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I was thirty-nine years old when my husband left me. Usual story, traded me in for a younger hotter model. I was a career librarian, mother of three, and I’d been exchanged for a sexy twenty-one-year-old graduate student with fake blonde hair and real perfect tits. 

Well, I don’t mind telling you all, I went a little insane. I, Emma Steele, thirty-nine-year-old professional librarian, and mother of three, fell madly, deeply, absurdly in love with my son’s best friend, Dylan. 

Before you think too badly of me, Dylan is twenty years old, so I didn’t do anything illegal. Immoral, arguably, but nothing for which the law will come knocking. Dylan is younger than my oldest daughter. You can think less of me for that fact, and that he is very nearly half my age. If you choose to think less of me over it, I totally get it. I won’t blame you.

If you are able to get past your moral objections to my behavior, let’s continue. I was an absolute mega-hottie in my youth, curves sculped like living marble, eyes deep as honey amber, gorgeous face that belonged in clothing ads, perfect tits and ass that filled up a bikini well enough to turn heads, in lust by the men and grudging admiration by the women. In younger days I’d spent hours styling my auburn long hair, but these days a simple pony tail was all there was time for. I didn’t look bad, necessarily, as age forty beckoned, but I had certainly given into librarian mom life. I was not making the most of what I had. 

After my husband left me, I decided I wanted to be a mega-hottie again. 

And not just a mega-hottie. We were not simply turning back the clock. I decided I wanted to be porn star-sexy. I was going to change my entire look. 

Like I said earlier, I went a little insane. 

I ought to mention something else important that happened around this time. A rich great-uncle of mine passed. It was a bummer, but he was old and had lived a full life. We were close when I was a kid, but not really so much as an adult. Apparently, though, those close early years meant a great deal to my uncle, more than they had to me, if I’m being honest. I mean, I loved him, but I did not expect him to leave nearly his entire estate to me. I wouldn’t say I was RICH rich, I didn’t exactly have “fuck you money” as the saying goes... but I was very comfortable. Combining that with my early retirement from the library, and I could live damn well and never have to work again. Not too bad before the age of forty. It was weird having that nearly coincide with my husband leaving, like talk about whiplash of good and bad news. But the fact was, I wasn’t yet in my fifth decade on this Earth and I didn’t have to work another day in my life, if I chose not to. And I was probably going to choose not to.  

Really, the point of telling you all that is that I had the time, freedom, and space necessary to work on my bimbo journey. 

That moniker was only applied to my physical transformation well after the fact. I didn’t necessarily set out to affect the bimbo look for myself, but that was the sum total of all the changes I made. 

First, I got strict on my nutrition, disciplined as a monk. Not many people in the world would be able to stick to the diet to which I was holding myself. I lived on a steady diet of rage and hatred of my soon-to-be ex-husband, anyway. Some divorcees might eat their feelings; I did the opposite. Anytime I thought about drowning my sorrows in a pint of ice cream, I’d see his face and just get angry again. So, the “look hot in your forties” diet was not at all the problem for me that it is for some people. 

Second, I got in the gym. Hardcore. Not to get that buff lady look—not that there’s anything wrong with that, I adore and respect my gym -at sisters—but to get the absolute sexiest look possible. That translated to a lot of toning for upper body (mostly core training if we’re being honest), primarily tummy-toning, and for lower body, it meant squats, squats, and more squats. I was going to have the best ass in three counties if it killed me, God damn it. 

Thirdly, I got my ass done. I was not happy with what genetics and training could get me, so I went ahead and got the plastic surgery. If you can afford to pay to have it look literally exactly how you want, well why in the world wouldn’t you? God-given looks, my ass. God also gave us expensive and talented plastic surgeons, and what a fool I would be to not take advantage of God’s many gifts. Just because there was an intermediary in the form of a plastic surgeon doesn’t mean it wasn’t God-given. He just needs us to take a little initiative now and then. 

Fourthly, and I’m sure you knew this was coming, I got my tits done. My tits weren’t bad, before I bought new ones, just they weren’t perfect, and I wanted perfect. You can bitch and moan and complain and whine about how natural is better all you like. I just disagree wholeheartedly. Let me ask you this: do you ever take Tylenol? Any medication at all? Do you sleep in a house built by people? Do you enjoy inventions like heating and air conditioning and food refrigeration? Well, then congratulations, you’ve already admitted to yourself that natural ain’t always better. 

The tits I got were phenomenal. They didn’t look natural whatsoever, and I loved that about them. I wanted gigantic, and that’s what I got. I went from a 32C to a 32G. Look up a picture of that size; they’re bigger than they sound. They are magnificent. To call them eye-catching is to wildly underestimate how much people do a double-take when they see me now. When I go out to the store, everyone stares, in lust or simply in wonder. I have to order my bras from a specialty place now. They are lighter than I expected, to be honest. I have not had the back pain I was told I could experience, though part of that is certainly the specialty bras I’ve taken to wearing. I probably won’t have them forever, but for now, God damn did I love them. 

Since I had already essentially gone full bimbo, I figured... might as well do the lips. That was number five in my physical transformation, lip injections. Those, I didn’t go too big on, but I did decide I wanted to plump them up a bit. Think Angelina Jolie and you’re in the ballpark. 

My kids were... surprisingly supportive. Shockingly so. I mean, they’d watched their mother turn into a fetish porn star before their eyes, so I expected some serious pushback... but my two daughters were fully onboard. Their whole attitude was “make yourself happy mom, fuck dad, go and get your groove back.” My son was less supportive than the girls, I suppose, which I guess was understandable. All my kids were of adult age now, and for my nineteen-year-old son, it was probably strange seeing his mother turn into a sexpot. Well, if he thought that was weird, wait until he found out about me and Dylan. 

I won’t say I put some kind of conspiratorial plan into effect, in getting Dylan alone. I will say that I was certainly waiting for a prime opportunity, keeping my eyes peeled, biding my time. Stalking him like a lion creeping through the grass. 

After months of waiting for that perfect time, it had finally arrived. 

The kids were all with their dad that weekend, so I had the place to myself. That wasn’t often true—two of them lived at home while they were going to college, so, with different work and school schedules, there was usually at least one person home. If it weren’t this weekend, I might not get another chance for weeks yet again. It was not quite now or never, but that’s certainly how it felt. 

My plan was deceptively simple. I merely called to ask him to come over to look at our central air system, as he was a part-time HVAC technician while he was going to college. The anticipation in my heart and spirit when the doorbell rang was almost indescribable. Every Christmas of my life rolled into one, plus every one of my favorite sports teams winning the championship exactly at the same time... such was the level of my excitement. I would say it still overtopped that description. 

I answered the door in a matching bra-and-panty set, baby blue with pink polka dots. The panties were a G-string, just a string of material except for a small tear drop of fabric over my lower lips. The bra was skimpy as well, though not quite as skimpy, given that it was special-made to hold my new enormous tits. Over my shoulders I wore a light crème-colored gown, thing enough to be translucent. This wasn’t exactly a subtle declaration of my intentions, but fuck it, why should I be subtle? I’m too old and life is too damned short for subtlety. 

Dylan’s beauty was arresting when I opened the door. I would have thought I’d gotten used to seeing him by now, but all the same, the moment I laid eyes on him, my breath caught. He had a gorgeous body, with a lanky athletic build that was definitely my type, and short brown hair that was always a little messy. His eyes were a startlingly vivid shade of blue, and he had a crooked smile that made my heart do a fluttery little flip-flop in my chest. And he was here, standing on my front porch in all his glory, and he was about to be mine.

“Hi Mrs. Steele,” he said, before suddenly realizing how I was dressed. “Oh! Sorry. Um, do you need a minute?”

“No,” I said, my voice husky. “No minute needed. Please, come in.”

I led him into the living room, making sure to sway my hips a little more than usual. I knew he was watching my ass, and I couldn’t help but feel a surge of power. I turned to face him, letting the gown fall open slightly.

“So... the A/C is acting up again?” he asked, trying to keep his eyes on my face.

“Oh, that,” I said, waving a dismissive hand. “I’m sure it’s fine. I... I didn’t really call you about the air conditioner.”

He looked at me, a flicker of confusion in his beautiful blue eyes. “You didn’t?”

“No,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. “I called you because I wanted to see you.”

I took a step closer, and he took a half-step back, bumping into the couch. “Mrs. Steele... Emma... Are you sure... I don’t want to offend Sam...”

Ugh. Dylan and his damned morals. So loyal to my son that he’d consider not fucking me just out of fear of offending him. I could tell he wanted to, but his friendship with my son was important to him. It was okay. That hesitation made me love him even more. And anyways, I knew it wouldn’t last; I could already tell. I cut him off by placing a finger on his lips. “Shh,” I said. “Don’t say anything.”

I leaned in and kissed him, and for just a moment, he was stiff with surprise. But then, to my delight, he kissed me back, his hands finding my waist and pulling me closer. 

Happiness and lust exploded through my body as he pulled me into him, as I felt his body pressed against mine for the first time. I could only imagine how much better he would feel when his bare skin was against mine. 

I changed my appearance, underwent my bimbo transformation, primarily for myself. I now looked as I had always wanted to look. Even when I was married, raising my kids, dutifully going about the professional young mother lifestyle, I had always, always, always wanted to look like a bimbo, from my earliest years of adulthood. I wanted to look like a sex toy to be used by beautiful men; it was a fetish I had had my entire life. Now, just before age forty, I finally had my wish. Also, though, while I had mostly done it for myself, I had also done it a little bit for Dylan. I wanted Dylan to see me like this, to be seduced by me like this. 

And it was working. I think I heard the angels sing Hallelujah, as we kissed there in my living room. 

His hands roamed my body, cupping my ass, tracing the line of my thong. I moaned into his mouth, my hands sliding up his chest, my fingers tangling in his hair.

He broke the kiss, gasping for breath. “Emma... we shouldn’t...”

“We should,” I whispered, my lips brushing against his ear. “I want you, Dylan. I’ve wanted you for a long time.”

I could feel him hard against me, and I knew he wanted me too. He was just fighting that pesky conscience of his. And again, I could tell that protesting conscience was losing the internal battle within him very rapidly. 

He shuddered, a low groan escaping his lips. “What about Sam?”

“What about him?” I murmured, my tongue tracing the shell of his ear. “He doesn’t have to know. This is just between us. This is our little secret.”

And if ever he does know, he’ll get over it, I thought to myself. I wasn’t going to arrange my life according to what my son may or may not find uncomfortable. Your kids are your life, to an extent, but your life is still your life and you must live it. If it hurts nothing but somebody else’s sense of pride, I see no reason at all that a parent cannot pursue their own lives and dreams to every extent. 

As we continued making out, I could feel the last of Dylan’s resistance crumbling. He was mine. All mine.

He lifted me up as if I weighed nothing, my legs wrapping around his waist. Our lips never parted as he carried me over to the sectional couch and laid me down. Without asking permission, Dylan roughly pulled my legs apart, pulled my skimpy panties to the side, and buried his face in my sopping wet cunt. 

My son’s twenty-year-old best friend licked and sucked and nibbled at my pussy, devouring me like I was divine ambrosia. Arching my back, I cried out in pleasure as he expertly brought me to the brink of orgasm, then pulled back, teasing me, before finally pushing me over the edge. My body convulsed, wave after wave of ecstasy washing over me. I came so hard I thought I might die right there on the couch.

Dylan crawled up my body, a smug look on his gorgeous face, and I grabbed him, pulling him down for another kiss. I could taste my own sweetness on his lips, and it only made me want him more.

“I need you inside me,” I gasped, my hands fumbling with the button of his jeans. “Right now.”

That beautiful young man didn’t need to be told twice. He stood up, quickly shedding his clothes, and my breath hitched at the sight of him. He was even more lovely than I had imagined. He was lean and toned, with a light smattering of fine soft hair on his chest and a thin wispy trail that led down to his gorgeous cock, which was long and thick and standing at attention.

He knelt on the couch between my legs, and I reached out, wrapping my fingers around him. He was hot and hard in my hand, and I stroked him slowly, enjoying the heat and the weight of him. He closed his eyes, a low groan rumbling in his chest.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmured quietly, my voice thick with desire. “So, so beautiful, Dylan.”

Dylan opened his eyes. They burned with a lusty passionate hunger that took my breath away. He leaned down, his hands framing my face, and his lips found mine again in a deep, possessive kiss that made my toes curl and butterflies dance in my stomach. It was the kiss of a great lover, which, I only realized in that moment, I had never experienced before that moment. 

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” he confessed, his lips brushing against mine. “I’ve wanted you for so long, Emma.”

I smiled, a triumphant, wicked smile. This couldn’t have worked out any better. I was a bimbo, a MILF sexpot, owned by this beautiful twenty-year-old man. “Then take me, Dylan. I’m yours. Take me now.”

And he did. With one swift, powerful thrust, he was inside me, filling me completely. I cried out in ecstasy, my nails digging into his muscular back as he began to move, setting a rhythm that was both gentle and demanding. He was a giving lover, but the pace and his movements let me know, without saying aloud, that I belonged to him. 

He fucked me with
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