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PROLOGUE
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Every young man dreams of finding an older woman to teach him about sex. From the time a young man enters puberty, all he can think about is sex, and so it was with me. When I was young, I felt like a blind man driving a bus. So much energy, so much drive, yet with NO idea what I was supposed to be doing and no outlet for my energy. As the girls in school developed from silly lumps of clay into desirable sex goddesses, it left me with the front of my pants bulging at the most inconvenient of times. In class, my body seemed to know when it was my turn to stand and read aloud and, of course, that would be the moment for ‘Mr. Winky’ to suddenly get as hard as a tent pole. That would leave me standing with my free hand jammed tightly into my pocket. From the amount of female snickering I generated, apparently that lame attempt at cover was a total fail. And that was but one of the many circumstances when a youthful hard-on was NOT a good thing to have.

In the late 1950’s, there was really no source for information about sex available to a boy living in a rural area. There were the half-assed tales told by classmates, but those varied from the unbelievable to the absurd. Even I knew to discount them. If I managed to eavesdrop successfully, the stories told by older men carried more credibility, but they might as well have been tales of high adventure in foreign lands for all the good they did me. My father had died when I was very young so I did not even have him to talk with. About the only source I had for sexual information was my mother’s secret stash of erotic literature that provided me with stimulation leading to many a happy session of releasing my little swimmers.

Meeting Mrs. Easton was probably the greatest gift that God could ever give to a naive young man. By today’s standard she would probably be called a “sexual predator” or even a “pedophile”, but back then, she was God’s gift to young men who would otherwise not have known the pleasure of a woman’s body until they were old enough to own a Master Card. Rather than being shamed as she might be today, such a woman typically brought askance glances from others while being generally accepted as a type of ‘community service provider’; her service being to enable parents to avoid the awkward effort of explaining the ‘birds and bees’ to their young sons. Goodness knows that she certainly provided a valuable service to me.

Being a writer is a bit like being the captain of a submarine. You do everything in your power to be the best at what you do, but you are always ‘flying blind.’ Until the periscope is raised and it is possible to actually see where you are going, you cannot know if you are exactly where you want to be or if you are headed for the rocks. You, dear reader, are my periscope as you provide me with your input. If you enjoy my stories, let me know why. If you hate my stories, let me know why. You are the true pilots of my submarine.

Best wishes,

J. R. Shane

If you have questions or would like to submit your feelings, thoughts, or experiences, you can reach me at jrshane64@gmail.com.
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Chapter 1 - “You skate very well.” 
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Back in the late 1950’s there was not a lot to do for a young man who did not have a car. Mom had the only car we owned and she worked a lot. My bicycle was my primary means of transportation, and that got me around to visit friends and out to the local fishing holes to drown some night crawlers. Exploring the wooded areas around home provided many happy hours, usually while carrying my ancient single shot .22 rifle if I was in the mood to ‘plink’ some cans. Almost anywhere else required my mother to drive me, something she really was not all that wild about since she had precious little time between her job and housework. One of the trips that she would indulge me in was Friday and Saturday nights to the community roller skating rink about ten miles away. I had no problem making that trip on my bicycle during the day, but since the rink did not close until 10 PM, mom did not want me out on the road at night. If I could catch a ride with a neighbor, that was appreciated too. Our understanding was that I was to find my own way home with someone else, but if I could not find a ride, I was to call her. You could do that back then.

I had started skating when I was about five years old. As a gift, I had received a pair of the old-style clamp-on skates with steel wheels and a wrench that was used to adjust the skates. Of course I made the most of them, practicing a lot on our paved driveway, then later on the paved roads that ran through our village. By the time I was twelve, I was really quite capable at road skating, at least as much as you can be with clusters of cinders and fine gravel at random places.

The roller rink opened a few years after the public pool in the community park of a nearby town. Of course it was immediately a magnet for an enthusiastic young skater, and it was not long before my rented high-top, wooden wheel skates were replaced by my own pair. Shiny black and cleaned regularly, the original laces were soon replaced by white laces that were installed with an alternating lacing pattern that showed everyone just how ‘hip’ I was. My wheels were carefully lubricated and each axle adjusted so that they could swivel when I leaned into the turns. My skate set up had as many careful adjustments as a modern NASCAR competitor. I quickly became a terror, skating much too fast, weaving across the floor, and being generally annoying to older skaters. My actions occasionally got me removed from the floor, but they also got me noticed. I had no problem finding a girl who wanted to skate with me during the couples skates, and that was a far cry from my everyday experiences where the same girls only wanted to go out with boys who had cars. Skating was a lot of fun, but that fun ended at the door.

Among the regular specialty skates was one where couples would start off together. Then, when a floor monitor blew a whistle, the men were to leave their partner and advance to the next woman in line. At my age, that was an odd experience because it matched me up with girls my own age, little girls of elementary school age, and grown women who were considerably older than me. I always enjoyed the girls my own age and slightly older, but there was something special about the older women. They seemed to appreciate my skating ability and greeted me with a friendly smile. My ability also gave me the confidence to introduce myself to women I did not know. Usually they quickly became comfortable with me, again something I did not experience outside of the rink. That was how I met Mrs. Easton.

There were usually several husband and wife couples who came to the skating rink, making themselves obvious by displaying their couples dance skills. They would dominate the floor, swinging widely across the floor, slowly spinning to skate backwards, then around again. These were the prima donnas of the skating floor. Other than that, there were usually women who came on their own because they were single or because their husbands would not try to skate. For them, I was valued because they could safely skate with me without fearing that I would fall and drag them down. In contrast to my bursts of reckless speeding, I could also project my ‘mature young man’ image while skating with a partner. It was a nice feeling to simply swoop up to a woman, put my arm around her waist, take her hand in mine, and step off precisely in time with the music. Like a good dance partner, a good skating partner can be exciting also. Mrs. Easton was one of those. 

She was a regular at the rink, usually both Friday and Saturday nights. We had skated together a few times on that ‘drop back’ skate and I found her to be fun. In the relatively short time we skated together, there was hardly time for more than a quick, “Hello, how are you?” before we were off and skating. She was a short woman, about the same height as I was then. Some of the older women were taller than me and that was a bit intimidating. She was probably in her mid-fifties, ‘full bodied’ although not fat, with a generous bosom. Her hair was a mix of dark and grey, and she wore a perfume that really caught my attention. It was sweet and flowery, but it was attractive to me because none of the girls my age wore perfume. I liked being close to her, as much for that perfume as anything else. It did seem like she welcomed me with a big smile.

That Friday night had been like any other. They had called a ‘ladies’ choice’ skate and I was sitting on the bench waiting to be chosen. Usually one of the girls my age would come along and whisk me off to skate, so I was surprised when Mrs. Easton appeared before me holding out her hand. I stood up with a smile, taking her hand and joining her on the floor. We fell into the couples position and skated around the floor.

“We’ve not been introduced, I’m Sophia Easton.”

“It’s very nice to meet you Sophia, I’m Danny Miller.” She had a bit of an ‘old country’ accent that had largely been erased but refused to die.

“You skate very well.”

“Thank you, you do also.”

“It is difficult for me to find someone to skate with. I prefer to skate with an older man but you can see how few men my age there are here. I don’t care for the young men, they’re usually not very good, but I like skating with you.”

As we skated along, I learned that she lived in an old company town just off the main road about halfway to the village where I lived. I also stumbled headfirst into the fact that her husband had been killed in a mine accident about ten years ago when I asked her if her husband skated. The awkwardness of youth is not fun at times. We were still talking when the song ended and the ‘all skate’ started. Normally couples simply separate and go their own ways, but she continued to hold my hand.

“Would you come and sit with me for a while?”

That had never happened before and she caught me completely off guard. “Ah...yes, of course.”

We continued around the floor until we got to the exit side, and then toward the concession stand where we found seats away from much of the noise. There we continued to chat as she asked me questions about where I lived, about school, girlfriends, my family, and others. I got the impression that she was lonely and just enjoyed talking to someone. Having found myself in that same situation on occasion, I made no effort to break away.

As we talked, I saw a friend of mine at the concession stand. It was getting late and I needed to find a ride home.

“Mrs. Easton, I’m sorry but I have to catch that guy over there. I need to see if he will give me a ride home.”

As I was standing up she caught my arm. “Don’t worry about that. I can drive you home, it’s not far at all.”

“Are you sure? I don’t want you to go out of your way.”

She smiled, “It’s not out of my way, and I’ll be glad to drive you home.”

“Thank you, I appreciate it.”

She looked at her watch. “Would you mind if we left a few minutes early?”

“Not at all. It’s almost time already, would you like to leave now?”

“If you don’t mind, yes.”

We separated and went to the area where skaters stored their shoes, then we sat down and changed into shoes.

It is a funny feeling when you stand up in regular shoes after three hours of feeling the vibrations through your feet. Suddenly the floor is stable and your entire means of moving is different. Those first few steps are awkward until you again get used to solid footing. With jackets on and skates in hand I followed her out of the rink into the chilly night air. The roller rink was along the river and night usually brought a layer of fog over the land. It could be anything from a thin mist to a pea soup you could not see through. Thankfully the fog was thin that night. I followed her across the parking lot to her car. It was one of those bulbous 1950’s cars that tended to look alike. She had parked a distance from the nearest light and she fumbled getting her key into the door lock. With her skates secured behind the front seat, she reached over to unlock my door. I pulled the door open, flipping my side of the seat forward to put my skates behind the seat. Once I slid in and closed the door, she put the key in the ignition. I thought it was strange when she did not start the car. Instead she turned to me and smiled.

“Are you in a hurry?”

“No.”

“I thought we might talk for a few minutes and get better acquainted.”

That was so unexpected that I sat there looking like a deer in the headlights.

“Unless you need to get home?”

“No... I’m in no hurry.”

“Oh good.”

“So, do you have a girlfriend?”

“No, most of the girls my age only go out with boys who have cars.”

“That must get very frustrating for you.”

“Yes it is...very.”

“Have you ever been on a date with a girl?”

“Yes, a few times. I double dated with my neighbor, Kenny and his girl. We went to the drive-in movie.”

“Now that had to be fun.”

“Well, it kinda was. Kenny and his girl go steady so they started making out and stuff. I didn’t know what to do.”

“Did you make out with your date?”

“One girl, not at all, but one time I was with this girl who was a junior. We made out for almost the whole movie.”

“Did you like that?”

“Oh yea, it was great.”

“Did you have your arms around her?”

“Yea, and we were kissing a lot. She even stuck her tongue in my mouth.”

“Oh, she must have liked you.”

“I think she just liked making out. She never went out with me again.”

“Maybe you didn’t do something right.”

“I might not have. I try hard but I don’t know if I’m doing it right.”

“Making out is like skating, the more you do it, the better you get at it.”

“Yea, I suppose.”

“Scoot over next to me, show me what you were doing.” Again, I froze briefly and I knew my eyes were wide open. “Over here, come on, sit beside me.” She patted the seat.

I slid over next to her until our bodies touched.

“Now, put your arms around me like you did with her.”

It began to feel very awkward, but I did as she asked. She turned slightly and opened her arms as I wrapped her up. She pulled me tightly against her, our faces just inches apart.

“Now let’s see.” Suddenly her lips were on mine, working and twisting. Her perfume filled my nostrils and my head was spinning. Her lips were so soft and very skilled, unlike anything I had experienced. Then she slowed and our kiss broke.

“Was that what it was like?”

Her voice was soft and sensual. My mouth was suddenly dry and I struggled to make words.

“N-n-no, this is much better.”

She smiled at me before her lips again pressed to mine. Suddenly she completely engulfed me. Her soft lips worked against mine and I was conscious of her body pressing against mine. I could feel her soft breasts against me and her legs touching mine. Her perfume surrounded me and I was swept up. My cock got hard and pushed against my pants. My lips felt cold when she pulled back.

“So, how was that?” She smiled at me already knowing my answer.

“Oh God Mrs. Easton, that was amazing.”

“Then let’s try that tongue thing. Usually the boy waits until she opens her mouth, then his tongue reaches in to find hers. Don’t force or push in too far. You touch your tongues together and rub them, kind of like dancing. If you are both really into it, you can open your mouth and invite her tongue in. Are you ready to try?”

“Oh yea, sure.” I wished that I had a more mature response but my mind was spinning, my mouth was dry, and my cock was so hard that it threatened to pop through my jeans. 

Our lips pressed together again. This time I felt her mouth open and my tongue cautiously extended into her mouth. Immediately her mouth closed down and she began to suck on my tongue. It was startling, feeling like she would pull it out of my mouth, but as I relaxed, she let loose of me and I could feel our tongues rubbing together. Eventually I moved my tongue back and she followed me into my mouth. there we rubbed tongues some more.

It was immensely erotic for me. This was not some girl who was struggling to fill her training bra, this was a mature, full-bodied woman who REALLY knew what she was doing, and she was focused on ME. This was a masturbatory fantasy come to life and I struggled to believe that it was actually happening.

When our lips parted again, she smiled at me. “Goodness, you do learn fast. I wish we had more time but I have to get you home before your mother starts to worry.

I knew that she was right but it tore me apart to stop. “Can we do this again sometime, please?”

She stared at my pleading face as if I were a puppy begging for a biscuit. “I certainly hope so. I enjoy showing a young man the ways of love. In fact, some have referred to me as ‘Mrs. Cherry Popper.’” She laughed as her hand casually brushed the bulge at the front of my pants. “And it feels you enjoy being shown.”

Her touch was electric. I had never had a woman touch me there and just that slight touch sent a wave of pleasure through me. With a smile she turned away from me and turned the key. After a couple of growls, the engine sprang to life. With the headlights on she started out across the parking lot.

“You might want to deflate that thing before you face your mother.”

That actually scared me. I had no control over how my cock reacted to her, and I certainly had no way to cool the thing down. I could only hope that, without additional stimulation, it would settle down on its own.

As we drove along the road toward my home, my mind was running at top speed. “Will you be here tomorrow night?”

“Yes, I plan to, perhaps we can skate together.”

I did not know how to react to the game she was now playing. “Could we sit in the car...like we did tonight?”

“So you liked making out.”

“Yes, very much, and I want to do more.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Please, you have shown me so much already.”

She laughed, “My young love, you have a lot to learn yet.”

“Please teach me, please.” I would have knelt down and kissed her feet if we had not been in the car. She never answered, she simply smiled and kept driving. When we arrived at my home, she turned into a small alley near my house. She suddenly became stern. 

“Don’t tell your mother that I brought you home, and don’t you DARE tell your friends or anyone else about what we did. If I catch wind of you bragging to your buddies, this thing ends in a flash, do you understand?”

“Yes, of course. Will I see you tomorrow night?”

“Probably.” Again she smiled at me. “Don’t forget your skates.” 

I was so shaken up that I almost forgot them. I grabbed my skates and closed the door before dashing off to my house. I heard her car back out into the road and drive away. With my head still in the clouds, I dashed to the back door and into the house where my mother waited.

“So, how was skating?”

“Good mom, it was good.” She looked surprised when I dashed up to my room rather than joining her in front of the television as I usually did. I had an urgent reason to get somewhere where I could be by myself for a while.

****
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Newly relieved and wearing my pajamas I made my way back downstairs to finish out the evening with mom. She had a few more questions about the events of my evening that I answered skillfully, including the one about who brought me home. That one I answered with a blatant lie while I kept the conversation moving. I also had to control my thoughts to prevent my cock from suddenly getting hard and popping out of my pajamas like a prairie dog out of a borrow. I was actually grateful when she declared that it was time for bed.
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Chapter 2 - “Oh God Mrs. Easton!”
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I felt like the earth had stopped moving on Saturday. I was so completely caught up in nervous anticipation that mom finally asked me what was wrong with me. I dodged her question and went outside to escape her scrutiny. The events of Friday night kept playing through my head again and again, each time equipping me with a boner that pushed against my jeans.

Finally suppertime arrived followed by a bath, a splash of cologne, and a lot of hair grooming. That unusually high state of preparation caused mom to comment that I looked good, and to ask if I was meeting anyone special. I answered with a neutral reply about skating with girls and I did not want to smell bad. That brought out one of those ‘mom looks’ that makes you feel like she knows you are lying. Fortunately it was time to leave so I gathered my skates and we piled into the car.

It felt like a mile from the parking lot to the roller rink. I paid my fee and hurried inside, looking around to see if she was there. When she was not, I started to panic. What if she doesn’t come tonight? Oh damn! I’ve been waiting all day to see her. I sat down and put on my skates, immediately blasting out onto the floor. I had done several laps and spoken to some of my friends when suddenly I heard, “Hello Danny.”

I turned to see her almost beside me and slowed to let her catch up. “Hi Mrs. Easton.” I was so excited that I almost ran into some other skaters.

“Be careful, don’t cause a wreck.”

“I’m sorry, I was afraid you weren’t coming.”

“Saturday night is the big night here. You never know, I might meet a man.” She looked at me with a wry smile.

“If you do, he will be a very lucky man, and he better skate well.”

“True, I like men who skate well.” She moved away from me and skated off.

For most of the evening we stayed apart except for the couples skates. I had no idea exactly what was going on when I was fully prepared to be welded to her at the hip. Finally I got up the courage to ask her why it seemed like she was largely ignoring me.

“Would you want one of your friends or someone who knows your mother to tell her that we spent a great deal of the evening together? How would you answer your mother when she asks you about that?” There was that wry look again. “I thought not. You just go along as you always do and we’ll leave about twenty minutes before the end of skating. Is that all right with you?”

“Yes.”

“Watch for when I get ready to leave and you follow a few minutes behind. You know my car, you meet me there.”

“Yes, I will.”

“Good.” She smiled and off she went around the floor, leaving me to ponder what she had said. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that she was right. I was stupidly ready to follow her around like a puppy dog with his tongue hanging out, and I never thought of the potential side effect of starting gossip. I knew well that my mother had the ability to grill me until she extracted the truth and I had no desire to be subjected to that.

They had just called the ‘ladies choice’ and Mrs. Easton came along to sweep me onto the floor. “When this song ends, you skate one song into the all skate, then meet me at my car.”

“Yes.” I felt stupid but my senses were suddenly on fire and a clever reply had escaped me. The next couple of songs seemed to go on forever until finally the lights came up and the announcer called an ‘all skate.’ She squeezed my hand before separating and heading for the floor exit. My heart began to thump and my mind to swirl as I made my way around the floor. The first song ended and the next started leaving me in a state of wild excitement. I rushed from the floor and quickly changed shoes, bursting out the door into the misty night. Eagerly I made my way along the line of cars, beginning to think that I had missed hers, until I saw it near the end. I opened the door and put my skates behind the seat, before climbing in and closing the door. In my eagerness I slid across the seat with my arms open. She stopped me.

“What are you doing? Never lunge at me like that! Jesus it was like you were going to attack me!”

I was crushed and started to apologize. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.”

Now she seemed a bit uneasy. “You didn’t scare me, I just don’t like having someone come at me that way.”

“I am sorry, it won’t happen again.”

“Please don’t.” She sat quietly for a minute staring at me. Then she smiled, “Now, come here.” Her arms opened to me.

We wrapped up as my face moved cautiously toward her until our lips met. Finally! It felt like a year since I had last had her lips on mine, so soft and warm. It was like a drink of water after being so parched. I held her, taking in the scent of her perfume and relishing the feel of her body against mine. When our lips parted she smiled at me.

“Oh my, you are anxious to see me.”

“You were all I could think about, it’s been driving me crazy all day.” I knew she could hear the excitement in my voice. She was quiet for a moment.

“Tell me, did you get hard when you thought about me?” 

I was shocked by her very personal question. I finally figured that the truthful answer would be the best.

“Oh God yes. Every time I thought about you, I was hard again.”

She kissed my cheek and moved down to my neck before sliding up to my ear. “And when you got hard, did you jack off while thinking about me?”

I was again shocked by such a very personal question.

She kissed my neck again and moved back to my ear. “Did you baby? Did you jack off thinking about me?”

I could not lie. “Yes.” It was embarrassing but also exciting to tell her. I heard her chuckle as her lips kissed a trail back up my neck.

“How many times?” She paused briefly. “How many times did you jack off while thinking of me.”

Once more her words shocked me, but she asked me again. “Three times.”

“Three times. I find that very flattering. I’m glad I can excite you like that.” She moved back and began to open the buttons on her printed blouse. “Let’s see if we can give you something to jack off to during this coming week. I was surprised when she took my hand and guided it inside of her blouse. For the first time in my life, my hand was resting on a woman’s breast. My mouth fell open as I stared at her. Her eyes locked on to mine and she smiled.

“Do you like that? How does it feel?”

I could not speak, I sat stunned looking at her smiling face.

She crushed my hand against her chest. “It’s all right baby, go ahead, don’t be afraid.”

My hand closed around the full cup of her bra and I felt the softness contained within the heavily stitched cotton fiber. I had not even felt my cock get hard. It was not until it pushed painfully against the front of my pants that became aware of it.

“Go ahead sweetheart, do you like that?”

My mouth was impossibly dry. I tried to answer but only managed a croaky noise. It was then that she pushed my face against hers in a kiss. It was like some kind of a dream. There I was kissing a woman while my hand freely fondled her breast. I never knew that it could be like this.

She slowly moved her head back and our lips parted. “I can make this better for both of us.” Reaching down beside the seat, she released the latch and the seat slid back.

“There, now we have more room.” She pulled my hand out of her blouse and I watched as hers went inside. Her other hand joined it briefly before she pulled her blouse open and dipped into her bra to lift out the most beautiful full breast I had ever seen. Of course it was the only breast I had ever seen, but I was captivated by the bulbous round shape of it, capped by a nipple with a darker ring. She again guided my hand to it. I could not say a word. I moved forward until my lips were on hers. It was so serene. Her breast was so amazingly soft and smooth. I could not get enough. I was surprised when she began to breathe heavily as if she was enjoying my touch also. What a huge fantasy it was for me to think that I could excite this woman. She was almost gasping when she pulled our faces apart.

“Oh baby this is nice, but I need more from you.” I would have given or done anything she wished at this point. She lifted up her breast and offered it to my mouth. “Suck me Danny, suck me good.”
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