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Enjoying the Sauna with my MILF Neighbor
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I suppose I don’t really know why I am telling you all this. It’s going to take on the character and tone of a confession, which I suppose it is, of a sort. Nothing I ever did with Braxton was illegal, but some will call it immoral. Should I care what those people think? I don’t know. Part of me says yes, part of me says they are puritan fuddy-duddies and what consenting adults do together is their business and their business alone. Where you come down on that spectrum of sex positivity vs. puritanical fuddy-duddyness, I suppose that’s up to you. I won’t try to convince you one way or the other; I’ll just relate the facts (“just the facts, ma’am,” as a wise man once said) and let you decide.

Anyways. I can already hear you saying ‘get on with it.’ And I agree. Enough of my equivocating and hemming and hawing.

My name is Lisa Johnston. I had a perfectly lovely life, sterling professional career, handsome masculine alpha male husband (appropriately my age, and that will become relevant in a minute) with a likewise sterling professional career, big house in the burbs, white picket fence, two point five kids, blah blah blah. We couldn’t be more median upper-middle-class America if we tried. Total cliche upstanding good family, the kind where their pictures look like they came with the frame.

Actually three kids, not two point five. But you know what I mean.

To top all that off, the husband and I had kept our looks as we’d gone into our middle-forties. I won’t bore you with his description because he isn’t important, for reasons that will soon become clear. But I, an absolutely smoking hot baddie perfect dime in my twenties, had morphed into a lovely soccer mom MILF by the time I hit forty-five. Clean living, staying in the gym, and good genetics had turned me into one of the lovelier lasses you’d ever see in her middle years. Long black hair, bright blue eyes, a pale complexion with naturally pink cheeks and red lips, gorgeous face and an hourglass figure to match. Yeah my tits were fake, but goddamn did they look great for a woman my age. Everyone always said how I could have been a model when I was younger. Not to sound egotistical, but they were right.

We’ll get more into this a bit later, and it will likely be made somewhat obvious from my behavior, but I also could have done porn. I sometimes wished that I had. I didn’t say this out loud, I never told another soul besides the heinously unimportant and useless husband, but I had been a lifelong nymphomaniac, absolutely unrepentant horndog. I masturbated at least twice a day, usually more. I wanted more sex than any single man could possibly ever be expected to give me. And yet, I had never cheated on my husband. Not once. Never even thought about it. I had been a good little housewife, in spite of my rampant and exorbitant sexual needs. I just spent a great deal of time with my vibrators and had good sex with my husband when the mood struck him (and I won’t lie, the sex was good), and that was enough to keep me perfectly, unfailingly loyal. 

The worthless husband did not repay my loyalty in kind, to say the least.

Which brings us to our next point. I suppose you are wondering about the useless husband, he who shall not be named. Well, as I said, he was a stunningly handsome professional earning great money, who kept his body in great shape. He was exactly the sort of mid-forties guy who would find it incredibly easy to cheat on his wife, if he chose to do so. With that great power comes great responsibility, and my shitbag husband chose to shirk that responsibility. 

It was his twenty-two-year-old secretary, if you wanted to know.

And that’s the last we’ll say about him. He moved out (not by choice, and yes that was a delicious ‘fuck you’ from the courts), leaving our gigantic house to me and my youngest son Jimmy, and my older son and daughter when they were home from college. It was spacious and luxurious, a gigantic two-story, five-bedroom house in a nice gated community. Life was pretty good, except for the whole current lack-of-sex thing.

I could have gotten out there easily, if you recall what I look like. It would not be hard for someone who looked like me, who lived like me, to get a hundred dates from a hundred different desirable men. But I had let the shitbag husband kill that part of me, to an extent. I knew he was out there banging his secretary (probably on his boat, having the time of his life, ugh), so I wanted nothing more than to get another man on top of me as soon as I could. But nobody, no matter how fit, handsome, or rich, was sparking me. Nobody could spark my interest.

Nobody, that is, except for Braxton Turner.

Braxton was my youngest son’s best friend, our next-door neighbor conveniently, the two of them teammates on their college swim team. They were college sophomores, God help me. It’s funny how little jumps in time make all the difference. Forty-five years old felt a lot older to me than forty-four; it felt like a chasm of difference. If Braxton had at least been a college junior, I could have more easily justified myself. Had he been at least of the age to legally drink, I could have more easily said ‘the hell with all your judgment.’ But he was neither of those things. He was twenty years old, and a college sophomore. Nearly still of the age when he would say the number ‘and a half.’ Probably had a fake ID.

He was born the year I got married. He was the same age as my son. His parents were about my age. His mother was actually younger than me! 

Dear God, what was I thinking?

I know exactly what I was thinking. He was beautiful.

He was like a man sculpted from marble, a living statue, cut from stone, but alive with the breath and warmth of a New England hearth. His features were cut with the precision of the classical masters, a jawline that could weather a hurricane, eyes the color of a storm-tossed sea, blue-grey, watchful, powerful. His brown hair was always just a little charmingly messy, looking perfectly coiffed like a movie character, though I was certain he spent no time at all on it, on staring at his beauty in the mirror. He wore clothes that accentuated his beautiful, perfect body, but not in an ostentatious, look-at-me way; rather they simply reflected his quiet confidence and grace. He spoke with a maturity well beyond his years, more sincere than most young men his age, reflecting the kind of nobility that would have marked him out for royalty in past centuries. He was kind and wise and compassionate and smart and, in short, everything I’d ever wanted in a man. It was not my fault he was born twenty years too late.

Listen, you can judge me all you want. I guess I am glad I have told you all this, because I only just realized that if you want to judge me, I just don’t care. Braxton was an adult. I was an adult. We had only known each other as adults. We both consented. It’s that simple. I looked goddamned good for my age, he got what he wanted from me, I got what I wanted from him, we both got all we wanted from each other. What could be wrong with that?

Anyway. Enough prologue. Let’s get to what happened. The events in question. Just the facts, ma’am.

The first time Braxton ever came over to the house, he had pulled his pectoral muscle in a swim meet. Jimmy had suggested he come over to use our backyard sauna to improve his recuperation, and Braxton had accepted. Jimmy was supposed to be home that day, but he ended up having to work. Braxton tried to cancel, but Jimmy insisted that it was fine that he come over and use it while it was just me in the house.

Our little private Eden was tucked behind our beautiful ivy-draped home, lush, serene, steeped in quiet opulence. The mosaic-tiled swimming pool gleamed in the morning sun, its azure reflections dancing on the surrounding mahogany deck, bordered by tall cypress trees that provided shade and, more importantly, privacy. The hot tub was nestled beneath a pergola of climbing jasmine, releasing tendrils of steam into the air. The sauna was set slightly apart, nestled in a secluded corner and flanked by ornamental grasses and river stones, its stained cedarwood walls exuding a clean earthy scent that mingled with the eucalyptus on the breeze. A plume of warmth drifted lazily from the chimney. Braxton was suitably impressed when I showed him to the backyard.

“Wow,” he said.

I only smiled modestly. I was dressed in a tank top and jean shorts, and I definitely noticed the appreciative up-and-down gaze (he thought he was sneaky, but I definitely wasn’t born yesterday) Braxton had given me when he’d come in the front door. He was wearing a tank top as well, and swim shorts on the bottom. His perfectly tanned, muscular arms and shoulders were looking positively lickable in the morning sunlight. I wanted to lick them. Somehow, I refrained.

“Go ahead and hop in,” I said. “Feel free to swim or use the hot tub if you want, but the sauna is over there in the corner. I would start there if I were you. The heat controls are pretty self-explanatory. Just give me a holler if you need anything.”

“Thank you so much, Mrs. Johnston,” that beautiful man said.

Mrs. Johnston. Ugh.

“Call me Lisa,” I said, still smiling at him. He was easy to smile at. It was easy to smile, knowing there was somebody as beautiful as him in the world. “And make yourself at home.”

“Thank you again, Mrs... Lisa,” Braxton corrected himself. “Seriously, I can’t thank you enough.”

“No problem,” I said. “Just enjoy yourself. Go hop in!”

And I shut the sliding glass door behind me, and then the blinds, leaving them open long enough to watch that beautiful young man take his shirt off. His back, like the rest of him, was perfect. Perfectly tanned and lithely muscular, flexing in the sun as he walked. His ass looked unbelievable in the board shorts he was wearing. He turned towards me once before stepping into the sauna, not looking at me, just happening to face back towards me, and for an instant I caught a glimpse of the outline of his cock against his board shorts.

That did it for me. I closed the blinds and went upstairs.

I didn’t even bother shutting my bedroom door; I didn’t have time for all that. Jimmy wouldn’t be home for hours, and the rest of the family was at college states away or presently shacked up with their twenty-two-year-old mistress, so I had the place to myself. I got through the door of my bedroom, and it was jean shorts off and discarded on the floor in one step, panties off and discarded on the floor in the next step, and onto the bed, right hand between my legs. My pussy was already dripping. I was already imagining that gorgeous young man, and how his cock would look.

As I lay on the bed, I brought my other hand up under my tank top to play with my tits, massaging and squeezing and caressing, rubbing my hard nipples with my thumb, pinching and pulling. I imagined it was his fingers there, then his tongue and teeth. “Braxton,” I moaned as I rubbed my pussy. “Oh, Braxton...”

God, I loved how his name sounded on my lips. It tasted delicious in my mouth, that name.

My clit was already aching and swollen. It took no time at all. Within moments I was coming, moaning, arching my back off the bed, imagining him. Him on top of me. Him inside me. My body shook and trembled, my muscles contracting in orgasmic bliss, my mind a blank slate of pure pleasure.

When it was over, I lay there for a moment, catching my breath. Pondering my next move, I guess. I had orgasmed in about fourteen seconds, but I was still horny as hell. I ought to have gotten up and got dressed. There was always a chance, however slim, that the useless husband could find an excuse to drop by, or one of the two older kids could come home and surprise me, or Jimmy could get off work early, or Braxton could come inside to use the bathroom... if if if if if. If to the infinite power. There were countless reasons on top of reasons for me to come to my senses, get up and be respectable. 

There was one, gigantic, glaring, absurdly sexy reason for me to throw caution to the wind.

Braxton Turner was in my sauna.

I think I mentioned earlier; I am on the higher end of horniness, hornier than most people. If I was going to deal with the horniness I was feeling in any meaningful way by myself, I was going to have to break out the big guns.

Still naked from the waist down, I jumped up and went to my dresser. I bent over, enjoying the feeling of the air conditioning on my briefly-exposed asshole, pussy, and wet thighs, and opened the bottom drawer where I kept only ratty old sleeping clothes, the kind of stuff you’d clean or move in.

Or at least, that’s what it appeared was all I kept back there.

Throwing a few piles of old t-shirts out of the way, I got what I’d come for: the pounder dragon, my largest, and by far my favorite, dildo. Thirteen inches long, lifelike, with a vibrating feature and a little compartment for fake cum if you wanted. Thankfully, I always kept it loaded.

With a grin on my face, and a fire burning between my legs, I headed back to the bed, dildo in one hand and lube in the other.

“Jesus Christ, Braxton Turner,” I said breathily. I was talking to... myself? Braxton? The walls? I don’t know. I guess I was talking to him as if he was there. “You’re going to be the death of me. Making me feel things I haven’t felt in decades.” I had never yet laid a finger on him, nor he on me, and yet that statement was true. “You have no idea how much I want you, how badly I need you. You’ve barely been in the house an hour and here I am, completely undone, naked from the waist down, playing with myself.”

I squirted some lube on the dildo, and rubbed it up and down. The cold slickness on my hands sent a shiver through me, made my nipples grow harder. I couldn’t help but imagine it was his cock, and not the toy.

“I wish you could see me, Braxton. You would love it.”

I lay back on the bed, spread my legs, and rubbed the tip of the dildo around my sopping pussy. I was absolutely dripping wet, and it wasn’t from the lube. I could have taken a twelve-inch cock right then, and still had room for more.

“I want to tell you how much I want you, Braxton. But I won’t. That would be inappropriate, wouldn’t it?”

The tip of the dildo slid inside me, and I moaned. I let my eyelids flutter closed, and imagined it was him.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Oh, fuck, Braxton. Goddamn, that feels so good.”

I started moving the dildo in and out. It was huge, and felt absolutely amazing.

“Braxton,” I gasped. “Oh, Braxton, I want you so bad. I want to suck your cock. I want you to fuck me.”

The fantasy was becoming more real. Braxton was here. Braxton was fucking me. He was looking down at me, those beautiful blue-grey eyes filled with lust, his sculpted body glistening with sweat, his thick, pulsing cock thrusting deep into my needy pussy.

He wasn’t really there. But he was close to me, just a few hundred feet away. I hoped he knew what he was doing to me. I hoped he knew how badly I needed him. I hoped he was jerking off in my sauna, thinking about me, in the same moment that I was getting off thinking about him.

“Braxton,” I said, as loudly as I dared. “Oh, fuck, Braxton...”

It was so wrong. It was so hot. It was so wrong.

My fantasies became more real. It was like watching a movie, a movie about us. He was there, on top of me, in the bedroom. His cock was pounding into me, his mouth was on mine, his hands were holding me, and we were fucking, just fucking.

“Braxton,” I whimpered, as I started to orgasm. “Oh, yes... yes, Braxton, oh fuck...”

My muscles convulsed around the dildo as it fucked me. My eyes rolled back in my head. My mind was a white blank, filled with a single thought.

“Oh, Braxton, you’re gonna make me cum,” I gasped. “Braxton, you’re gonna make me cuuuum...”

The orgasm that hit me was like a hurricane. My back arched, and my whole body shook. I writhed on the bed, moaning and groaning, biting my lip, trying not to scream.

“Braxton, Braxton, Braxton,” I panted.

And then it was over.

I felt as though I’d gone completely mad. I had more enjoyed pleasuring myself to the thought of Braxton Turner than I’d enjoyed any sex with my husband in years.

For only the briefest moment, I considered going down to the sauna and inviting Braxton inside.

But I did not. I don’t know if you would say my nerve failed me, or if I came to my senses. But, whatever it was, rather than invite the young Mister Turner inside for a morning delight—and then assuredly an afternoon delight, and an evening delight, for the Braxton Turner in my fantasy was an absolute stallion—I simply got myself dressed, and went back downstairs to have some coffee and wait for Braxton to finish in the sauna.

Only a short while later, he did finish. I heard a soft knocking on the sliding glass door, and I went to open it, finding the beautiful object of my affection, sweaty and flushed, wearing his shirt again, to my chagrin. “Feel better?” I asked him.

“God yes,” Braxton said, as he stepped inside. “That thing is amazing... Could I come back next week, and use it again? Same time?”

I smiled brightly, trying not to seem too excited. “Absolutely,” I said. “Our casa, su casa.”

“Great,” he said, returning my smile with a smile worthy of the gods themselves. “I’ll see you then.”

And he left. I had missed one opportunity, but I was utterly delighted that there may be another.

––––––––
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HAD I ALREADY DECIDED to advance things in the week before Braxton came over again?

I honestly don’t know. To this day, I don’t know.

Whatever the case, right on time, Braxton Turner showed up at my door again the next week.

He was dressed again in board shorts—shorter this time, and a bit tighter, and I had to wonder if that was intentional—and a tank top that was made for easy removal. His was a body that was made to be on display, and his beach-worthy attire certainly accomplished that worthy goal. It was all I could do to not salivate the moment I laid eyes on him.

“Hey, Mrs. Johnston,” he said, cheerfully and casually. “Sorry. Lisa. Did you- Did you remember you told me I could come over and use the sauna today...?”

“Yes! Yes, come in,” I exclaimed, almost laughing aloud at how eager I sounded. Did I remember? Have I had it marked on my mental calendar from the moment we made the plan? Have I been counting down the seconds? “Yes, of course Braxton. Welcome. Come on in. Sauna is right where you left it.”

He chuckled at my bad joke (even his chuckle was charming) and stepped inside, heading straight for the backyard. “Thank you so much again, Lisa,” he said. “It really helped me this week, you have no idea. They told me months on my pec injury, but thanks to you and your miracle sauna, it feels like it’s gonna be weeks.”

The words were coming out of my mouth before I even knew what was happening. “Well maybe you should come over more often then,” I said. “Maybe three times a week.”

“Seriously? Wow, thank you!” We stood there facing each other a moment, and for just a nanosecond it felt like we were about to kiss.

Then he seemed to remember himself, and let himself out the sliding glass backdoor, smiling back at me before carefully closing it behind him.

I exhaled. Good God, I had almost forgotten how beautiful he was in the week that I didn’t see him.

This can go one of two ways. The way I want and the way that it probably should.

...You’re still pretending you have any choice in the matter, aren’t you?

That was all a conversation I was having with myself, if you were wondering.

As I saw him through the kitchen window taking off his shirt and stepping into the sauna, I made my decision.

I went upstairs and changed.

Braxton seemed surprised when I stuck my head inside the door of the sauna, which I had opened just a crack, enough to peek my head inside. His eyes had been closed, and he opened them lazily, as if he’d been dozing. Then he was startled when he realized it was me. The poor thing looked like he thought he had done something wrong.

“Mind if I join you?” I didn’t even try to keep the flirtatious tone out of my voice. “My shoulders have been killing me lately. I’ve been meaning to get out here and use it, but... I don’t know, it’s just better with a buddy.”

“Sure, Mrs.- I mean, of course, Lisa,” he said. “Come on in.”

I opened the door the rest of the way, and stepped inside. Braxton’s eyes went wide. I don’t know what he had been expecting me to be wearing, but evidently it had not been the sexiest, skimpiest bikini I owned. It was pastel pink, a color that suggested sex if ever there was one. And I looked fucking fantastic in it. If I was him, I would have ogled me even worse. Braxton Turner demonstrated a fair bit of restraint in not just openly staring at me with his mouth hanging open.

Settling in on the bench across from Braxton, I demurely crossed my legs and stretched my arms, fully aware of how the gesture put my tits on perfectly lovely display for him. “Oh my,” I breathed. “I’d forgotten how good it felt in here. I have got to come out here more often.”

Braxton said nothing. He was doing his damndest not to simply stare at me. I absolutely adored the effect I was having on him.

We talked for a while about... whatever. Nothing and everything. Usual small talk. I pointedly avoided discussions of things that would highlight our age difference, like talk of his parents or my kids or whatever. I didn’t want to stray into that territory, for obvious reasons. Again, I don’t care about anyone’s judgement, and we were two legally consenting adults, but there was no reason to make it weird on purpose.

Only seconds after I arrived, his shorts had begun tenting as his cock got hard. I absolutely loved that I was having that effect on him, and I let him know by glancing down now and then and smiling. At first he tried to hide it, but eventually he was simply too hard and no amount of crossing his legs or turning to the side would hide his raging nine-inch erection.

I felt myself getting progressively hornier the longer he sat there, his beautiful rock-hard cock just mere feet from me, just behind a couple of layers of fabric. I felt my skin starting to flush a bit, my breathing starting to quicken and deepen. We continued on with our small talk, though both of our voices had gradually acquired a different character, taking on that milky, thick tone that tended to come on when the energy had abruptly turned sexual.

And, finally, I could take it no more.

“You know,” I said, my tone becoming sultry and sexy without any intention from me. “You should probably go ahead and take care of that.”

“Take care of what?” he asked, as if he didn’t know.

“That massive hard-on you’ve got going,” I said. “It seems painful. You should just go ahead and relieve yourself, get some of the tension out. Go on. Don’t be shy.”

“I, uh, don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said.

“Braxton, come on,” I admonished. “We’re all adults here. You look like you need some relief, badly. What kind of a host would I be if I kept you from it? So, you know... just go ahead and... whip it out and take care of yourself. Like I said last week... make yourself at home.”

His gorgeous lips parted as he began breathing heavily. His chest rose and fell, his sculpted shoulders tensing, the veins on his arms and hands pulsing slightly. It was as though my words had unlocked something inside him, something that had been held at bay until now.

He reached for the waistband of his shorts and, without breaking eye contact, pulled them down, his enormous cock springing out. God, was it beautiful. It was all I could do to keep from just reaching over and taking care of it for him. The sauna was built for four, with two benches facing each other, so he was within arm’s reach. Somehow, I refrained. All in due time, I told myself.

Braxton wrapped his hand around the shaft and started stroking. He moaned, a sound that I was sure I had never heard anything sexier.

“Fuck, Lisa,” he said. “You are so sexy.”

“Thank you,” I breathed, unable to keep the incredible pleasure from my voice. “Braxton, you have no idea how hot you look right now. Jesus Christ, what a beautiful cock... keep going...”

His hand was flying up and down his thick, hard shaft, his muscles contracting, his abs clenching and unclenching. “Fuck, Lisa, you have no idea. No idea how long I’ve wanted you. Since the moment I first saw you. The first time I ever came over with Jimmy...”

Braxton stopped himself there. I think even he did not want to think about the fact that he was a friend of my son’s, the same age as my son, that his parents were my age. We both knew all those facts, but we didn’t need to have them front and center. It may not have quite ruined the moment, but it wouldn’t have helped.

“Me too, baby,” I moaned, letting a hand drift down between my legs. But I stopped myself. I desperately wanted to join him in masturbating, touch ourselves while we admired each other... but I refrained. This moment was about him.

“Keep going, honey,” I cooed. “Oh fuck, you’re so gorgeous. Keep going. Don’t stop. Fuck, your cock is so beautiful.”

He moaned. He was close. His hand was a blur on his cock.

“That’s it,” I said. “I want you to cum, Braxton. Do it. Cum for me.”

“Where do you want me to finish?” Braxton’s words came out in gasps, his hand a blur on his cock. I was impressed by how long his fuse was for such a young man, but I suppose I ought to have guessed. He was a stallion in the fantasy in my mind, and he was evidently a stallion in real life.
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