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About This Book

A MILF joins her son’s friend’s company as his assistant, discovering that he has a very naughty ritual that he begins every day with.

Refusing to be left out, she helps the younger boss and realizes he has more than one pop-shot to give.  Read as she takes the next one inside her before making him eat it out of her, firing his last load all over his face to show him who the real boss is.
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“You’ve got more for me, haven’t you?” she asked.

Damon nodded, jerking his cock steadily as he awaited his next instruction.

Deborah looked at the door and checked the clock.

“No-one will interrupt,” Damon said confidently.

“Take off your t-shirt,” nodded Deborah.  “And your pants.”

Damon undressed as Deborah walked across the room and fetched some cushions.  She brought them back to Damon and placed them on the floor beside him.

“Lie on those,” she said.

Damon was naked beneath her, all thin and sinewy with muscle.  His big cock was jarring against his slight frame.  Deborah found it intoxicating to have such a command over him.

“Like that,” Deborah said, nodding.

Deborah went around to Damon’s feet.  She lifted them and pushed his legs back, sending Damon’s shoulders into the cushion and lifting his ass off the floor.

He was coy at first, but Deborah’s devilish grin made him relax.  She didn’t care what she saw as long as she got what she wanted.

“Relax,” she said, sensing his nervousness.

Damon lifted his lower back and let Deborah’s knees shuffle underneath to support him.  Soon he was coiled up beneath her, with his ass pointing up at Deborah’s face and his cock pointing back at his own.

“That’s what Mrs. Ford wants,” said Deborah with a keen smile.

She gripped his cock and started to pull at it.  It didn’t take a genius to figure where Damon’s third load was going to go if he popped.

“My beautiful boy,” she hushed, looking at Damon’s reddening cheeks beneath her.

Damon’s face contorted in pleasure.  He couldn’t fight against it, and as Deborah pumped his cock and stared down with relish, he knew he was going to come eventually.

Deborah put one of her fingers in her mouth and then started to rub it over his tight, virginal asshole.  It looked refreshingly pink and clean of hair.  She pushed her nail against it and Damon hissed.

“You can take it,” she said assuredly.  “Mrs. Ford believes in you.”

Damon let out a breath and when he did, Deborah’s finger went deeper, driving through the relaxing muscle.  It teased his warm insides as her other hand tugged at his cock.

“I want your cum,” she said, nodding.  “I want it all over your face.”

Damon hadn’t expected to find the naughty act such a turn on.  The idea of Deborah yearning for him to shoot a load on his own face was strangely intoxicating.  It felt like permission to do something curious and debauched.  

“I want to be a good boy for you,” hushed Damon.  “I want to do it.”

“Then do it,” Deborah urged, pumping her finger through the tight muscle and working his cock along with it.
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