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Chapter One



[image: ]


I never thought I would ever go to bed with a woman more than twice my age, but when my best friend’s mom showed up at my door one afternoon that soon changed. I’d fancied Jane’s mom ever since she’d introduced me to her a couple of years back. Since that day, whenever I’d been in her company, I hadn’t been able to stop myself from stealing quick glances at her toned and well-defined body hidden beneath the tight T-shirts and jeans that she wore. Despite my best friend’s mom, Ava, being super rich and owning her own fleet of car showrooms, she’d started out as a mechanic and in her spare time, she still enjoyed getting under the hood and tinkering with the collection of priceless vintage cars that she kept in the garage.

I loved looking at her dirty hands, and the way her T-shirts and oil-stained jeans stretched tight across her large tits and firm ass as she stepped out of her workshop and into the kitchen where me and Jane would often be sitting sipping iced tea. To look at Ava as she washed the grime and engine oil from her hands, you would never have known that she was a self-made millionairess. She didn’t boast about it or act like a snob. What she did do was make my heart race and pussy throb with need every time I was in her company. But I couldn’t make a move on my best friend’s mom, even though she’d been divorced for several years. Jane would never forgive me. But in my head, I had started to tell myself that if me and Ava did fuck each other then we could keep it a secret—Jane would never need to know.

But what had I been thinking? She was a mature woman, someone who didn’t need to fuck an inexperienced twenty-year-old like me to prove herself. She could have any woman—a woman closer to her own age to match her experience and wealth. Why would she have been interested in a virgin like me, who made minimum wage at the local diner, I would ask myself over and over again. But I had been saving myself for a special someone—an older woman—and despite her being my best friend’s mom and off-limits to me, I was certain that I had found that woman.

Ava had never wasted the opportunity of flirting with me every time Jane was out of the room, making my knees feel weak whenever she stared at me with her dark smouldering eyes. I loved the way she kept herself in good shape even though she was in her mid-forties, and her dark hair, always slightly messy-looking, and her beautiful face with her glowing skin. 

So, one day as Jane got up from the kitchen table and headed to the bathroom, I sat and drooled over her mom once more as she stood by the sink washing engine oil from her hands.

Before I had the chance to stop myself, I had blurted out, “I have a leaky pipe.”

With a curious smile spread across her beautiful face, Ava turned to me and with a cocked eyebrow, she said, “I’m sorry? What did you say, Melinda?”

With my cheeks flushed red and wishing I’d kept my mouth shut, I said, “What I meant to say was that I have a leaky pipe in my kitchen - under the sink - drip, drip, drip - it drives me mad.” 

“It probably needs tightening up - a little screw should fix it,” she said, wiping the last of the engine oil from her hands and setting the towel to one side. 

As she turned to face me, my eyes were irresistibly drawn to her large breasts straining underneath the fabric of her top. I took a large shuddering breath and whispered to myself, “Perhaps I need a big hard screw to fix me.”

“What was that?” Ava asked.

Taking my eyes from her gorgeous tits, I looked up to see her dark eyes fixed on me. Now my cheeks felt as if they were as red as stop lights. Seeing my embarrassment and how flushed I looked, Ava said, “I could come over and take a look if you like?”

“Really?” I almost squealed with excitement. Ava had never been to my apartment before—we had never been alone for any real amount of time apart from the few brief stolen moments when Jane left the room from time to time. The chance of having my best friend’s mom all to myself for once seemed like too good an opportunity to turn down. 

But before I’d had the chance to respond, Ava said, “I’ll be at yours for mid-day tomorrow.”
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Chapter Two
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I felt nervous but excited the following morning, pacing back and forth, nearly wearing my carpet out as I waited for her to arrive at my apartment. I couldn’t quite believe that Ava was coming to my place, that older, sexy woman—my best friend’s mom—who I had been secretly fantasizing about for the last couple of years. As I looked at the clock as it struck twelve, the doorbell buzzed and I raced to the front door. I threw it open and with a beaming smile stretched bight across my face I looked at her standing in my doorway at last. I hadn’t wanted to look like a complete slut, but I had wanted to look sexy, so earlier that morning I’d dressed in a short denim skirt, which clung to my hips and round ass and a tank top wrapped tight around my generous breasts.

I stared up at my best friend’s mom as her curvy frame filled out the doorway. As her dark eyes drifted over my scantily covered curves, we both knew what was going to happen—the real reason she had come to my apartment that sunny afternoon, and I already felt my pussy throbbing and clit aching for her experienced touch. 

“Wow, you look good enough to eat,” she said, her eyes traveling the length of me, drinking in my bulging breasts as she kicked the door closed behind her with the heel of her boot.

This was
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