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         Jane Wilson knows that it goes against her principles, what is right, her friends and especially her role as a mother—but she can't stop herself. And she doesn’t want to.

         She looks at the picture in front of her. She sent him a friend request on Facebook. He accepted it, and now she can access his profile, his status updates and most importantly—his photos. The picture tells her that it is probably taken that spring. His light brown hair is slightly messy, and he is wearing a white t-shirt that fits loosely over a body that she knows is fit. He is smiling. A boyish smile. As if he didn’t have a care in the world. He is smiling at her with that carefree smile.

         She closes her eyes. She brings two fingers down in between her legs and starts to circle her clitoris. It feels good. Her body shivers, and with a pleasant tingling sensation, the horniness builds up inside of her. She brings his penis closer. Lets him penetrate her with the help of her own fingers. She gasps. Her vagina, as well as her heart, starts to pulsate the moment she enters herself with her fingers. She slowly speeds up. He fucks her with an unmistakable force. She leans her head back and gives in to an orgasm that makes her dizzy. Her fingers are covered in her own juices, and she imagines herself licking his sperm off her skin. All this to a picture of him. She imagines their bodies reaching the ultimate pleasure together.  He might be forbidden fruit. But it feels so good.

         Nick is the best friend of her son. Her son, David, lives in a flat that he shares with Nick. They are the same age, and they study engineering physics together. Jane lives by herself nowadays. David is her only child. Although she knows that he is an adult now and that he is more than capable of taking care of himself, she can't stop herself from visiting him at least a couple of times a week. He never asks for help, and therefore, it's up to Jane to decide when she should stop by and when he might need a hand.

         Sometimes she stops by to help him put up some new curtains and sometimes she stops by just to help him clean. She is indeed a bit of an overprotecting and overly helpful mother, but to be completely honest, she also does it because she has nothing better to do. Since the day, when she divorced David’s father, Jane lives on alimony that gives her the freedom not to work. It was nice in the beginning; it was a freedom that she had longed for. But it was also somewhat overwhelming.

         She quit her job as a substitute vice principle and decided to do something else. The only problem was that she had no idea what this something else was. So, she spends most of her time in her home, cleaning and tidying up, reading, tending to her garden and redecorating the living room yet again. Things like that. Trivial things, she realises more and more as the days go by. And then she sees her friends, of course. They meet up every Thursday to talk. And then one day, it happened.

         For a long time now, Jane had looked at Nick as a very attractive young man. He is fit and charming, his hair is slightly curly, and there is a sparkle in his eyes, the kind of sparkle that always makes her knees weak. He is always very polite, almost boring, in her presence but the sparkle in his eye tells her that there is more. It tells her that there is something more there, hidden behind his smile and his altogether good behaviour.
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