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Gail straightened up, hugging him tight and putting her head on his shoulder.  She couldn’t see what she was doing, but she could see the delight in Dylan’s face.

“Let go,” she urged of him.

“I think you’re gonna make me come, Mrs. Connors,” Dylan said, embarrassed.

“I want you to come,” insisted Gail.  “I want that for you, okay.”

There was a minute of stillness after Gail’s words.  The forest calmed and only the breeze could be heard outside as it washed through the trees, sounding like waves gently hitting the shoreline.

Dylan whimpered, and Gail realized she was about to witness another rare sight out in the quiet wilderness.

She felt his cock stiffen further.  It seemed to swell as Dylan became more erratic, shuffling and tensing.

“Mrs. Connors, I’m gonna come,” he hushed before talking louder.  “I’m gonna come!”

Dylan looked down at the sight, seeing her hand continue to shuffle over him as she sensed his release.

Gail breathed hard, feeling her sex turn wet as Dylan’s arousal was channeled through her.

“Come for me,” she insisted, tugging.

Dylan moaned and his cock started to throb.  Gail tugged and felt the first rope rush out, scattering up over Dylan’s t-shirt and falling back down on her fist.

The warmth eased from his tip and Gail massaged it over his taut length, feeling the ripples of his plump veins as she pulled up towards his smooth, erupting crown.

“Oh, Mrs. Connors,” gasped Dylan, looking down as she pinched her fist upwards.

The cum eased from the eyelet as Dylan let go.  Soon he was spent, and in the aftermath he breathed hard.  He looked back cautiously, unsure of whether he should be making eye-contact with Gail.

Gail was flushed with a red hue.  Part of it was embarrassment that the moment had taken her, but a larger portion was arousal.  She was so excited, but felt as though she couldn’t share herself with Dylan like he just had.

Dylan turned to face her, unabashed at his exposed thickness.

Gail looked down and saw what she’d done for the first time.  She felt shame, covering her mouth.

“Dylan, I’m sorry,” she said.  “I shouldn’t have done that.”

Dylan said nothing.  He just walked forwards slowly and then pulled Gail close to him.

“That was incredible,” he whispered, stroking her back.

Gail could feel his stiffness pressing against her.  His cock was covered in cum, but Gail didn’t care.  She wanted to be there for him.

“I’ve never had that done to me before,” confessed Dylan.  “That was so good.”

Gail leaned back, smiling nervously.  “You’re welcome,” she said.

Dylan looked down at himself.  “I’m still so hard.”

Gail leaned away and saw it too.  Dylan was engorged, as though nothing had happened.

“Is that normal?” asked Gail.  “It’s been a while since I’ve seen a nineteen-year-old’s cock.”

“It’s normal for me,” said Dylan.  “I can sometimes come three or four times.”

“What?!” gasped Gail.  “No way that’s true.”
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Gail Connors needed a hobby.  Since divorcing her ex-husband, she found herself with much more time to enjoy herself but was at a loss when it came to deciding what to fill it with.

She decided that now, at forty-eight, she would give men a pass while she pursued other interests and explored herself.  She’d often spent so much time on her family and her ex-husband Carl that she neglected to take time for herself to see what it was in life that she really cared about.

In her desperation Gail turned to her friend’s son Dylan for hobby ideas, incapable of imagining how she might spend her free time.

“You could take up photography,” Dylan offered.

“Would I be interested in that?” asked Gail.

“I don’t know, Mrs. Connors, that’s why you have to try it.  I didn’t think I’d be interested in birdwatching when I first tried it, but here I am.”

Dylan had taken up the pursuit a couple of years back after a day exploring with his father.

“What do you like about it?” asked Gail.

“I don’t know,” Dylan began, and he stared off and started to smile.  “I like the quiet of it.  I like sitting there and hoping that I’ll see something special.  I like the thrill of it when I see something I’ve never seen before, and ticking the birds off one-by-one makes it a kind of game.”

Gail felt something bordering on envy as she watched Dylan enthuse.

“There’s a finite number of species too,” he continued.  “So, it’s entirely possible that I could see every type of bird on the planet.  I get a kind of kick from that.”

“But you just sit there and watch?  That’s like, it?”

“That’s only ‘it’ if you don’t like sitting there amongst nature.  It feels almost spiritual to me,” Dylan said, pushing his spectacles up his nose carefully.  “Like a kind of meditation.  You could try that?”

“What?”

“Meditating?”

“I’d rather bird watch,” huffed Gail.

“Then come with me,” said Dylan.  “It’s only one afternoon and if you don’t like it, at least you’ll know.  You could treat all types of hobbies like that.  What have you got to lose?”

Gail realized that Dylan was right.  At some point without her realizing, he’d grown up into a thoughtful young man, and Gail had transformed into a sheltered, older woman.

“Deal,” she said with a determined grin.

“We’ll make a birder out of you yet,” said Dylan.

Gail admired the fresh, confident smile of Dylan as he helped her find herself again.  She saw in him a handsome, capable man who any woman would be lucky to have.  Gail was thankful that, that day, she was that woman.

***
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The following Saturday Gail and Dylan drove out to a local nature park, with Dylan dressed appropriately in dark greens and natural colors, and Gail dressed less appropriately in a low-cut blouse.  Despite her insistence that she wasn’t interested in men for a while, she still fashioned herself in a manner that would attract them.

Dylan pulled up on a small patch of gravel close to a lush forest.  He put the car in park.

“It’s just a short hike to the blind,” said Dylan.

“Hike?” Gail said.  “You didn’t tell me there’d be a hike.”

“It’s hardly a hike, really.  Just twenty minutes or so.”

“Why are you only telling me this now?” asked Gail, looking down at her jeans and sneakers.

“I’m not used to thinking about other people when I come out here,” said Dylan.

“Why do we have to hike, anyway?”

“That’s where the blind is.”

“What the hell is a blind?”

Dylan started to laugh as he unbuckled and got out of the car.  Gail joined him.

“It’s where we watch the birds from.  We have to hike there because they won’t come near the road.  They don’t like the noise and the ones we’re looking for like the water.  It’ll be the perfect place to spot them.”

“Okay, so I’m already thinking bird watching isn’t for me,” said Gail, looking up at the blue summer’s sky.  “At least the weather’s good.”

“That’s the spirit,” said Dylan, patting Gail’s back.  “Take the positives.”

Dylan grabbed a bag from the trunk and set off for a path through the forest while Gail stood watching.

Dylan strode purposefully, his black hair bouncing gently with each of his steps.  He was big for his age at over six feet, and Gail thought him handsome, despite his young age.  Dylan was different, and Gail could see that already.  He was quiet and reserved, shyer than his brash friends and with far more respect for women than them too.

At nineteen, Dylan was discovering women, but he was discovering too that he was uncontrollably nervous around them.  He’d still barely arrived at first base, and he found that the quiet solitude of the forest took any kind of pressure off himself.

Gail hurried to catch up with him, walking behind him and stepping around the muddier parts of the path with care.

Dylan strode through the forest like he was at one with it, leaving Gail jealous of how freely he traversed what she found to be quite troublesome terrain.

By the time they got to the blind, Gail’s sneakers were a completely different color.  She looked down at herself and then at the small wooden hut.

“All of that for this,” she said, gesturing at the camouflaged building.

“Shh,” urged Dylan.  “There might be someone in there.”

“You mean we have to share?” Gail gasped.

“Only if someone’s in there.”

Dylan went slowly to the door and Gail crossed her fingers, unable to comprehend spending so much time in complete silence with complete strangers.

“It’s empty,” Dylan whispered, and Gail walked towards the open door.

“Thank God for that,” she said.

Inside the building was dark and dank, with cobwebs in some of the corners.  Dylan opened one of the wooden shutters and the light came pouring in.

The walls of the hut were adorned in posters that helped its inhabitants recognize the species of birds that they might get a glimpse of.

Dylan settled into position quickly and Gail sat beside him, peering out eagerly at the rectangle of forest that they were pointed at.

“So, when do the birds show up?” asked Gail.

“They don’t if you keep talking,” hissed Dylan.

Gail pouted beside him, looking at his face as he stared ahead in quiet wonderment.  Despite only just arriving, Gail could see how much joy the pursuit brought him.

“You really love it out here, don’t you?” Gail asked.

“Absolutely,” said Dylan in low tones.  “Out here, nothing matters.  It’s not about money, or friends, or whether you’ve had sex, it’s just about birds.”

Gail wore a frown.  One of the things Dylan highlighted stood out more than the others.

“Why did you bring up sex?” asked Gail.

“I didn’t.”

“You did.  You said that it wasn’t about whether you’ve had sex.”

“Exactly.  I’m not bringing it up.”

“And have you?” asked Gail.

“Mrs. Connors!”

“What?  Don’t you have conversations out here?  I can ask an innocent question, can’t I?”

“No, you can’t,” said Dylan.

“It’s okay if you haven’t,” said Gail.  “I didn’t have sex until I was twenty.”

“Really?” asked Dylan, suddenly curious.

“No, I was sixteen,” said Gail, and Dylan rolled his eyes.

“Like I say, it doesn’t matter out here.”

“So, you haven’t ...”

Dylan shot her a look and she held up her hands.
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