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I was one of those stereotypical housewives who was completely floored when my jerk of an ex-husband ran off with his secretary.  Overnight, I was left with two high school aged kids and a mortgage.  I had worked years before but had finally quit because daycare was eating through my entire salary and it just was not worth it anymore.

So I had been a stay-at-home mom and wife for about ten years when he decided to trade me in on a younger model.  I went through the entire roller coaster of emotions, sometimes in one night.  I tried to stay strong in front of the kids, though, and they were so busy with their high school lives that it did not really seem to affect them drastically.

I went back to work and landed a pretty good gig that paid nicely.  We moved into a smaller house still in the same school district, and everything seemed to be moving smoothly.  I found a nice support group of other divorced moms and we got together on a regular basis.

They were a hoot, some of them had sworn off men completely, and others were sleeping with anyone who came along.  I respected both sides of the fence, but by default ended up being one of the ones who never dated.  It was not intentional, it just was not a priority.  I joined a gym to get back in shape, and within a few months, I no longer felt like the clumsy old lady.

A couple of the other moms were pushing me hard to date, but I just found one excuse after another.  It is not like I was missing a whole lot; the ex and I had not really had an active sex life in years so I had long ago written off that part of my life.

One afternoon I completely freaked out my daughter, though.  At the encouragement of one of my friends, I was checking out some online dating websites.  I did not realize she was still awake, and she wandered into the kitchen when I had one of them up.  She completely freaked out, telling me how gross that was and it was weird to have her mom dating.  I shut down the windows and laughed, trying to play it off like I was just messing around.

But the truth of the matter was – the longer I looked at those websites, the more I wanted to play that game again.  I was lonely.

Sure, I had the kids and my friends, but I wanted someone for me.  With hard work and a healthy diet, I had lost almost all of the weight I had put on as a housewife, and I guess I looked pretty good.  I mean, I was still my age, but I think I looked okay for my age.

At our next divorcee's meeting, I finally broached the topic.

“So, I’ve been thinking about getting back on the horse,” I tried to be casual about it.

Suzanne chuckled, “If you find a horse, you have to share him!”

I rolled my eyes and swatted her arm, “That’s not what I meant.”

“Well, why not?  If you’re looking for fun, horses are so much more fun than chipmunks.”

And let’s just say the conversation went downhill from there.  It only got worse as we opened more bottles of wine, and by the end of the evening, I think that same daughter might have disowned me.

Luckily the next day was Saturday, and after I dropped my daughter off for swim team practice and my son off at band practice, I had the rest of the day to myself.  Their father was picking them up and taking them for the rest of the weekend, and I was looking forward to my time alone.

I took my fancy new tablet to a local diner and settled in for a nice morning of coffee and pancakes and online searching.

Firstly, I signed myself up for one of the dating sites but immediately logged off.  I half-assed the profile form and picked a picture that I was not really excited about.  I was certain that my friends would re-do the profile as soon as they found out.  I was not ready to fully commit to the idea, so I was going to start the process passively.  The last thing I really wanted was someone to step into the role of father and husband, just as my kids and I were settling into our new routines.

The second chore I had to get done was finding a lawn care service.  It was probably not money I needed to spend, but I just did not seem to have the time or the motivation to take care of it.  I found a site that offered good rates and flexible timing.  It apparently hired college guys who were looking for extra cash.  I did not really care who mowed my lawn so I signed up for weekly service.  The email confirmation said that someone would be coming by that afternoon for a consultation which I was fine with.

I stopped at the grocery store for wine and nibbles since a couple of my friends were spending Saturday evening at my house for a movie night.  I got home just in time to put the food away and run a brush through my hair.

The doorbell rang and when I opened it, my poor heart skipped a beat.  I was not prepared for the tan and muscular young man who was grinning on my front porch.  He was tall and blonde with biceps that bulged and twitched every time he moved.  He was wearing a tight white tank top and loose khaki cargos and looked like the all-American poster boy.  His eyes sparked when he saw me, and I swear he looked me up and down with a cocky smirk.  And despite the fact that he was closer to my kids’ ages than he was mine, my tummy shivered with feelings that I had long forgotten.
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I moved out of the way to usher him into the living room, and his musky cologne tickled my nose as he passed by me.

“I’m Cory,” he introduced himself with a wink.

“I’m Alisia,” I replied.

“Nice to meet you.  I hear you are in need of some service?”

I guess my eyebrows flew up at his innuendo because he started chuckling nervously.

“I mean, well, what I meant was, lawn service.  Mow your yard.”

I laughed and patted him on his bulging bicep.  I could not stop myself from squeezing it lightly.

“You work out,” I smiled.

“Yeah, landscaping helps me stay in shape,” his tanned cheeks flushed slightly pink.

“I can see that,” I was almost embarrassed by my forthrightness, but at that point, I had nothing to lose, and he was damn sexy.

I escorted him through the house, and we walked around the yard including the small pool.  He quoted me a very reasonable price and said that they could make it work weekly.  I was excited not to have to mow again, and I signed his contract that afternoon.

After he left, I phoned Suzanne, giggling like crazy.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” she laughed.

“You should see my new yard boy!” I cackled.

“Oooo, did you find yourself that horse?”

“I don’t know yet, but give me some time.”

The next day turned out to be his first visit, and I gave Suzanne a call as soon as he showed up.  She swooned when she saw him, and we both nearly dropped our wine coolers when he stripped off his tank top to start mowing.

His biceps did indeed bulge while he worked, and his so did his back muscles.  His abs were almost perfectly cut, and the deep V of his torso just peeked out over the waistband of his low-slung shorts.  His skin was smooth and deeply tanned, with just a smattering of chest hair.  The dark sunglasses and blonde hair just perfected the image.  As he sweated in the sun, his skin started to glisten, and Suzanne kept poking my ribs with the point of her elbow.

“Damn girl, you have got to sign me up with this service,” she whispered as she popped another wine cooler.

“You live in an apartment,” I reminded her with a giggle.

“So?  They can service something at my place…”

Our uproarious laughing caught his attention, and he shut the motor off.

“You ladies okay?”

I waved my fingers at him, and he returned to his work.

“I’m coming over every Sunday,” Suzanne threatened.

He finally finished working, and we pouted when he left.

The next week, Suzanne was running late, but Cory showed up right on time.

“Ma’am,” he greeted me with a cocky grin.

“Please don’t ma’am me, that makes me feel like my mother,” I ran my fingers down his arm.

Suddenly, as he started to pull his tools out of the pickup truck, the skies opened up, and it started pouring.  He grabbed a backpack, slammed the door closed, and we made a break for the house.  We were both dripping wet and laughing as I closed the front door.

“Now what?” he looked around expectantly.

“I can get some towels for us to dry off.  And you can borrow some clothes; I think I have some that will fit.”

I tiptoed delicately over the carpet so as not to leave too much water behind, and returned with two towels plus a tee shirt and some running shorts for him.  He stood there for a long moment until I realized he wanted to change.  I turned around and heard the rustling of clothing.

“Ok, we’re good,” he finally said.

I turned around, and my eyes widened when I saw how snug the tee shirt was and how short the shorts were.

“A little revealing, hmm?” I giggled.

“A little,” he laughed.

“So now what?” I did not want him to leave.

“Maybe I can hang out and do some homework or something, see if this lets up.”

“Sure thing, you can use the kitchen table.”

Once he got all set up, I tossed our wet clothing in the dryer, made us some sandwiches, and sat down next to him at the table.

“What are you working on?”

“Statistics,” he groaned.

“Maybe I can help, I’m an accountant.”

I leaned over to see his papers, and my breast brushed his forearm.  I felt him tense, but he did not pull away.  As I leaned further over, both of my generous breasts were now pressed against his bicep and forearm.  I was trying my best to focus on the papers he had spread out in front of him, but my eyes kept drifting downwards to the twitching in his shorts.

He started shifting in his chair but obviously could not adjust himself with me leaning over him.  I turned slightly towards him so that not only was I pressed against him, but now he had a great view down the front of my tight tank top.  It felt like my tits were going to pop right out of their shirt and I watched as the twitching in his shorts became swelling.

“Cody?  Are you okay?” I let my fingernails tickle his arm.

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” he stuttered, trying to look anywhere but my tits.

“I don’t know about that, you seem a little tense to me,” my fingernails still tickled his arm.

“Maybe,” he admitted.

“Do you need some help relaxing?”

He looked me square in the eyes for a long moment, and then leaned in and kissed me hard.  His hand slid up to grip my breast firmly, and I let my tickling fingers wander down to his inner thigh.  As they crept up higher towards the hem of the shorts, he squirmed more in the chair.  He broke the kiss, gasping for air.

“Alisia?” he looked just a little nervous.

The borrowed shorts were already tenting noticeably, and when my fingertips grazed the roundness of his balls, he gasped.

“Did you want me to stop?” I asked him softly as I rolled them lightly in my fingertips.

“Hell no,” he grinned.
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With my heart pounding, I slipped my fingertips into the hem of the running shorts and discovered that he had shed his wet underwear too.  The thin nylon running shorts were stretched tightly over his balls and clinging to his swelling cock.  Now he was squirming intensely as I found his heavy balls with my nails.  I scratched and tickled them lightly until the poor boy was gasping for air and clutching at the edge of the kitchen table.

Still teasing him delicately, I leaned over until I could graze his stubbled jawline with my lips.  I kissed my way back to his ear and let my tongue trace the outer curve lightly.  I had no idea what I was doing, but I thought I would feel a whole lot better about it if the poor guy was beside himself with lust.

“Touch it,” he gasped, his body taut with need.

I giggled, “Touch what sweetie?”

“My dick, touch my dick,” he pleaded.

I forgot that men usually cannot stand to have their balls touched without somehow stroking their cock at the same time.  I rolled the spheres a few more times until his hips started thrusting at my hand.  When I closed my fingers around his throbbing shaft, he groaned loudly, and I could see him relax, just from my touch on his cock.

My fingers moved loosely up and down, stroking him frustratingly slow.  The young man was thrusting wildly into my hand, but I never tightened my grip to give him any satisfaction.  The hem of the shorts was cutting into my wrist as I stroked and I decided it was time to bite the bullet, so to speak.  I released his swollen cock and winked at him mischievously.

“Aw, c’mon,” the poor guy moaned.

His young tanned face lit up brightly when I dropped to the floor between his spread thighs.

“Oh, ok!”

I laughed, “You sure?  I can stop if you’d prefer…”

“Hell, no!”

He wriggled out of the running shorts and his thick cock sprung into view, as eager for attention as he was.  He seemed to be already fully hard, and glistening drops of pre-cum were sliding down his shaft.  I ran my tongue through the salty drops, and he groaned again.

Just then, I heard my front door open and sharp stiletto heels on my hardwood floors.  We both froze in place, him with his shorts on the floor and me kneeling in front of his cock.

“Hi!  Do you remember me?  I‘m Suzanne, Alisia’s friend.”

“H-H-Hi,” Cory stuttered nervously.

“Is she around?”

“Um, yeah, somewhere,” he was stalling until I gave him a sign.

I heard the chair legs scrape against the hard wood and then I saw Suzanne’s legs and heels appear under the table.

“Maybe I’ll just wait for her here.  Whatcha working on?”

“St-St-statistics,” I heard the papers shuffling over my head.

“Well, that sounds dull,” her voice rang with laughter.

“It is,” he admitted, slightly distracted by what I’m sure was an eyeful of her big tits.

“You know, a young man like you should be out with your girlfriend instead of doing homework or mowing lawns.”

She was rambling, and I could not figure out her end game.

“Yeah, maybe,” he did not sound convincing.

“C’mon, a nice little college girl to play with?  I’m sure you could have any number of cheerleaders in their little skirts.”

When she mentioned cheerleaders, I saw his cock twitch, and I had to stifle a giggle.  He shifted slightly in the chair and Suzanne nailed him on it.

“Oh really?  You like cheerleaders?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” he was still very confused and probably very aware of his precarious situation.

“Those tight sweaters and short skirts?”

His cock bobbed again.

“Most of them seem to have nice figures.  You know, I used to be a cheerleader myself,” Suzanne giggled.

More bobbing and twitching.

“And the football players loved me in high school.  I was always up for almost anything.”

Bob and twitch.

“You know,” she whispered conspiratorially, “several times I almost got caught blowing the quarterback in the locker room.”

That time his balls tightened up.

“Oh, they loved it, the thrill of maybe getting caught while I sucked their cocks.”

I was a little surprised at her forthrightness, but Cory really seemed to enjoy it.

“R-Really?” his voice was hoarse with frustration.

“Oh yes, they always came hard.  Well, eventually.”

“What do you mean?”

“I was a huge tease too.  Tickling and teasing and tormenting before finally letting them cum.”

The bobbing and twitching was more than I could handle.  I wanted to play too.  He jumped when my hand closed around his shaft.  I guess he was caught up in her cleavage and her story and had nearly forgotten I was right there.

“Teasing?” he sounded so anxious.

“Oh yeah, using my hands in a light grip, moving them slowly up and down.”

I followed her description to the letter, gently encircling his cock with my fingers and sliding them very slowly up and down his shaft.  His hips shifted and squirmed in the chair.

“You seem to like that idea,” I could almost hear the smile in her voice.

I guess he nodded his agreement because she continued her graphic description.

“Most of them liked to have their balls played with too, you know, tickling and such.”

My fingertips returned to tickle the heavy pair that rested in front of me.  His thighs were tense as my hands played with all of him.

“You were mean,” it was almost a moan.

She laughed, “Probably, but they never regretted it by the end.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because once I got them good and warmed up with the tickling, they would buck so hard as I lowered my mouth around the head of their little cock.”

With my hands still playing, I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and sucked firmly.  Poor Cory gasped loudly and then tried to cover it with a fake coughing spell.

“You okay there big guy?” Suzanne was faking sympathy, “Maybe I should stop talking about this.”

“No!  I mean, no, it’s okay,” he sounded needy.

“Oh, if you say so.  Where was I?  Oh yes, hands still playing with my mouth around the head of their cock.  And tongue, you have to use your tongue you know.”

I flicked the tip of mine against that sensitive spot just below the head and saw his thighs twitch with self-control.

“Oh Cory, you would not believe how you can make a football player beg with a little teasing,” she chuckled.

“You think that’s a little teasing?” he was surprised and a little nervous.

“Well, some could handle more than others.  Some of them would shoot off at the first touch, but I never went back to them.  I liked the ones that could hold on.”

I kept sucking the head of his cock, letting my mouth take more of him with each stroke until my hand, and my mouth had completely engulfed him in a hot tight slippery tunnel.  My other hand held his balls firmly away from his body, staving off the inevitable explosion.

“I mean,” Suzanne continued, “sometimes I would get them riiiiight there and then stop altogether.”

I followed my instructions again, releasing his balls so they could tighten up against his body and then stroking him fast and firm.  His ass tightened and lifted off the chair and just as I felt that last swelling in the head, I released everything.

He fell back to the chair, and I heard a stifled groan in his throat.

“Cory?  I don’t know if I should continue.  You seem so tense,” Suzanne was acting coy, as though she had no idea that this talk would turn on a college boy.

“N-No, I’m fine,” he stuttered, gripping the sides of the chair tightly as his balls relaxed away from his body.

When I blew cool air across his wet cock, his hips thrust forward, and he wrapped his own hand around his shaft.  I pulled it away firmly and gave him a firm tap on his balls.  He jumped and went back to gripping the chair.

“If you’re sure…  Where was I?  I’m distracting myself,” she laughed.

“St-st-stopping, I think.”

“Oh, yes, stopping when they were right on the edge.  Did you know that you can get a guy right at that moment and then hold him there?  You really can, I promise.  You get him right at that point and then change your stroke.  You only pull outward on his cock, not down.  It’s the down stroke that sends him around the bend.”

I stared at the hard cock in front of me, mesmerized by what she described.  I made fast work of getting Cory right back, stroking fast and sucking wetly until the head swelled again.  This time, when I released him, I tried what she described.  Using a hand over hand method, I pulled outward over and over.  His abs were rippling with concentration, and his thighs were tense with need.  But I just kept stroking outward over and over, as fast as I could manage.

“Cory?” Suzanne broke into my thoughts as I stared at his throbbing cock and tight balls.

He made some kind of grunt but could not formulate words.

“Did you know you could do that?  Tease a guy that badly?”

I heard a rustle so he must have shaken his head.

“You can.  If you keep doing it, he will nearly go mad.  It’s like pulling your dick out of the longest slipperiest pussy you can imagine.  Or at least, that’s what they’ve told me.  He would be on the edge of explosion for however long you hold him there, just a millimeter from cumming everywhere.  All it would take is one tight firm downward stroke…” her voice trailed off as though she was verbally holding him on that edge.

I was still stroking out, amazed that he had not smacked my hands away and just finished the job himself.  I could see his chest rising and falling rapidly as he struggled against the edge of orgasm.

“And then just when you think he can’t take anymore, you suck on his balls,” her laugh was wicked.

I enveloped his swollen balls in my mouth, running my tongue over the tight surface, playing with each one in turn while still slowly stroking outward.

“Then you stop for one long moment…”

I followed my instructions again, still unseen by Suzanne.

“And then, bam, suck him off right then and there before he can really recover.”

And I did.  I enveloped his throbbing hard cock with my warm wet mouth and wrapped my fingers around tightly.  Moving them outward together and then down just once.  And Cory unleashed his pent up frustration straight down my throat.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned deeply and quietly.

Jet after jet shot out of his cock as I stroked his shaft and kneaded his balls.  Finally, I saw his chest and abs collapse down, and I licked him clean.  His breathing was quiet but heavy as he tried to conceal his relief.

“Well sweetie, I should let you get back to your homework.  But maybe we can chat again some other time?”

I saw her legs get up from the chair and walk away.  When I heard the front door close, I slipped out from under the table to look at Cory.  His young tanned face was flushed as he was still panting for air.

“Ma’am?”

“What is it, Cory?” I casually strolled to the fridge to grab us something to drink.

“I don’t think I’ve cum that hard ever.”

I laughed, “So I still got it?”

“Oh fuck yeah.  Between the two of you, I’m surprised I didn’t fucking pass out.”

I popped the tops off the beers and set one down in front of him.

“So you’re not gonna quit the job over this?”

He shook his head in a violent no.

I took a long swig of my beer and looked at the sexy young college man who seemed to be sitting in awe of me.  It was an amazing feeling for this newly single mother of two high schoolers.
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We finished off a few beers together, and once the dryer went off, he put his own clothes back on and returned the tee shirt and running shorts with a grin.

“Same time next week?” He looked so eager for more play time.

I ran my hand down the front of his shorts with a gentle squeeze, “Maybe we can try something else next time.”

He nodded eagerly, “Anything you want.  Ma’am.”

About thirty minutes after he left, Suzanne showed back up.  This time, I could see what she was wearing, and I knew Cory had to have been going crazy.  Her pale pink tank top was painted on, and she obviously was not wearing a bra.  And Suzanne is generously endowed.

“Hey there,” I tried to act casual.

“Don’t ‘hey there’ me you little slut,” she giggled.

“Excuse me?”

“Oh come on!  I figured out pretty quick what was going on!”

“Really?  Oh my gawd…” my cheeks flushed hot with shame.

“Oh c’mon, that’s why I was saying all that.  To get him all riled up and to help you along.  I wish you could have seen his face, though.  He was so nervous that he was going to get caught.  But he was loving every minute of it too.”

I laughed, “Seriously?”

“Oh hell yeah, having me talk dirty to him while you sucked him off?  He was so turned on and terrified at the same time!”

I had to sit down I was laughing so hard, “I had no idea that you knew I was there.”

“Is he coming back?” Suzanne seemed very eager.

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Maybe next time we can switch,” she winked at me.

“I don’t know if I can talk like you were doing.”

“Hmmm, we’ll figure something out.  I don’t want to get all worked up each time with nothing to show for it.”

I chuckled, “It’s not like I actually got anything out of it, if you know what I mean.”

Suzanne winked at me, “Maybe next time we can make use of the pool out there.  Or I can convince him to eat me out on the table while you hide underneath.”

“Hey, I don’t always want to be hiding under the table!  And holy crap, who’s the slut now?”

She laughed, “This summer, we’ll give that boy a lifetime’s worth of fantasies and letters to the dirty magazines.”
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