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About This Book:

At forty-four I was feeling broody and was desperate to become pregnant all over again.  It seemed like there were no good men to be found, that was until I started looking a little closer.  My nineteen year old lodger, Dylan, had all the right qualities, I just had to seduce him.

What better time to convince him than when he’s jerking off late at night?  Read how I make him mine and take his love inside me.
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Dylan looked uncomfortable.  “Actually, I’ve never been with any woman,” he said, embarrassed.

“Oh,” I replied, shocked.  “I mean, that’s okay, honey.”

I tried to act supportive and hide my surprise.  It didn’t make much sense to me that my sporty, attractive tenant should still be a virgin.

“Well,” I said, stroking a hand down his neck and pulling the duvet down his body, “I can show you exactly what do to.”

Dylan stayed stiff with nerves but I didn’t let it stop me.  Instead I continued to pull the sheet down, moving it ever closer towards the bulge that I could feel beneath my pussy.

His hands dropped from my chest and spread out on the mattress, gripping either side as he closed his eyes and prepared to bare himself to me.

I looked down curiously, moving back off him so I could pull the sheets down further and suddenly I saw it begin to appear, looking just as impressive and mouth-watering as before.

“Oh, Dylan,” I gasped, flicking my leg over him and crouching beside his body.  “It looks perfect.”

I slid the duvet down to the top of his thighs so I could see the whole thing.  His balls hung beneath his thick, clean-cut length and they looked almost as delicious as his cock itself.  Dylan was no sexual Casanova, but he was still well groomed.  His hair was cut close and shaped around the top of his cock and his balls were smooth and hairless.

I moved my face closer to his dick to get a better look, and then I lay my head on his hips and stared across at his cock.  I watched it close, tracing the powerful veins with my eyes and watching it twitch as his blood rushed into it with each powerful beat of his heart.

“I’m going to put it in my mouth,” I announced suddenly, and Dylan’s head rose as he gasped.

I looked upwards at him, seeing the shock in his face.  I smiled and rolled my lips over my teeth, turning back to his dick and taking it in my hand.

I closed my eyes and shuddered as his forbidden flesh touched my palm and very quickly my mouth began to fill with saliva.  It was as though I was about to dine out on a terrific meal and my body was preparing me for it.
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