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Chapter 1: Silent Sex
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Suzy, 50, has finally left her husband and lives alone with her son. She meets up with her former lover for a quiet fuck!

Remember, I met Leonard just before the first lockdown and shared some of my sensual "remote" adventures with you. Then came the long-awaited liberation in May, opening the door to reunions and new steamy experiences!

The weeks passed, and we enjoyed the summer and the sun warming our bodies. Swimming offered so many opportunities for touching beneath the surface of the water, to the rhythm of the invigorating energy of the waves, and the long, warm evenings left no room for the idea of another new wave, this time an epidemic and much less pleasant than the one that had swept through our lives as winter approached.

No, this time there would be no question of staying apart; it was unimaginable to go without each other for weeks on end! As soon as the curfew was announced, we had to get organized and adapt to preserve our mental and sexual health...

I finally left my husband! I moved into a small temporary apartment with my eleven-year-old son, who is now oscillating between childhood and adolescence. He is independent and intelligent enough to appreciate a certain calm in this newly single-parent household, but not necessarily ready to share his beloved and newly smiling mother again.

In any case, I didn't want to impose a new partner on my son, and my adventures had to take place outside the home and remain secret. The thrill of these secretive encounters was not entirely unwelcome.

And then that damn curfew came along and disrupted everything!

That afternoon, I had planned a sensual moment with Leonard at my place. I don't necessarily like sex on demand, but as you can imagine, we had little choice.

We talked and cuddled in an increasingly relaxed atmosphere that led to a complete loss of track of time. It was totally liberating and... compromising. Caught up in the moment, 6 PM rolled around and my son sent me a text message saying, "I know my way home, I'm leaving school now!"

"Heavens! My son!" I could have cried out, caught up in a Vaudeville of "Covid times" where the child had taken on the role of the cuckolded husband who comes home by surprise!

Leonard and I looked at each other and burst out laughing, him still inside me, his eyes wide at the sight of his orgasm evaporating, and we rushed to gather our clothes scattered around the house. We had to act fast, regain our composure, and improvise a plausible scenario.

The rest, as you can imagine, was not without its comical moments (Leonard giving me meaningful looks), but we managed to get through it without too much trouble.

After a dinner punctuated by laughter and exchanged winks, the pre-teen, who didn't seem all that surprised, slipped away to his loft without asking any more questions. Leonard was a friend, it was past curfew, so it was normal for him to sleep over.

The idea, bordering on serendipity, popped into both our heads at the same time. There was no question of going without sex that night, we just had to "turn off the sound." After the vaudeville, it was back to silent movies! The opportunity to play out a new scenario was too good to pass up.

The need for discretion already set our desire in motion, if I may say so, stop! We had to find the necessary tricks and accessories as quickly as possible... The "Silence, we're fucking" challenge was on!

The first and most important action to be taken urgently was to slip T-shirts between the crib and the wall. Leonard is athletic and he likes to, how shall I put it, give of himself, if you know what I mean. The neighbors haven't complained yet, but such loud rhythms coming from his mother's bedroom would only alert my son and make him come down immediately to see what was going on.

We then dimmed the lights. I don't know about you, but a subdued atmosphere is less conducive to shouting and creates a cocoon in which one feels like whispering.

Leonard then locked the door, turning the metal rod with great care in the bolt so as not to wake his son's eagle ears.

There we were! I laid my lover down on the bed and gave him an almost silent striptease. I slipped a wireless earpiece into my ear, gave him the second one, and, to the rhythm of "Earned It" by The Weekend, I undressed, swaying sensually. It was funny, this dichotomy between my free ear, which allowed outside noises to reach my brain, and the one filled with music, which overwhelmed me with sensuality as my clothes fell to the floor.

Of course, in our haste to get dressed again, I hadn't put on my bra or panties, let alone my stockings! My nakedness came very quickly as Leonard pulled from his open fly a manhood already full of promise and in search of the excitement that had been stolen from him that very afternoon! I don't know if I've told you, but I'm one of those women who love a man's sex, both aesthetically and sexually. I love beautiful cocks, and Leonard has one that I particularly appreciate. Long without being excessive, with a wide shaft, it offers penetrations that build to a crescendo, filling my cave progressively and lodging itself ideally inside me, whatever opening we suggest together, and yes, I am among the percentage of women who love both fellatio and sodomy!

Seeing Leonard masturbate lasciviously in front of my seductive undulations excited me to the highest degree. I couldn't take it anymore, I moved towards him on all fours, like a cat in heat, my eyes going from his cock to his increasingly clouded gaze.

But then, the second obstacle we hadn't anticipated: the creaking of the bed frame! We burst out laughing, anticipating that if the squeaking was already audible when we moved on it, a wild dance would set off all the alarms. In no time at all, the mattress was on the floor, no more problem with bars banging on the wall or springs squeaking!

I took the opportunity to kneel on our new arrangement and finish unfastening Leonard's belt to undress him as well. How I love his V-shaped body and narrow pelvis that shows off his penis to its best advantage. I caressed his balls, which were as round as a beautiful peach, and kissed his sensitive shaft before engulfing his hard member in one go, deeply, to surprise him. He knows I love to suck him off, such a sweet shared treat, so he congratulated himself on having managed to stifle a slight cry of surprise and pleasure mixed together in time. He put his hand over his mouth in a desperate reflex while I kept his penis in my mouth without moving, my ear alert. Nothing. The blowjob could resume. I began to slide my lips over this wonderful offering, coating it with more and more warm saliva to increase its sensitivity, teasing the frenulum, sucking on the glans, then releasing my grip to better swallow his two fruits, jealous with pleasure.

The house was old, and we could hear the creaking of the floorboards and ancient beams. Even our breathing was suspended by the soundproofing that now surrounded us. Leonard, who likes to give me a few nice slaps on the ass while I suck him off, refrained from delivering his stimulating spankings. As a substitute, he ran his hands over my fleshy globes while letting his fingers venture into the hollow of my cleft. An almost imperceptible "hummmmmm" reached my ears when he discovered my soaking wet pussy. As he often does, he moistened his fingers with this oily source before penetrating me twice over. His middle and ring fingers in my fertile cave, his little finger in my little hole, always ready to welcome these digital and sensual visits.

But soon it was his tongue that couldn't stay still. He tipped me onto my back, his eyes sparkling, and I spread my legs as wide as possible. I know he likes to see my sex offered up to his gaze and his passionate kisses.

From the very first touches, I felt that I was going to crack. I brought my hand to my mouth to bite my wrist, and I moaned, a little loudly. Leonard stopped abruptly and searched at the foot of the bed. He pulled my scarf out of the crumpled pile of our clothes and improvised a gag. Without rushing me, he moved toward me, held the fabric in front of my mouth, and I parted my lips slightly. The silk slowly slipped into the gap. He tied a double knot, being careful not to pull my hair, very carefully, then, quite naturally, slid down my body. He sucked on my erect nipples, nibbled them just the way I like, sprinkled my belly with soft kisses before returning to my burning source. I could feel my clitoris throbbing, demanding its due. With his dexterous tongue and languid fingers, he brought me to the brink of pleasure. Only to stop. Once, twice, I lost count, I was nothing but frustration between the gag of silence and the precipice of pleasure on the edge of which he kept me. I squeezed my thighs around his head so he couldn't escape, his knuckles, like a small army conquering pleasure, resumed their action, gaining ground, overcoming obstacles, and penetrating a territory that was far from hostile.

I know I'm not the only one who has to have sex in silence, but you have to admit that the situation was still comical! Sex without effusion is usually at home, as a couple. When you have a lover, isn't that right, ladies, it's to give yourself (and the other person) something else, things you don't necessarily do with your regular partner, and above all to enjoy yourself to the fullest without any inhibitions! In this case, we were in a hellish mix, my son on one side, my lover, an expert in "female pleasure," on the other, and me in the middle, silenced by my scarf and desperately wanting to scream out my orgasm, which I felt rising inexorably.

And I came all at once. Oh yes, God, I came, intensely, violently. Not being able to vocalize my pleasure forced me to internalize it, and my mind almost controlled it, savoring every moment of this crescendo a thousand times over, then the plateau of the piano forte and finally the aria of the ebb, like a symphony orchestra concluding a work in a peaceful whisper.

I opened my eyes again, my thighs trembling so much from the intensity of my climax. I looked at Leonard, crazy about his charming smile. He was licking his fingers, little lollipops covered in my juices. He then invited me to join him for another round of Kama Sutra-style lovemaking. Come on, be flexible! We settled into the lotus position, a kind of tight interlocking position with our legs crossed. The dance was gentle, I undulated my hips like a belly dancer, he contracted his perineum to give jolts of blood flow to his cock. It was delicious for me and I could see that it was the same for him. I contracted my vagina as much as possible. I am lucky to have always been rather tight, so I did everything I could to squeeze him firmly in my vice-like grip.
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