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“It sounds like you want my titties,” Tabitha said, and she let go of his cock and let it slap back against his naked stomach.

Gabriel lifted his head, watching as his mature carer took off her t-shirt to reveal a full, busting bra.  The cups were huge.  Tabitha reached behind herself and unclasped the garment.

It fell forwards off her shoulders and Gabriel propped himself up on an elbow to watch as it was pulled away from Tabitha’s big tits.

They were so round and full, hanging tenderly on her chest.  Tabitha swept them up and rubbed them together, looking at her boy.

“You’ve not seen these before have you?” she said.  “Let them caress you.”

She mounted the bed and moved over Gabriel’s cock, letting her tits hang.  She dragged her nipple slowly over him and felt it stiffen as Gabriel twitched again.

Gabriel sat his cock upright, squeezing at the base so that it enflamed his veins further.  He watched wide-eyed as Tabitha pushed her breasts around him and squeezed him in their embrace.

She rocked her tits steadily, touching her chin to her chest and spying the fiery pink tip as it burst out the top of her cleavage.

“Look at that,” she swooned.  “Oh, honey, look at that!”

Gabriel’s hips were working all by themselves, as though they were running on instinct.  His body knew that his cock was being stimulated, and it began to simulate the act of fucking by jolting his stiffness through the embrace of Tabitha’s big tits.

Tabitha saw a bead of precum arrive through the narrow eyelet.  It was a pearl of clear fluid, looking like a rounded, polished gemstone that sat on his tip like a prize to be claimed.

“Look what you’ve got for me,” Tabitha wowed, and she took her tits from around Gabriel’s cock and moved her face close.

“Oh, Gabe,” she said, staring with her face no more than an inch or two away.

To Gabriel the sight was jarring.  He’d known only the nurturing side of Mrs. Bellamy in his time living with her, but now he was tuning in to how sexual she could be.  He hadn’t had an orgasm in so long, and the image of the mature woman, yearning for his seed was enough to get him off.

“I have to taste it,” she said.

There was no protestation from Gabriel.

Tabitha leaned forwards and opened her mouth.  Gabriel had expected her tongue to swash the bead of precum up, but instead Mrs. Bellamy thrust his cock deep into her mouth and used her tongue around the barrel instead.

“M—Mrs. Bellamy!” he hissed quickly, leaning up off the bed.

Tabitha pushed him back and started to jerk him as she sucked his cock, not realizing just how close Gabriel was to release.
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Tabitha Bellamy was in distress.  Her younger lodger Gabriel had been sick for weeks, and both Tabitha and the doctors were at a loss to diagnose him.

Gabriel was nineteen, and well on his way to adulthood when the mystery ailment struck.  From nowhere he felt weak and after two days he became bed stricken.

There were no real symptoms other than a general malaise that made Gabriel fatigued.  He was still eating and drinking, although Tabitha would have to feed him from his bedside, even going so far as to guide the spoon into Gabriel’s mouth.

Tabitha had taken in a lodger when her sons had left the nest.  She liked having the energy of youth around, and enjoyed caring for someone.  She just hadn’t anticipated this level of care.

For weeks, Gabriel didn’t get better.  Tabitha had taken to washing Gabriel now too, seeing parts of him that she thought she never would.

She’d wash his naked body and try to temper her heartbeat as the damp sponge soothed his private parts.  Though Gabriel found it pleasurable, he couldn’t even summon up the power to reach tumescence.  He just kept his eyes closed and rested, hoping that one day the fog that had overcome him might lift and he’d be back to his old self again.

As the weeks dragged by, Tabitha continued to care for Gabriel.  With no end in sight, and with the doctor’s abandoning a diagnosis, Tabitha sought some alternative medicine.

Online she found a webpage that documented patients with a similar condition.  She was led to a forum on alternative medicine in the comment section at the bottom, and the journals there were beyond belief.

Tabitha read through a case of a guy in China who was finally roused by an elixir of ancient origins that one weary woman had concocted in desperation.  It had worked better than expected on her patient, and with curious side-effects.

Tabitha decided the side-effects were worth it if she was going to get Gabriel back, so she set about sourcing the ingredients.

They were tough to come by.  The ginger and turmeric were easily sourced, and even the arrowroot powder could be purchased online, but ingredients like the nectar of the carnivorous nepenthes plant were much more difficult to come by.

Nevertheless, Tabitha persisted, and finally her resourcefulness paid off.  After three weeks she had assembled all the ingredients necessary to concoct the experimental elixir.

In the meantime, Gabriel stayed just as he was.  His muscles didn’t wither or atrophy, and his hair or nails didn’t appear to grow.  It was as though he was suspended in stasis, frozen while Tabitha provided the sustenance he needed just to exist.

“You have to drink all of this down if you want to get better,” she said assuredly, but she had no idea if the mystical potion would work.

She put the steaming cup to Gabriel’s lips and tilted it slowly.  His eyes were closed; opening them had become too much effort, but the second he smelt the broth it was obvious that things were different.

Tabitha’s eyes widened as Gabriel’s face twitched to life.  It had been the most she’d seen his facial muscles move in weeks.

Gabriel’s mouth opened wider to take in the liquid.  As it passed his lips he began to reboot.  His eyes opened and he looked at the euphoric face of Tabitha who nodded proudly.

“All of it, Gabriel, that’s it,” she urged.

The fiery ginger warmed his innards, and the mysterious ingredients breathed life back into the weary young man.

Gabriel’s hand lifted to hold the cup by himself, causing Tabitha to step back, awestruck.  A tear ran from her eyes as she looked at her patient sitting upright and pouring the last of the cup’s contents into his hungry mouth.

His beautiful throat swallowed down the life-breathing potion, and his eyes began to sparkle and dazzle.

“This is incredible,” Tabitha said.  “Don’t get up.  Just rest.  Keep resting.”

Gabriel lay back in the bed, breathing heavily.  The drink’s contents had caused his brow to sweat, and Tabitha was on hand quickly with her sponge.

“Look at you,” she said.  “You almost look yourself again.”

Gabriel smiled.  “How long have I been out?”

“Nearly two months,” Tabitha said, fighting back the tears.  “I thought I’d lost you.”

Gabriel’s eyes closed peacefully.  It was a delight for Tabitha to see a contentment in his expression, as opposed to the anguished frown that she’d grown accustomed to as Gabriel’s body fought off its mystery ailment.

“I should take this opportunity to wash you,” Tabitha said.  “It’s been hell lugging your body around.”

Gabriel laughed.  “I’m not that heavy, Mrs. Bellamy.”

“Yes, but you have to remember I’m not that strong.”

Gabriel’s laughter made Tabitha break down.  She put her head in her hands and let herself sob for a few seconds.  She thought he might never be happy again.

“Hey,” Gabriel said, putting a hand on her back.  “Hey, it’s okay.  I’m here.  You did it, Mrs. Bellamy.”

“I thought I’d lost you,” she repeated, her lip quivering.

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Tabitha left to fill up a bucket of soapy water and returned with a clean sponge.

“I’ve done this every two days,” she said, setting the pail of water at Gabriel’s bedside.

“So, you’ve seen ... everything?”

“Everything,” Tabitha said, with wide eyes.  “Nothing could shock me anymore, so there’s no need to be nervous, okay.”

Gabriel swallowed.  He was nervous.  He knew something that Mrs. Bellamy didn’t.

Tabitha began, moving the sponge at first around Gabriel’s handsome face and then down to his shoulders and pecs.

Gabriel studied Tabitha as she nursed him.  It was so attentive and pure.  Her brown hair was up in a loose bun, and her t-shirt hung off her far enough for Gabriel to see her bra inside.

Tabitha looked up and smiled, not knowing that Gabriel’s eyes were exploring her like she was brand new to him.

“Just relax,” she said, moving the sponge down to his flat stomach.  “Relax for Mrs. Bellamy.”

She whispered the words, tenderly sponging Gabriel and moving the sheet further down over his naked body.  Suddenly she stopped and gasped.

Gabriel looked away into the far corner of the room, staring as though he were entranced.  He was unable to look back at his carer as she froze before him.

“Th—that hasn’t happened before,” Tabitha said.

Gabriel’s cock had stiffened, and the tip of it was resting just below his bellybutton.  It was all bulbous and ripe, like fruit ready to burst with sweetness.

Tabitha took a calming breath and continued to down the sheet, marveling as Gabriel’s erect cock sat on full display.

He was one of the biggest she’d ever seen.  His true size hadn’t been apparent in the preceding weeks when Tabitha had bathed his flaccid cock, but now he seemed virulent and primed for release, and it was making the older woman want him.

“I suppose I should wash it all the same,” she said, looking to Gabriel who still couldn’t make eye-contact.

He stared off as Tabitha brought the sponge to his stiffness, caressing the underside gently.  When she touched it, it twitched, and Gabriel let out a whimper.

“It’s just me,” Tabitha said.  “That’s all.”

Tabitha moved the sponge up, squeezing it so that the water dripped onto Gabriel’s cock and turned it wet.  It looked even more impressive with the light bouncing off it as it glistened.

“I have to clean all of you, Gabriel, I hope you understand that.”

Gabriel’s hands made fists into the sheets as Tabitha moved the sponge slowly over the underside of his stiffness, tickling at the sensitive nerve-endings.

“I understand, Mrs. Bellamy,” he said.  “Please don’t stop.”

Tabitha was grinning with relish now as she moved the sponge over him.  She turned her hand so that her fingers touched his bare flesh, teasing herself just a little more.

She could feel her pussy begin to flood with wetness as she stared at the forbidden sight of Gabriel’s beautiful cock.  She noted how his balls seemed taut and full.  It would have been months since his last release.

“I can care for you, you know that, Gabriel.”

“Uh-huh,” Gabriel replied, swallowing.

“Look at me.”

His head turned slowly, setting his sights on Tabitha’s hazel eyes finally.  She smiled a naughty smile, and Gabriel found his heart racing as a result.
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