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It had been six long moths since my
husband had walked out on me, leaving me with a house to deal with,
job to manage, bills to pay, and of all things, his teenage son to
look after!

And can you believe it, leaving me
pregnant!

Some guy huh?

Yes, my husband had had some kinda
breakdown it seemed, and was somewhere in this vast country of
ours, with his new and much younger girlfriend, with a promise that
he would be back for his son as soon as he had ‘worked a few things
out’. Well, I knew what that meant. He was having his mid-life
crisis alright, and was leaving me, no us, to pick up the
pieces.

Man I hated him right now!

And yet, it had drawn me and
Andrew, his eighteen year old college son’s best buddy, the one he
spent so much time with, much closer together. A shared empathy if
you will, knowing that the man who had gone would be back, but that
together we would get through life stronger than ever.

Of course, things weren’t all
easy. No not at all. And having dates with other guys just didn’t
feel right. Not when Andrew was in the house. But things
normalized, and with Andrew now having a girlfriend of his own I
felt that the time was right. I missed sex, that was for sure. I
wanted to feel a man inside me again, to do all of the kinds of
filth that I used to with Andrew’s buddy’s Dad, and so many other
men before.

And with my breasts swelling so much
now, and leaking all the time, well – I wanted to feed him
too!

Yes that’s right. I wanted, no, needed
my teenage stepson to suckle at my tits and gorge on my
cream!

Then I wanted him to fuck
me!

Six months of celibacy did not sit well
with me!

Especially when it was obvious
that Andrew, who had moved in with us, and his cheerleader girl
were fucking all the hours they were together.

He didn’t even have to hide it.
If the condoms in the waste paper basket weren’t enough of a clue.
I actually heard them! Yes, that girl could sure scream. And by the
sounds of it, Andrew was quite a fuck. The low moaning when he was
obviously eating her out, to the rhythmic thumping of the bed head
against the wall, her clear and un-faked orgasm. I was
jealous!

There I said it! I was jealous
of her, getting the perfect boy in the prime of his life! No wonder
she was always smiling!

Truth is, I wanted him too. Yes
I know it’s wrong, maybe even taboo. But I saw a lot of him, his
smile, his lovely long blonde hair. His perfect ass and muscular
stomach, I washed his underwear and I saw him getting out of the
shower, when he clearly didn’t make too much of an effort to cover
himself up.

Did he want me too? Well that
was the million dollar question. I was pretty sure he did. I’m in
great shape for an older woman (not too much older I hasten to add,
but enough to be a MILF). His buddies certainly thought so when
they came over to play ball in the yard.

“Is that
really who you’re living with? Wow she’s so hot dude!”

And I would go out to them with
lemonade, and my shortest, tightest skirt. I enjoyed the attention,
and often wondered how often I had been the object of their
masturbation. Plenty of times, I was sure of it! And I tell you
what, since I had gotten pregnant, and my tits had gotten fuller
and harder, those guys practically had hard ons whenever they saw
me!

So – first date. This guy had
met me online. He seemed real nice, with also just the right amount
of nasty for me. Pictures online showing he was a musician, no
naked chest or ‘holding a big fish’ shots, he had depth. His
profile was well written and sarcastic, acknowledging that fact
that he was online to meet someone special, but to fuck her too.
Just my kind of guy. Heck, he didn’t even seem to mind that I was
six months gone!

So I made myself ready with that
in mind. Long soak in the tub, candles, wax for my pussy,
moisturizer, yeah I was looking hot. Make up applied while I was
still in my silk dressing gown, pussy fully bald just on the off
chance, something I hadn’t done in quite some time. I looked at
myself in the mirror, holding in my stomach a little, but still
really pleased with how I was looking. No wonder Andrew’s buddies
nearly blew their wad when they saw me, I thought, as I looked at
myself. Not bad at all!

Then I heard him come in. Slamming the
door behind him and running up the stairs to his room, the one next
to mine as it happened. I heard his music go on, and maybe I heard
some sobbing? I couldn’t tell. Had he fallen out with his
girlfriend? Well if she couldn’t see that it would never get any
better than him, then she was more of an idiot than even I had
realised. I decided to go in there. On an impulse, nothing planned,
and certainly not trying to make anything of the
situation.

Despite my body being barely covered by
a night gown which was coming apart in the middle!

I pushed the door open

“You ok honey?” I asked him,
concerned and almost motherly. I did that so well

“Yeah Judy I’m ok. It’s just, had
a fight with her”

Funny, he rarely used her name with me.
It was as though he knew that I was jealous of her, that I wouldn’t
want to hear that. I loved him for it.

“Honey, fights happen. As
long as you have respect for each other, that’s the main
thing”

He nodded and then looked at me, eyes
widening somewhat as he took in the sight.

“Anyways. Look at you. You
seem dressed to impress. You going out?”

“As a matter of fact I am” I
replied. “I’m going out on a date. The first one since your father
left us. Are, are you ok with that?”

He looked a little sheepish for a
moment, as though I had caught him and his biggest secret, that he
wanted me.

“Yeah it’s ok I guess. Just
don’t stay out too late young lady!” he laughed, mimicking the
voice of a concerned parent so well

“Hey come on, it’s my life”
I teased back

I bit my lip, as though trying to stop
what I was going to say next. It didn’t work. I said it
anyway

“Actually honey. There’s
something you could do for me”

“Anything you know
that”

“Well…” I stopped myself.
Was I really going through with this?

“Go on” he whispered. Maybe
he knew what I was going to say too? Maybe he was goading me into
saying it?

“Well, I am really into this guy.
In fact. I think I might fuck him” I put the emphasis on fuck. F U
C K. stopping the syllables, looking at him directly in the
eye.

He didn’t flinch.

“OK. So how can I help you
with that?” he emphasised the “that” in the same way I had
before.

“Well, it’s been a long time
for me. No one since your Dad. Thing is, I know this guy is hung.
He has sent me a photo of it and he looks huge” – this was a lie,
not into dick pics, but it egged the story and was a detail I
thought I should add – “I don’t know if I can fit something like
that inside me anymore”

He looked at me, then looked down at my
body, where between my legs my pussy seemed to be beckoning him,
the silk of my nightgown now well apart.

“Ok I can see that. But how
can I help?”

“Well honey. I am guessing
yours is a pretty big one. If the screams of your girlfriend are
anything to go by. Would you stretch me with yours?”

He looked like he was thinking
for a second. It could be the most forward any woman had been with
him. A second of huge regret came over me. I had gone too far. Way
too far. All those signals were wrong. He just liked me as a Mother
figure, and when he looked me up and down, joked about my tight
ass, and told his buddies how much he wanted to fuck me, he was
just playing along.

The next thing he did though, took away
all doubt in my mind.

He put his hands down the front of his
jogging pants, and pulled out his big and very hard
cock,

“Do you think that this will
be big enough? I mean, does it compare to his? Will it stretch you
enough?”

He acted like he was genuinely asking
the question. Although of course, we both knew what this was. My
cunt moistened when I saw it, and my body tingled. I stepped
towards him confidently and held it in my hand. It was powerful,
hard, throbbing, like a piece of young gristle. I started to stroke
him, getting even more hardness from him, feeling the weight and
girth in my grasp.

“Yes. I think this will do
very nicely”

I pushed him backwards onto his bed. He
was lying prone, with his rod sticking straight up in the air,
twitching, and already with a telltale wetness on the big shiny end
that showed me he was already leaking pre cum, ready to fuck me
with it.

I decided that I didn’t want much
foreplay. But his smile was so beguiling, I just had to do
it!

I moved over to him and sat astride his
stomach, cock to my rear and face to my front. Then I inched
forwards, sliding my dripping pussy up his body until there I was,
riding on top of his face, and wondering if his girlfriend had ever
done this to him. I squirmed down on him. His tongue darted in and
out of my cunt and I squeezed my tits together and flicked on my
nipples. I was so turned on now that I felt I might cum at any
moment. I leaned forwards, supporting my body with my hands on the
wall behind his bed, and started to moan as he ate me out. Then I
felt a finger inside me and he was stimulating me with it, stroking
and rubbing on me so that I was so close now, but wanting to wait,
to have him fuck me, stretch me!

Then I moved the angle so that his
tongue was rimming me. He darted in and out of my ass hole as he
had done with my pussy, dirty but feeling so right. So very right!
New nerve endings, new sensations, wonderfully taboo. His hand was
on my stomach now whilst the other was up in my pussy, so many
sensations I barely knew which was doing what. I looked behind my
back and took in the sight of his cock, twitching and bouncing,
hitting his flat stomach as he worked on me.

I twisted around so that I was
now facing his toes. Still on his face, his tongue still toying
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