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         It was over between Lis and me. She was great at giving head, and she loved my huge cock up her ass. But otherwise, there wasn’t really anything else in our relationship that worked.

         My relationship with Lis was the seventh to have fallen apart within three years. I obviously just can’t get it to work with women. Or, as my big sister puts it, maybe I’m just not ready to give up on taking all the models out for a test-drive. I’m way too much of a bad boy to want a permanent relationship and settle down with a house, Volvo and dog. Incidentally, I wouldn’t be able to afford it anyway – unless I found some rich girl! I can’t even afford to buy a second-hand Skoda.

         I was sorry when I saw Lis go, but it just wasn’t meant to be. But the person who was most sad to see it didn’t work out between us was Linda, Lis’ mother. I stayed over at her place, comforting her for several days after it happened. She really would have liked me to become her son-in-law. She’s pretty cool. She goes hiking in India, looks after foster kids in Africa when she’s meant to be on holiday, and she even likes skydiving. If I had to have any of my girlfriends’ mothers as my mother-in-law, it would be her. But that also just wasn’t to be.


         So that was a bit about Linda. As for me, well, I’m Johnny. I’ve just turned twenty-six. My mother thinks I should have produced two grandchildren by now. But I’m way too busy with other stuff: looking after my body, running marathons, lifting weights at the gym, and partying. I try to live life to the full.

         On Mother’s Day this year, I ordered a bouquet of flowers online for my own mother, who lives in Jutland, while I decided to go visit Linda and bring her a bouquet. Lis was her only child, and I can guarantee that there's no way she would have remembered her own mother on Mother's Day. Or she intentionally forgot it. On purpose! There was always some kind of tension between Lis and Linda. Maybe because they looked as if Linda was Lis’s big sister with, say, just 10-12 years between them. So I bought a bunch of roses and headed out to Linda’s.


         "Oh, what the fuck!" said Linda, with tears in her eyes. “Come in, you wonderful boy.

         She gave me a massive hug. It was Saturday morning, and Linda was piddling about in a T-shirt and a pair of panties, which she’d probably slept in. I’d actually seen her in much less than that; indeed, I’ve actually seen her without panties a couple of times when we were in Sweden, and she went skinny dipping. But I’ve never thought about sex with her. After all, she was my girlfriend’s mother.


         However, Lis had told me her mother was into younger men. I’d noticed her eyeing me up a couple of times, almost enviously. Lis had a fantastic intuition, so it was probably that which made her and Linda quarrel. But Lis was now history, and here I was with my ex-mother-in-law in my arms. Linda put the roses in water and put the water on for coffee. I sat down on a kitchen stool and watched her as she scuttled about. She had long legs, and even though she was over forty, she was still firm and lithe. Her breasts swung merrily under her skimpy blouse, which also revealed a bit of her bare tummy. She only had the merest hint of a muffin top, suntanned and soft. It could just as well have been Lis. All that was missing was the navel piercing. At one point, Linda bent down to get a coffee pot from the bottom shelf. She didn’t bend down like I would have done: I’d have bent down with my knees and got the pot out. But Linda? No, she did it like some kind of gymnastic exercise. She stuck her ass out, so her buttocks were like two tight balls, stretched tight against nylon, and bent her straight torso forward. Then she bent down to the floor and... voila! She stood there, holding the coffee pot while I held my breath! She’d just flashed her amazing ass at me!


         “You still look fantastic, Linda,” I said. “How come you can’t get a man? You could have hundreds if you wanted to.”

         She turned towards me. She looked both cheerful, but there was also a slightly mournful look about her.

         “Look, I don’t want just any old man,” she said. She stood up holding a cup in one hand, a bread knife in the other. Then she turned around, facing the kitchen table. “But it would be nice to have a shag now and then!”


         I’d definitely be into that! After Lis left, I’d only had one night stands with a couple of girls. Otherwise, it was just my right hand and me!

         “You could get a shag now and then! No problem!” I said without thinking. But I meant it. She was damn hot!

         She stood there and seemed to drift off. I don’t know what it was that made me do it, but I got up and went and gave her a kiss on the cheek. Then suddenly, we were in a tender embrace. When I thought the embrace had gone on long enough, Linda didn’t want to let go. Suddenly, I felt her hands on my body in such a way that it definitely wasn’t a hug: it was way more sexual. One of her hands slid down to my ass, while the other slipped inside my shirt and began to play with the hairs on my chest, and tugging my nipples.


         “What are we doing?” I asked, slightly freaked out by the whole thing. After all, she was my ex-mother-in-law.

         “It’s foreplay,” she said as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

          I didn’t have a fucking clue how to react, but as usual, my dick was in no doubt. It began to stir when Linda put her hand in my trousers at the same time as she fondled my nipples with two fingers. I put both my hands on her ass. She pressed her body against mine. I could feel her soft breasts against my chest, and I’m sure she knew full well that she was giving me a hard-on.

         She dragged me into the living room and began ripping our clothes off. I could barely keep up. She seemed desperately hungry for my dick because each time she’d got a piece of clothing off either one of us, she couldn’t resist touching my dick, which was getting harder and harder from all the attention she was giving it.
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