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Tasting the Pool Boy (Milf's Pleasures)

The dildo I'd ordered was a lot bigger than I expected.

It had arrived at my house in a plain, discreet box, just like the website promised, and I'd been excited to try it out until now, after I opened the box to look at it for the first time.

It was shiny, purple, and monstrous. Long as my forearm and thick as my wrist, it was easily bigger than my ex-husband's equipment.

As I stared at it on the kitchen table, wondering how I'd be able to fit it inside me when I'd only ever experienced sex with one modestly-sized man, the doorbell rang, and I almost screamed.

The pool boy. I almost forgot he was coming. That was another thing that changed after the divorce. Since my good-for-nothing ex had moved out to be with his ditzy, younger mistress, I had to hire somebody to look after the pool.

Hastily, I shoved the box and the dildo in a random drawer. After regaining my composure, I went to answer the door.

"Hi—" I began, pasting on my signature hostess smile. But the smile shortly faded.

The sight standing on my doorstep took my breath away.

"Hi, Ms. Campbell," he said, blue eyes sparkling in the sun.

My gaze flicked up and down his body. Then, I caught myself staring and shook myself. "Call me Kate," I sputtered awkwardly.

"I'm Tim," he said, reaching forward for my hand. "Nice to meet you."

At the exact moment his long fingers closed over mine, my eyes skimmed over the contours of his pecs under his thin white tee shirt, and I had to suppress a shiver.

I released his hand and fiddled nervously with my ponytail. "Um...come on in," I said with a nervous laugh.

I led Tim into the kitchen, which was dildo-free, thank god. From there he went to the back door on his own, hefting his bucket of supplies.

He whistled when he saw my pool, which was a strong shade of pond scum green. "How long has it been since it's been cleaned?"

How long did the divorce proceedings take? I thought to myself.

"A few months," I said. When his astonished eyes turned to meet mine, I glanced away, face burning.

Get yourself together! I told myself.

Tim laughed. "Well, I guess I better get started then."

I left him to get to work and scurried inside. Then, I ripped my phone off of the charging cord I'd plugged into the kitchen counter and called my sister.

"Kate?" Fiona answered.

"Fiona. You'll never guess what just arrived at my house."

My eyes were fixed several feet ahead, where I could see Tim skimming the pool through the bay window. He had long, tan forearms with muscles that bulged as he pushed and pulled on the pole.

"Your brand new dildo," Fiona said.

"What?" I blushed immediately. "I mean, yeah, that too. But the pool boy just got here, and—"

"Is he hot?" Fiona said.

"Oh, yeah."

From my vantage point, I described Tim's tall, athletic form, his tan skin, and the blonde hair that was clipped close to his head. He looked like he was in his early twenties, barely old enough to drink. His eyes were blue as crystal, and his smile was slightly asymmetrical in a sexy, makes-your-stomach-clench kind of way.

"I'm coming over," Fiona said.

Suddenly, a fiercely protective urge rose up inside of me. "No!" I said abruptly.

"Why not?" Fiona pressed.

I closed my eyes and exhaled quietly through my nose. Typical Fiona. She'd always been like this. Ever since we were little, if I was ever given a special treat or present, she had to have it too. I could never enjoy anything on my own.

"He's almost done. He's about to leave," I lied. "Just come next time."

"Okay, sure. But send me a pic."

We said our goodbyes and hung up. Then, as Tim's back was turned, I pointed my camera at the window and snapped a quick picture. When I sent it to Fiona, she immediately replied:

Hot!!!

I plugged my phone back into the charger and smiled to myself.

A little over an hour later, Tim knocked on the back door and came inside. His face was dripping with sweat, and he paused to pull up the bottom of his shirt to dab himself off.

My knees nearly buckled when I caught a glimpse of his flat washboard stomach. It was just as tan as the rest of him, with a narrow trail of hair connecting his navel with whatever he had going on under his shorts.

After his face was dried off, he dropped his shirt back down. The newly-dampened fabric clung to his body like a second skin, and I could see the shape of his abs every time he drew a breath.

It made my heart race.

"So I cleaned your pool as best I could today, but it still needs a lot of work. I put some chemicals in there as a start. I'll need to come back tomorrow to check the process," he said.

"That works for me," I said, trying not to appear too eager. I had to hide my grin behind the refrigerator door. "Do you want something before you go? Water? Soda?"

"Soda would be great, actually."

I handed him one of the cold cans out of the fridge and watched him pop it open. He tilted his head back as he drank, giving me a clear view of his Adam's apple, which bobbed with each swig. It was somehow erotic and intimate to be able to see that part of his body.

"Thank you, Kate. See you tomorrow," he said with a sexy smile.

"Yeah, see you," I said faintly.

I showed him back to the front door and gave him one final wave as he left. Then, I slammed the door shut and pressed my back against it, trying to catch my breath.

Damn. How long had it been since I'd had a young, attractive man in my house? It had to have been years. In fact, I probably hadn't had any men in this house at all since my ex-husband left.

That was a pretty depressing thought.

My pulse was still elevated from my encounter with Tim. I felt like I was a little high, with my blood trilling through my veins and my head still buzzing from his kind, warm smile. I had so much pent-up sexual energy inside...and now I finally had a way to get rid of it.

With an image of Tim firmly planted in my mind, I returned to the kitchen, opened a drawer, and retrieved the dildo.

* * *
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After everything that had happened during the day, I took a nice, long shower and climbed into bed. My first instinct was to reach for my book, but Tim had been on my mind all day, and...well, I needed more than a book to relieve this tension I was feeling.

I pulled open my nightstand drawer and stared at my dildo once again.

I could break it in tonight, I thought, my tongue clenched between my teeth. Yet there was still a huge part of me that was holding me back from truly expressing myself.

My ex-husband, the first and only man I'd ever been with, had been a sexually repressed man, and he pressured me to stifle my own sexual urges and desires just like he did. Of course, because life had to be unfair every once in a while, I'd learned that he repressed his urges with me because he was getting his kicks in with the secretary.

"That's it," I muttered out loud. Tonight, I'm finally getting what I want.

And what I wanted was Tim.

I snatched the dildo from my drawer and turned off the lights. Then, I slid off my pajama bottoms and panties, and I drew the long, silicone toy down between my legs.

Even though it was dark, I still closed my eyes. My mind instantly transported me back to earlier this afternoon, when Tim showed up on my doorstep.

Call me Kate.

I imagined Tim whispering my name to me now. If I concentrated, I could almost make myself feel his slow breath against my ear, his strong but gentle hands caressing my body.

I rubbed the tip of the dildo against my clit and moaned. In the darkness, it felt just like a real cock gliding through my slick folds.

I bit my lip. "Mmm, Tim..."

My hips bucked under the sheets. My clit was swollen and hard, and my pussy was gushing wetness. In fact, it was the wettest I'd been for a while.

My mind was reimagining Tim's broad shoulders and long torso. My breath hitched as I recalled the flash of his abs as he lifted his shirt.

Shivering, I moved the dildo into position, pointed right at my dripping entrance. My fingers flexed around the springy, silicone shaft.

This is Tim's cock, I told myself. Tim's cock is so hard for me...

With that thought in my head, I finally shoved the dildo into my hot cunt.

I was full immediately, pulled taut around the toy. I pushed it inside another inch and shuddered as the ridges glided across my slick walls, stimulating me from inside. Breathing deeply, I settled back down into my pillows and held the dildo in place with my index and middle finger.

Now that the cock was inside me, I finally began fucking myself.

"Oh," I gasped.

Already, the difference between this cock and my ex-husband's was clear. It was much firmer, much longer, and reached deep into all the parts of me that went ignored when I was still married.

It felt better than I expected. It felt so good, my nipples suddenly hardened under my soft tee shirt. As I pumped the dildo in and out, I drew my other hand down to finger my clit.

A shockwave of pleasure tore through my body. Immediately, my mind fixated on the memory of Tim's mouth, the shape of his lips as he tongued his words...

I moaned louder than I intended, but I didn't care. I kept plunging the dildo and rubbing my clit, my body twisting with pleasure. I forced my mind to keep thinking of Tim, pretending that it was his narrow hips driving this cock into me, over and over, and not my own hand.
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