed to go redder.







 "That was an attempt to lighten the mood wasn't it?" I say with a chuckle, to let him know I'm on his side. "I'll let you in on a little secret Jake, I know you're a sock guy. A man's come," and at this I relish the word come as I say it to him, "has a pretty distinct smell. There's no doubting what’s going on when I'm doing the washing and some of your socks are all wet and tacky!"







 "Sorry."







 "Don't be sorry. Like I said, we all do it." I say as I squeeze his leg again. "Although I noticed you didn't have a sock on yourself just now," I press on, feeling a thrill inside as I guide the conversation towards his cock more directly, knowing and not caring that I'm crossing boundaries at this point. I'm on fire right now and I must have him, but I need him to make the first real move. "Why was that? Was it a special occasion jerk off session?" I finish with a light hearted tone.







 "Umm. It's silly, I'd rather not say, Jemma." he admits after an awkward internal struggle with himself.







 "No, please, tell me" I urge, trying to catch his eye and give him my sexiest look. I drop my voice to more of a husky whisper, "There's no need for secrets between us. You're a healthy young man, and I'm just curious is all."







 Admit that you were jerking off to me. That's my goal now. I want him to admit he fantasized about fucking me. If I can get him to admit that he wants to take me in his fantasies, then it will surely be a small step to make him take me in reality.







 "I...uhh...I sometimes like to watch my come shoot over the woman." he admits, every word coming out from behind a wall of caution. But I can see he's getting over his initial shock, and is warming up to the idea of being so candid to me.







 "So you like to come on the woman on the screen? Pretend you're coming all over her in real life? Plastering her with your hot load?" I husk at him, watching his face mix with many emotions as his girlfriend's Mom speaks to him so dirtilly, unsure what to do.







 It's subtle but I notice him shifting, and his hands try to nonchalantly cover his lap. He's getting hard. That beautiful cock of his, so close to me right now, is growing. I stop myself from pulling his blankets down but I can't help staring at his crotch, while he tries to move the blanket in such a way that his newly forming tent won't be so obvious.







 He still hasn't answered my question so I goad him again.







 "You like to come all over the woman?"







 "Uhh...yes. Yeah, yeah I do."







 "And what part of the woman do you like to come over the most? Is there any part of a woman you especially like watching your jism dribble down?" I ask, relishing the extra detail I'm adding for no reason other than to make his cock harder.







 "I really like coming all over a woman's ass." He tells me. Finally speaking a full clear sentence. Good, we're getting somewhere!







 "So that's what was on your phone? A video of a woman in doggy style or something, or maybe a cumshots compilation?"







 At first he seems taken by surprise that I even know the term cumshots compilation, but then a moment later shakes his head. "No, it was just a photo."







 "Just a photo? Wow, that's pretty old fashioned haha! What is it, some pin up that never did full movies?" I press on.







 "No, nothing like that."







 "Ahhh, hang on, let me read between the lines. Not a video, not a pin up...hmm...is it one of Shelly's friends? That's ok, she has some pretty cute friends, only natural you'd be attracted to them sexually."







 "No, not one of Shelly's friends."







 "Hmm, but someone she knows? Someone you'd rather she didn't know you liked to..." and again, I savour saying this to him "...jerk yourself off to?"







 "Ah yeah, that's about it."







 "Well you can tell me. Tell you what, today is our little secret day. Anything you say," or do, I add in my head, "will be our secret. Go on, tell me." My hands lightly moving up and down on his leg, encouraging him to open up (in more ways than one) to me.







 "You promise you won't get mad?" he says, looking at me for a few seconds before breaking off eye contact again.







 "Mad? Why on Earth would I get mad? I'm just curious, is all." I say, my hand sneaking a little further up his leg. I can feel myself about to break my own new rule about him making the first move and restrain myself from reaching my wandering digits any closer to his obvious tent.







 "Well...it was you Jemma, I was jerking off over a photo of you."







 Gold! We've struck gold! Hearing this young hunk admit it, even though I already knew it, turns me on so much I feel my legs wobble and my pelvis lurch inside me, my whole body shivers but I recover quickly. Time to press this home, and make a man out of this boy.







 "Me?" I say, feigning surprise, "You really think of me that way?" I tilt my head down and look up at him through my eyebrows, then when I know he's looking at me, I let my eyes drop to his crotch and I keep them there. I'm laying it on heavy, but he's young and probably doesn't have much grasp of subtlety. I've all but abandoned any hope of not fucking my Daughter's boyfriend and I don't care. All I can think about is his dick, throbbing away under that blanket so close to my hand, as I continue to rub his leg encouragingly.







 Seemingly a little emboldened by my looking at his cock, he actually gives me a smile and tells me: "Yeah, I do. Especially lately. I mean, I've always known you were hot, but you're Shelly's mom so obviously I'm not going to try anything on you, but yeah, lately you just seem to be like...extra hot?" saying this, he looks down a little, not sure where to look now that the cat is out of the bag.







 I know exactly the reason why lately he's found me extra hot, it's because I've been making sure to make him see me as more of a sexual being rather than the mother of his girlfriend. A tiny part of me tries to chastise myself for this, pointing out that I've created this morning's situation with my actions over the last few weeks, but the bellowing of my pussy drowns it out quickly.







 "Well I'm flattered Jake. You're a very attractive young man and frankly, you have what looks like an amazing cock." I tell him, still staring blatantly at his tent.







 He chokes a little at this, but to his credit or ego, rebounds well. "If...umm...if you'd like to see it, you'd only have to ask Jemma."







 "I think I'd like that very much Jake, yes. Show me your cock." I breathe at him, feeling giddy hearing myself tell him that.







 Slowly and a little unsurely, he pulls down the blanket as I move my hand for him. His cock springs free, pointing straight up. It's long and thick, the head a little darker than the shaft, his balls are full looking and smooth. While I stare it pulses a little, almost hypnotically. Here we are, I'm sitting on his bed and I'm staring at his exposed manhood. Now to make him give it to me.







 "It's so beautiful Jake," I tell him, "And it's the biggest one I've ever seen in real life."







 "No way." He responds.







 "No really, it's the biggest dick I've ever seen, and so thick. I can't imagine how filled a girl must feel being with you."







 "Ummm, thank you, haha."







 Still staring right at his cock, my hand goes back onto his leg and I see his manhood twitch. "If there's anything you'd like me to do, you only have to ask." I say, using his phrasing from before. "But you do have to ask. I have to hear you say the words."







 Jakes shifts a little. I can see inside him a massive struggle is going on. He wants to be loyal to Shelly, bless him, but he's young and horny, oh so horny. His eyes keep going to my breasts, which are not very well hidden beneath this blouse, and his cock is throbbing even harder if anything.







 "Umm...well...if you'd like to touch him, Jemma?" he says, and I note the cute way, like many other men, he refers to his cock as 'him', like it's a separate person that just happens to be attached at the groin. He's struggling, even saying that to me was a massive effort, poor boy, but I want to hear him say the words.







 "No Jake, you need to tell me what you'd like me to do, not ask if I want to. Tell me Jake, tell me." I say as my hand slides further up his thigh, making him involuntarily clench his abdomen.







 "Play...play with my cock?" He asks. His tone isn't right yet, but we're getting there.







 "That sounded like a question, Jake." I tell him.







 I watch him swallow as he summons all his willpower and bravery, his face like an open book. Here we go.







 "Jemma, I want you to play with my cock." He speaks, his voice only cracking ever so slightly.







 Well done! I think to myself. And for such a good job you do deserve a reward.







 "If that's what you want me to do, Jake." I say, as my hand on his leg slowly trails up further, watching his balls contract closer to his cock as my fingertips graze over them. I hear him take in a sharp breath but hold it there as my fingers find his shaft and grasp it, my thumb rubbing his manhood just under its knob. My hand unable to fully encircle its girth. Slowly pumping his cock up and down it's a good ten seconds before he finally relaxes enough to be able to breathe out!







 I watch him closely, my sexiest smile on my face, while his face goes down to watch my hand jerking him and then up at my face, almost in wonder, before returning to the hand job again. Oh to be young again. So excited just from a handjob from a new person.







 I keep stroking his hard shaft for a while, keeping my pace level. The next time he looks at me I tell him, "If you want to do anything Jake, you're going to have to do it. And if you want me to do anything, you're going to have to either tell me or make me."







 Starting to understand, he breathlessly reaches out a hand, beckoning me to give him my free hand. I do so and he immediately puts my hand on his balls. I give him a big grin and start fondling his fat plums while I jerk him off. He uncrosses his legs and puts them either side of me, his head tilting back as the pleasure builds in his cock.







 He reaches out and wordlessly starts unbuttoning my blouse, although I see him watching my face, still possibly waiting for me to tell him no. I bite my lip seductively and nod my head, letting him know I think what he's doing is a great idea.







 The last button undone, the blouse falls open and my braless breasts are exposed to him, my rosey dark nipples already standing proud with lust. His hands reach out and cup them, his fingers inexpertly but passionately tweaking my nipples, his hips bucking gently into my hand as I slide it up and down his throbbing pole, trying to fuck it.







 He opens his legs wider and his hands slide up to my head. Stroking my hair and sounding huskier now he tells me that he wants me to suck his dick. Licking my lips in anticipation I lower my head to his crotch and flick my tongue over his cock head, feeling him squirm. My hands still playing with his balls and shaft, I take his knob in my mouth and suck it, my lips forming a tight seal around the swollen glans. He bucks into my mouth and lets out a long low moan of pleasure.







 My mouth feeling more stretched around a cock than it's ever before, I take him a little deeper into my mouth, but it's only the first few inches because it's so fat. Luckily he has plenty of length to spare and I jerk his shaft in time with my mouth’s pace, my dribble running down and lubricating my hand, my tongue licking the knob from inside my mouth as I suck and slurp. I moan against his cock, letting him know how turned on this is making me.







 He must be forgetting about being nervous, I think to myself as he grabs my hair harder and starts guiding me deeper onto his cock. his hips bucking in time with my sucking, fucking my mouth properly now. Suddenly his grip becomes vice tight and with a series of grunts he comes in my mouth, pasting my throat with his thick seed, his cock pulsing with each fresh spurt of come. I swallow it all, his young come tastes fresh and delicious.







 Releasing me, I raise my head and tell him, "Yum." He's looking at me with half closed eyes and an open mouth, still recovering from his orgasm. My hand still slowly squeezing his shaft, milking out any last errant drops of jism it might contain in its length. My other hand sneaks under my skirt and I feel myself. I'm soaking wet.







 Recovered from his orgasm, his fat cock softer but still impressive, he watches me play with myself, his eyes taking me in with a confidence I've never seen him display towards me before. I like it, a lot. I start playing with myself harder before Jake tells me to lose the clothes. Standing on the bed between his legs I slip out of the blouse and slide the skirt down. Grabbing my panties I take a little more time, peeling them off slowly, watching him stare at my exposed pussy lips, my small tuft of hair damp with my own juices.







 Feeling sexy, I gyrate my hips for him and play with my boobs while he stares, for a reward I see his cock growing right before my eyes. The heavy shaft jerks a few times off his thigh before staying up, growing straighter, longer and fatter while my eyes feast on the sexy display. The sight of his growing cock is amazing and I feel a trickle of lust running down my thigh, my clit on fire and pulsing with need.







 "Lie down Jemma." Jake instructs. Yes, instructs. His voice is confident and his lust is making him say what he wants. Hearing him say it like that I can't get down quick enough, my eyes watching for what he will want next.







 With me down jake kneels between my legs and opens them wider, looking at my pussy he aims his fat cock towards it and pushes the knob against my slit. No real foreplay I'm noticing, a side effect of being young, but on the other hand another side effect of being young is being hard again just minutes after already coming. I'm sure I'll be able to train him to be a more giving lover, as I realise to myself that I have no intention of this being our only time together fucking.







 With a small grunt Jake enters me, making me gasp. He really is the biggest dick I've ever had. He pumps a few times getting his cock wet with my juices and once wet, pushes his entire length inside me. I let out a yell, unable to help myself. I've never felt so full of manhood. Jake starts pumping into me at a medium pace and I watch his abdomen flex as he thrusts, his strong arms on either side of me, my arms reach up and encircle his broad back, holding his shoulders while he looks at me, his expression all concentration as he fucks my pussy with his raging hard on. The feeling inside me is so intense, so full, that I feel my orgasm welling up already. I start playing with my breasts with one hand while the other goes to my swollen bud and rubs it with a well practiced hand. Just hold it in for a minute Jake, and I'll be able to come, I think to myself.







 Jake is thrusting in and out of me and an increasing pace, his look of concentration only going when he seems to remember I'm there and he leans in to kiss me briefly, before going back to his pumping inside me, his large cock sending buzzes of stimulation all through me. My hand is becoming a blur on my clit as I rub faster, my orgasm moments away, my pussy clenching around his pumping length.







 My orgasm hits me and I go stiff as a board, my legs going straight and my body convulsing wildly as my pussy unleashes all its pent up energy, Jake's thick cock giving me a more intense orgasm than I've had before with any man. My breast hand grabs his ass and I beg him to fuck me harder, faster as I come all over his beautiful big dick, my hand pulling him into me as my orgasm makes me swear and yell and grunt and even squeal, my breath becoming ragged.







 Barely able to hold his own orgasm in, my orgasm and dirty begging coupled with my pussy's squeezing of his dick as I shake in ectasy sends Jake over the edge and he drops onto me, his arms going under me and grabbing my ass, his head burying into the pillow and I feel his weight on me as he begins to thrust wildly, his cock exploding deep inside my pussy again and again, his pelvis slamming into mine as he loses all control to his orgasm, his balls emptying their potent load inside me, his muffled grunts almost sounding like a wounded beast as he finishes filling me with his come, his cock pummeling into my aching sex.







 He lays there, on top of me, his masculine weight bearing down on me as he takes in deep breaths. My hands trail up and down his back and firm ass. I can feel his spent manhood starting to soften inside me, but still filling me up, his hot load dribbling out of my throbbing pussy and running down into my ass crack. Kissing his shoulder and moaning softly I enjoy him on me, his hands still clasped firmly on my cheeks.







 His sex was very basic, but he has so much potential I think to myself and I realise I have every intention of making this a regular thing. I thought I might feel bad for my actions once I'd had an orgasm and the fog of lust had lifted from my mind and rational thought returned, but even now, with as clear a head as I'll ever have I still don't feel any regret. His cock and his body are too good to not use if the possibility to do so is there.







 Getting up on his arms, his cock still inside me, Jake looks down and me and simply states "Wow." I squeeze his bum in answer.







 Slowly sliding his cock out of me, I feel a torrent of his come ooze out of my slit as he lies down next to me on his side. He drapes an arm around me and idly plays with a boob while he looks at my body.







 My hand on his, I ask him if he's feeling relieved and he nods his head.







 "And do you think you might want to do this again?" I ask him, "Obviously, this will be our little secret."







 "I think I'd really like that, yeah." He answers, leaning in to kiss my face. I turn my head to him and we kiss for a while, but not urgently, our post-orgasm kisses being more slow and sensual while we enjoy each other's mouths. After a minute Jake lies back on his pillow and smiles, his strong chest moving to his breathing. I can only imagine he's enjoying the feeling of freshly juiced balls, that nice post sex glow inside him.







 "How about that breakfast, want some now?" I ask, getting up from the bed.







 "Mmm, sure Jemma. " He answers through closed eyes.







 Smiling to myself, I make my way to the kitchen. Jake and his massive cock are going to be lots of fun, and I'm excited and looking forward to training him into the perfect fuck. I reason with myself that I'll actually be doing Shelly a favour, turning her well hung but basic lover into a machine made for making women come. I already know that I'm not doing it for her and that it's all about satisfying the need that seeing his member awoke in me today, but as I Mother, there are some things I have to tell myself.















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







Did you enjoy this story? Hungry for more older women having their way with younger men? Then check out these other erotic stories, sure to scratch your older woman younger man itch!








Girlfriend’s Mom The MILF Masseuse









Taken From Behind By My Daughter’s Boyfriend









BBW Cougar Gets Her Viking









Horny Teacher Is My First Time








Or check out my author page to see my other titles (growing in size every week!)








Leo Michaels
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