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She put it in her mouth and tasted the saltiness all over it.  She started to rock her head and squeeze at Luke’s balls, then she felt him begin to stiffen all over again.

“He’s got more for us,” she said eagerly, and as she sat on her knees, she started to hoist up her skirt and fish underneath for her panties.

Linda watched her friend take off her underwear and then pull her skirt up until the top of Jean’s stockings were exposed.

She let go of Luke’s cock now that it was hard, and she stood up and faced away from him.

“Fuck me, honey,” she said.  “Come and claim the prize for your hard work.”

Luke didn’t fully know how sex worked, but he guessed he was being rewarded for delivering his cum to Jean and Linda.  Maybe this was part of the ceremony that the porn films left out, he thought.

“Luke, think about this,” Linda said, looking to him and wishing he was about to fuck her instead.

She felt the protectiveness slip away.  She wanted Luke for herself, but Luke was his own man.

He looked at Jean’s big, beautiful ass, all milky in the moonlight.  He put his hand against it and felt the bare, forbidden flesh.

“Fuck me,” she urged, and she grabbed Luke’s cock and tugged him towards her.

Linda covered her mouth in shock, but she couldn’t deny how arousing a sight it was to Luke become a man in front of her like that.

He squared up and pushed forwards, hitting a wet part of Jean that he’d never felt before in all his nineteen years.

Jean reached back and set the tip of Luke’s cock against her pussy.

“Push,” she urged, then she felt the delightful spread of her pussy as his cock entered her.  “Oh, that’s it!”

Linda was left to imagine it all.  She looked at Luke and fought for his attention, but he was too focused on looking down at his disappearing length.

“Do you want these, honey?” asked Linda, fidgeting with her dress.

Luke’s attention was swayed, and he watched as Linda pulled down the front of her dress and showed him her amazing tits.  He’d never seen them unwrapped before, but sitting in front of him they looked like a prize to be claimed.

Linda moved forward so that Luke could touch them, and Jean held her waist for support as Luke started to buck forwards harder.

“He’s so big, Lind,” Jean said.  “Gosh, he’s such a good fit.”

Jean figured that Linda had had Luke’s cumshot, so the first fucking was owed to her.  She wanted to feel Luke bolt inside her again, only this time she wasn’t going to shy away from his bountiful release.

Linda took Luke’s hand and put it on her naked breasts.  She watched him explore her and began to feel overawed by the moment.  She could feel her pussy salivating, but there was no-one to satisfy her but herself.
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Linda Crossfield looked at her son’s friend Luke and shook her head in disbelief.  He’d grown so much since she’d known him, appearing now as a handsome, young man that Linda couldn’t help but ogle.

“He scrubs up well, doesn’t he?” said her friend Jean who sat beside her, looking to the young groomsman.

“He and Dylan look a picture,” Linda said, nodding at her son the groom who stood waiting for his bride at the front of the ceremony beside Luke.

“We’ve done well on our own,” Jean said, patting her friend’s thigh.

Unbeknownst to either of them, Luke was impressed too.  It was the first time he’d ever been to a wedding as a sexually charged nineteen-year-old, and the talent on show was hard for him to ignore.

Women were dressed in colored hats and gorgeous outfits that accentuated their figures.  Luke had never looked at older women like this in all his life.  Suddenly the people that he knew so well were transformed into potential objects of his adolescent lust.

Luke caught Linda and Jean looking over.  He smiled his pearly whites at them and felt bashful under their scrutiny.  It was obvious they were fawning over him.

He watched the older duo laugh and saw their bouncing, mature tits hammocked in their tight-fitting dresses.  Their painted lips looked suddenly kissable, and he imagined those same lips around his stiff, virginal cock.

He clenched his fist and tried to banish the thoughts from his mind.  Standing in front of a group of people wasn’t the best time to be cursed with a bulging erection.

Despite his efforts, he found himself swelling, and the jiggling of Linda and Jean’s breasts in the front row did little to calm him down.

Linda spotted him staring into the middle-distance and realized something was up.  She was suddenly aware of the growing lump at the front of his smart suit pants.

“He’s nervous,” she said to Jean.

“It’s natural,” Jean said.  “He’ll be fine.”

Linda was thankful that Jean hadn’t spotted Luke’s hard cock, but to her shame she found herself imagining what it might look like beneath his pants.  She’d never sexualized him before now but seeing him all dressed up and becoming a man in front of her very eyes made her start to think differently of him.  He wasn’t a boy anymore.

Luke was relieved to see his friend’s wife arrive in her pretty dress and soon all eyes were on her as she demurely stepped down the aisle, holding her father’s hand.

In a few short hours dinner had been served and the alcohol had been flowing in abundance.  The ceremony was a melting-pot of sexual energy, with everyone looking their most desirable.

Revelers took to the dance floor and Luke joined his friends, partying away while Linda and Jean watched from the sidelines.

“Gosh, I can’t get over it,” Linda said to Jean.  “They all look so grown up.”

“They’re fine young men,” Jean said.  “Real fine.”

Linda laughed.  “Gosh, what I’d do if I was twenty-years younger.”

“Tonight is not the night to try your luck!”

Linda gasped.  “No night is the right night, is it?.”

“Ahh,” Jean said, waving a hand.  “Nothing wrong with showing a younger guy the ropes, I say.”

Linda was speechless.

“Speaking of which ... care to join me?”

Jean stood up and put a hand out for Linda.  A smile grew on Linda’s face, and she took her friend’s arm, taking to the dancefloor to join the raucous men and inject a bit of class into proceedings.

Soon the men’s eyes were on the older forty-somethings as they meandered elegantly across the wooden dance floor.

Jean grabbed Luke’s hand and started to rub up close to him, turning his face red as his friends jeered.  He looked down at Jean’s face and saw her delicious, plunging cleavage drawing his eye.

Linda felt a bout of jealousy injecting itself into her gut.  She saw the way Luke looked at Jean and felt compelled to grab another groomsman in response.

Linda giggled as she took Charlie’s hand and began to dance, and soon the foursome formed an unlikely outfit.

Jean rubbed up close to Luke and laughed raucously as though it was all one big joke, but secretly she was hoping to excite him.

Linda did a spin and transferred out of her bind with Charlie, grabbing Luke’s hand instead.  Charlie started to dance with his friends and Linda was left with Luke.

She pressed up close and felt his thick cock against her stomach.  Linda bit her lip and looked up at Luke.  He seemed to stare as if daring Linda to acknowledge what she could feel.

Luke had no idea if she could sense the stiff protrusion and determine its source.  He hoped she might excuse it for a wallet or phone, but Linda was far too experienced for that.

“I see Jean left you a little excited?” teased Linda.

“I—I don’t know what you mean,” lied Luke.

He’d never been with a woman before, so these small, intimate moments that other men might dismiss seemed huge to him.  Having a woman this close to him was unusual, especially one that he was sexually attracted to.  He tried to ignore the lust he felt for Linda and Jean, but it was difficult.

Luke tried to release his hand from the embrace, looking across at his friends who were dancing in a group and forgetting that anything else existed.

“You’re not embarrassed to be dancing with us, are you?” asked Linda.

“Of course not, Mrs. Crossfield,” said Luke, gripping Linda’s hand tight again as if to show her.

“Because we could go somewhere quieter if you liked?”

Luke’s face was a picture of confusion.  He’d never been propositioned by anyone before, least of all an older woman.

“What do you mean?” asked Luke.

“I saw a walled garden earlier.  It looked very secretive.”

“Here?”

“Just next door.  It looked pretty in the sunshine.”

“But it’s dark now,” Luke said, still not quite getting it.

“I’ll show you.”

Linda led him away from the dance floor and no-one paid any notice.  They were all too wrapped up in their own enjoyment to make any inference into a woman leading a younger man away by the hand.  All except Jean.

She was looking over and she followed her friend and Luke with her eyes as they slinked through an archway that led to the garden beyond.

“It’s just through here,” said Linda, pulling Luke into the darkness.  The glare from the party beyond gave them just enough light to navigate the pathways.

Linda took Luke several meters deep, away from the archway and any curious, prying eyes.  This far in, even if someone glanced inside their eyes would never adjust in time.  It would give the duo the chance to stop whatever they were doing and feign innocence.

“What did you want to show me?” asked Luke.

“We can dance here without judgment,” Linda said.  “I know how you young men can get in front of your friends.”

“They didn’t care,” said Luke.  “Nor did I.”

Suddenly the idea of doing something with Linda was not as impossible as it once seemed.  He had her all to himself, but still didn’t want to take the risk.  For all Luke knew, Linda’s intentions could be innocent.

Any illusion of that was shattered when Linda stepped into Luke and put her hand right on his cock, finding it still hard.

Luke tensed up and sucked in a breath.  He held it, looking down on Linda’s beautiful face as the moonlight lit it up.

“We can do whatever we want here,” she said.  “No-one would ever hear us.”

“But Mrs. Crossfield ...” Luke began.  “We shouldn’t.  Should we?”

Luke’s shy demeanor had been getting in the way of his sexual gratification for much of his teen years, and he realized in that moment that he was doing it again.

“I want to, but we shouldn’t,” he said.

“It would be naughty, wouldn’t it?” Linda said.  “Having them just next door and doing something so sinful to a nineteen-year-old.  Have you ever been with a woman as old as me before?”
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