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If you were to ask, I’d tell you that I volunteer to be a parent driver because I want to help out. The truth was that I’d take any excuse to be close to Jason. On this day in particular, the usual group of parent drivers stood in the parking lot watching the gaggle of kids wander off with their teachers. However, my eyes kept drifting to the man, and his perfectly fitted t-shirt leaning against his dented and dirty four-by-four.

Jason stands at least six feet tall, with dark hair, a chiseled jaw, broad shoulders, and biceps that strain against his sleeves. Every woman drooled over the school's most eligible bachelor. Countless moms and even teachers shamelessly flirted with the man, but no one was able to get him into their bed. 

I tried to keep my conversations casual and not overtly flirty. He’d lament to me how he hated the attention the women gave him and how the obvious sexual advances made him uncomfortable. While most of them got a short exchange of pleasantries, Jason would seek me out partially to get away from the others, but also, he seemed genuinely interested in talking to me. I see the sideways glances that the other moms give me as we spoke, and I’d be lying if I said I didn’t get a lot of satisfaction from being his chosen one. 

Talking with him is great, but what I want is for him to ravish my body. Several times a week, I furiously finger myself, imagining his cock pistoning in and out of my drenched sex.

Jason looks over at me, his eyes scan my body before resting on my eyes. I always give him something to look at, and today is no exception. My white t-shirt is low-cut and at least one size too small. The fabric straining against my small but perky breasts, hugging my athletic hourglass figure with my tight yoga pants accentuating the rest of my curves.

He smiles, making his way over to me, sending a surge of nervousness through my chest. 

“Fourth field trip this year.” He says, openly noticing my nipples pushing through the thin fabric. 

“Yeah, and we still have four more to go, hopefully you don’t get sick of seeing me.” I say with a wink, trying to pretend I don’t notice his open admiration of my body, “What are your plans for the next three hours?”

“Nothing actually, I’ll probably head home and do some chores around the house.”

“That’s not very exciting. You should come over for a cup of coffee.” The words left my mouth before I could stop them.

Jason’s eyes lit up. His eyes wander back down to my nipples, which are pushing harder against the fabric. 

“Are you suggesting that coffee is exciting?” He replies with a mischievous grin.

“Coffee can be as exciting as we let it be.” I say, wondering where this sudden boldness came from. 

“I’d like that. Why don’t I ride with you, that is, if you don’t mind giving me a ride back?” 

The thought of the man sitting in my passenger seat floods my pussy. I want to give him the ride of his life; I only hope that I am not misreading the situation.

“I’d love to give you a ride.” I said, feeling my cheeks flush. 

We pulled out of the parking lot, starting the ten-minute drive to my house. Jason’s presence fills me with a lust I’ve not felt for longer than I care to admit. He glances over at me, sweeping his eyes over my body again. Having a man next to me openly admiring my body is stiffening my nipples even more, moistening my pussy.

“You look great, by the way. I hope that’s not weird for me to say.”

“Not at all, I appreciate the compliment. I would say the same for you, but I’m guessing you hear that all too often.” I reply.

He chuckles. 

“Yeah, I guess more than a few women are trying to get in my pants. What drives me nuts is the married ones, as if that's the kind of guy I am.” He said, “I haven’t dated since the divorce. How's your dating life?

“Non-existent. I spent a lot of time working on myself, but I’m thinking about getting out there, but I don’t want to get bogged down in another relationship.” I say, “I’m also not looking for any random hookups either.”

“Yeah, I hear that, I want someone that I can be close with, have fun with, but still be an independent person. I definitely don't want another wife.” Jason says.

“You’ve been single for several years; you haven't been with anyone?”

He smirks. 

“Yeah, there were a couple of women, but they were young ones I met at the gym, and I’ve discovered that twenty-year-olds are not experienced enough. I want a woman my own age who understands what she wants and how to please a man.” Jason said, “What is it you’re looking for in your love life?”

“Truthfully?”

“Of course.”

“I want a man to take me, use me, and leave me whimpering in a puddle afterwards.” I said, “Those men are hard to find.”

The conversation sends electric shocks between my legs. We’d never had any conversations that drifted into such salacious territory, and my desire to feel that man inside me was clouding my mind.

“They definitely are, especially these days. We are all worried about being ‘that guy’ if you know what I mean.” Jason responds.

“Well, hopefully I can find a man who will take charge.”

As I pulled into the driveway, the conversation went silent, leaving me to wonder if my legs would work as we exited the car. I lead Jason to the front door, open it, and step inside. 

I hear the door click behind me as I drop my keys on the hall table. 

Hands grab my waist, pulling me roughly into his body. I squeal in surprise, a surge of excitement sending a tingle throughout my body. Hot breath caresses my earlobe, sending my arousal into overdrive.

“You want a man to take you right?” He growls in my ear, “You want to be used and left in a puddle like the dirty girl I know you are? I see the way you undress me with your eyes. Do you want me to show you what I want to do to you?

Every inch of me aches for him; the boldness and the rough way he pulled me into his body flood my pussy. The grip on my waist is firm and in control. He holds me like I was his to do with as he pleases, and every fibre of my being submits to him.

“Yes.” I say weakly 

“I’ve wanted to fuck you since the first moment I saw you. I pump my cock every night thinking of you.” He whispers in my ear, running his tongue around the outside of my earlobe. 

I melt into him, letting my body relax on his chest. I lay my head back on his shoulder, losing myself in the feeling of his hands roaming up to cup my breasts. It had been so long, the feeling of those big, rough hands massaging my tits threatens to send me over the edge. I need him inside me, filling me. 

“Oh fuck, I'm yours.” I moan. 

“Get on your knees and suck my cock.” He orders with a forcefulness that makes me gasp. 

I comply immediately, dropping to my knees on the cold tile floor. The bulge in his jeans is obvious. My hands tremble as I unbuckle and unzip his pants. I slide them down until his thick cock sprang free. It was at least seven inches long and so thick that I fear I won't be able to fit it in my mouth. Taking it in my hand, I lick the shaft from his smooth balls all the way to the head, pausing to kiss the tip with a soft, submissive kiss.

“You taste good, baby.” I coo, “Tell me what you want; I’m yours.”

“No talking, I want to fill your mouth with cum.”

His hands find my hair, grabbing fistfuls, pulling me into his crotch. Jason’s hard member slides into my mouth; the grip on my hair arousing me beyond anything I'd ever experienced. My head bobs, coating the shaft in my saliva, making sure to give his head attention with my tongue. Every time I swirl it around his sensitive head, his grip tightens, the pain of my hair being pulled tight soaking my panties. 

I look up at him; his eyes exude pure lust; he wants me, all of me. I maintain eye contact, giving him the sluttiest look I can muster. 

“Fuck that’s good, baby, suck my cock good for me, you're such a good cock sucker.” Jason groans.

The praise has me sucking harder, licking longer, and readying my throat for the torrent of cum that his engorged member is about to unleash. My mouth could barely contain his thick cock. Every time it slides in and out of my mouth, I long to feel it stretch my neglected entrance. I reach down, slipping my hand into my pants to coat my fingers with my slick juices. I finger myself, moaning around his swollen head, lapping up his precum.

“Don’t you dare make yourself cum yet.” Jason grunts, “Bring those fingers up here.”

Lifting my glistening fingers to his mouth, I feel him suck them clean. The grip on my hair tightens, pulling my face towards him, forcing his dick further into my mouth. With a guttural groan, his cock erupts. 

I swallow his hot seed, milking every drop from his throbbing dick. 

Hands lift me from my knees, pushing me against the wall. Jason kisses me hard, exploring my mouth with his tongue. Both hands slide down my body, hooking thumbs into the waistband of my pants, sliding them down to my ankles, his mouth following. 

A tongue finds my clit, lips wrapping around the sensitive bud, sucking hard. 

“Oh fuck, baby. Eat my pussy. I need to cum so bad.” I hiss. 

Fingers lift my shirt, pinching my nipples hard. 

“Yes, that’s it, use
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