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After our second night together, I didn't
have to wait too long before Daniel got back in touch. It wasn't in
my nature to chase anyone, so I was pleased he came running back
for more so soon. I had to admit I'd been craving him badly since
that night of incredibly sensual lovemaking.

 


I knew now that, as he had split from his
girlfriend, he would be feeling vulnerable and needy. My
combination of maternal affection and highly erotic sexual
satisfaction would prove irresistible. I was correct in my
assumption, and came home from a health spa to find a voicemail on
my answering machine. I felt a rush of excitement at the sound of
Daniel's voice as he invited me over to his house for dinner. It
was the last weekend before his parents returned home from their
business trip.



The idea of going over to Nina's house to have dinner with her son,
pretty much a date, kind of stuck in my craw, but it was a bit late
to be feeling guilty now. I knew that if I agreed to the date it
would no doubt result in lovemaking, and enjoying sex with my best
friend's son under her own roof would not do much for my sense of
having betrayed her.



But my attraction to Daniel was as compulsive and alluring as his
desire for me. After reflecting over a glass of wine, I returned
his call and told him I'd be arriving Saturday evening with a
bottle of Veuve Cliquot and that he better be dressed well, as I
would be.

 


I spent Friday night pampering myself, and
all of Saturday afternoon getting ready, dressing as I knew he
liked; a slinky velvet black evening dress, seamed black stockings
with suspenders, black stilettos with a four-inch heel, a
diamond-studded choker necklace and, as a final decadent touch,
arm-length black velvet gloves. As I sprayed on my most expensive
French perfume, I admired myself vainly in my full-length wardrobe
mirror and had to admit I looked a million dollars, and felt
it.



I hired a cab to take me to Nina's house and Daniel opened the door
to me, looking suave and sophisticated in a tux with a bow tie. His
shirt was open at the top button, reflecting the informal nature of
the occasion. Being Nina's son, he'd been brought up with
impeccable manners and etiquette.

 


He'd made a real effort, the dining room was
lit only with candles, and classical music set a nice ambience. He
also turned out to be a very impressive cook, making a pasta to die
for, and we were soon discussing our most recent night together as
the Veuve Cliquot flowed.

 


We confessed that it was becoming more than
just sex for both of us, but also both agreed that it couldn't
carry on once his parents had returned.

 


Daniel sounded sad as he said "It would
break my mom's heart if she knew I was sleeping with you...you've
been best friends for so long.....I guess this is our last weekend
together...". He looked so downcast that I put my hand on his
and softly rubbed it, saying "Then we better make the most of
it, Daniel.....".



He looked up and smiled, his eyes lighting up and he suddenly
exclaimed "Yes..you're right...ok, time for dessert...you're
gonna love this...".As he left the dining room to fix dessert
in the kitchen, I contemplated how I'd let myself fall so deeply
for him. I was known for my unemotional, some say even cold,
temperament, yet he'd somehow melted the ice inside me and I'd let
him in deep, in every sense.

 


He brought in the most delicious chocolate
panna cotta with toasted seeds, and I began to stir the flames by
eating mine in a highly sensual manner, licking my lips and sucking
on my spoon seductively.

 


I could tell he was getting aroused as he
adjusted in his seat, and I fixed my eyes on his, going in for the
kill. "Are you going to make love to me after this,
Daniel?". He coughed, taken aback, and replied "Well, that's
why I invited you tonight....", trying to sound all grown up,
but he wasn't quite there yet. However, his youthful gauche attempt
only charmed me even more.



"I'm all yours, my darling...." I eventually replied in my
most sultry voice. I could sense his excitement, then he got up
saying "Let me just clear these away" and I quickly stopped
him picking up the jug of cream, saying quietly "We'll be
needing that...". He headed out into the kitchen with an
intrigued smile. I took out some lipstick and a make-up mirror,
touching up my full rouged lips, wearing dark red, the most
seductive shade.

 


I knew that my full, sensuous mouth drove men
wild, especially combined with healthy cleavage, which was amply on
display tonight. He motioned me into his plush, voluminous lounge,
and I followed him in carrying the small jug of double cream as he
reclined on a large maroon leather sofa. As I sat down, I couldn't
help but noticing all the family photographs on the mantelpiece.
Nina's gorgeous smile captured in a picture beamed at me, making me
feel guilty that I was about to sexually enjoy her son once
again.


I sat down beside Daniel on the sofa, crossing my
legs, showing off so much thigh that my stocking-tops were visible.
This did not go unnoticed by Daniel's wandering eye. As his gaze
met mine, I leant forward and we began to share a tender, intense
French kiss. Our lips parted and I felt him slip his tongue into
mine, my tongue then swirled round his. I felt his hand caressing
the lobe of my ear, which I found hugely arousing.

 


Then I turned up the heat further by picking
up the jug of cream off the glass table in front of us and brought
it to my chest. I poured some on the base of my throat so that it
slowly dripped down my cleavage. Daniel found this deeply erotic, I
could tell. I looked upwards to the ceiling as he leant forward and
took a long lick from between my breasts, all the way up my throat
till he reached my choker necklace. Then we kissed again with the
cream in his mouth.



He slipped off the shoulder straps of my dress and removed my lacy,
silk black bra releasing my full, pert breasts, my nipples already
hard and throbbing. He then rather decadently poured cream all over
them and got to work licking them clean. He sucked on my nipples
also, just to add to my pleasure. It was such an enjoyable a
sensation that I closed my eyes, my gloved hand cupping the back of
his head.

 


My dress had been slid down to my waist by
now. Daniel slid my dress up over my stocking-clad thighs and
poured the rest of the cream over them then mischievously pulled at
my black silk panties and poured the last few drops inside them.
After that, he got down on his knees and like a thirsty dog he
licked the thick, sticky cream off my thighs and stocking tops. I
spread my legs wider as he pulled my panties to one side, his
greedy tongue lapping up the cream that had dripped all over my
closely trimmed pussy.



When there was not a drop left to lick up, he raised himself up and
we kissed deeply and passionately once more. We fell back onto the
sofa, our mouths wet and sticky from the cream as we let them roam
over each other's faces. Daniel then led me upstairs by the hand,
both of us on fire with lust, and took me into a huge en suite
bathroom, the most luxurious I'd seen outside of a five-star
hotel.

 


He pulled me out of most of my clothes till I
was only wearing my stockings, arm-length gloves and my choker
necklace. He ran the shower till it was piping hot as I repaid the
favour, ripping off his clothes like a wild animal and leading him
into the shower as soon as he was naked. His cock was already
nearly fully erect, which I began soaping up with my hand as soon
as we were both under the deafening roar of the power shower... it
was an unreal sensation.



After stroking him to a hundred per cent hardness whilst kissing
frantically, I brought his mouth to my breast once more. He sank
down to his knees and started licking my snatch, my gloved hands
running through his hair as I felt his tongue lick against my
bulging clit, emerging from its soft pink hood. As he licked the
folds of my wet labia with his tongue, I wondered to myself how
wonderful it could be for Nina if only she let societal taboos not
get in the way of her pleasure.

 


I was experiencing the sexual delights that I
knew she must secretly long for, yet not allow herself to
consciously consider. All I knew was that if he were my son, he'd
be getting this on a nightly basis. I imagined that he was, as the
thunderous jets of hot water surged down my body, splashing onto
his face as he prepared me perfectly for his tantalizing
meat.



Eventually, I howled above the shower's din, "Ohhh darling..I
need your cock inside me...nowww!!". He wasted no time in
standing up and pushing me against the shower wall, lining up his
lustrous length and entering me with ease. A deep sigh of
satisfaction exhaled from me as he did so.

 


I wrapped my long, shapely legs round his
back and felt him quickly building up a
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