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“I keep ... thinking about you,” he said.  “In my dreams.”

I swallowed hard as the pieces fell into place.  If he was thinking about me and his cock was rock-hard ...

“What do you think about?”  I asked, and in my mind I saw another flash of that terrific dick of his.

“Fucking,” he said simply.  “Fucking you.”

I let go of his face and pretended to be shocked.

“I know, I know,” he said, propping himself up on an elbow, “it’s wrong.  I know that.”

“You mustn’t think those things, Cole,” I said, but as his body emerged from below the sheets I couldn’t help but cast a glance at those ripped muscles of his.

“I can’t help it,” he said.  “It just seems to come to me at night.”

I knew all too well.

“It’s like the ultimate fantasy,” he said, and a smile flashed across his face as he tried to imagine committing the act.  “To be with an older woman ... ”

“I’m forty-two, Cole,” I said, leaning over and putting a hand on his chest.  “We mustn’t.”

I felt the hair of his chest against my fingers as he sat back against the headrest.

“I don’t know how to stop,” he said, and he seemed genuinely concerned.

Between my legs I could feel my moist lips calling out for attention.  I became conflicted.

“You must fight the urges,” I said, rising up and putting my face close to his.  “We can’t give into them.”

He turned his head and stared into my eyes.  “We?”

I couldn’t hold his gaze.

“Mrs. Crawford?” he asked.  “What do you mean ‘we?’”

“I saw you,” I said, swallowing.  “Your door was open and I—I—I saw you.”

“Saw what?” Cole asked.

“Your ... cock, Cole,” I said, and I looked back to his face now.  “Your beautiful, stiff cock.”

Cole’s pupils grew fatter as I said the words.

“The covers were way down and I—I just looked in to check and there it was,” I stammered.  “I couldn’t help it.”

“It’s okay,” he said, and he leant his face over towards me.  He leaned in to kiss me, paused, and then touched his lips to mine.

Cole held them there and my eyes closed.  As they did I opened my mouth just a little and our lips entwined.  I felt his wet tongue creep through into my mouth and he rubbed it against my own.  My heartbeat increased ten-fold and my stomach twisted with nerves.

“Honey, this is so wrong,” I said, looking at him for an answer to all of this.

“Look,” he said, and he nodded downwards.

He pulled back the sheets and my eyes looked underneath at the hard, long cylinder that sat beneath his boxer-shorts.  I bit my lip and then marveled as he moved his briefs down, letting his huge cock roll over the waist.

“It’s hard because of you,” he said.
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Cole had been back the whole day and I couldn’t take my eyes off him.  He was such a sweet guy and I was proud to have helped him in a time of need.  He stayed with me just after his eighteenth birthday for a year or so before he got on his feet and left for a job out east.  I’d missed him ever since.

Not having someone to care for can really take its toll, but now that he’s back I’m making up for lost time.

All that day I’d doted on him, from making his breakfast to doing his laundry.  There was nothing I didn’t want to do for him—I just had no idea how far I was willing to go in my efforts to please him.

Cole’s room was just a little way down the hall from mine and it had hardly changed since he’d left.  It still had his little single-bed in and his old wrestling trophies that he’d left behind.  He was a trim, athletic figure with these bulging muscles.  Definitely easy on the eye.

We’d said goodnight to each other a few hours previous, but when I awoke at around two in the morning I knew it was going to be one of those nights.

I was restless.  I’d been so long without a man that it had started bleeding into my dreams.  I’d have the most vivid, erotic fantasies that I could ever imagine.  In my dreams I’d usually be way more adventurous and dirty than I would be in real life.

I’d never taken it in the ass in real life, but every other night I’d dream about taking some young stud in my tight knot.  My fantasies always involved a younger guy, for some reason.  It must have been a deep-rooted fetish of mine.  There was something about getting fucked by a young stud that couldn’t be beaten.  They’ve got much more energy and hopefully a greater staying power and if there was one thing I needed right now, it was a long, hard fucking.

Some nights I’d fantasize about being taken by several men and sometimes they’d wind up showering me in cum—both of which have never happened to me before.  It was like the real me was coming out in each fantasy and I’d started to regret living a life of such sexual repression.  I definitely should have experimented more.

I slapped my hands down on the duvet and switched on the bedside light, staring up at the ceiling and wondering why this kept happening to me.  I knew what the solution was, but how the hell was I going to find that young guy I was looking for?  They don’t just turn up at your door you know ...

I sighed and pushed back the sheets, looking down my body.  My big tits sat primed on my chest, their nipples stiff from the previous fantasy.  In this one I was on my knees and surrounded by stiff cocks, each of them being jerked close to my face.  I sucked each one in turn, waiting impatiently for them to explode all over me in a shower of cum that never came.

I tried to recall the fantasy, closing my eyes and sending a hand down my body and to my glistening slit that sat exposed beneath my pure-white night-gown.  It was wet when I touched it, ready for the big cock that I’d conjured up to slide inside me.

I parted the petals of my sex and tickled at the wetness, splaying it up my groove and nudging my swollen clit, but it was no good.

It was the reality that I needed now, not the fantasy.  Fantasies are fine when you don’t realize you’re dreaming.  I grabbed the empty glass from my bedside table and went to fill it up in the bathroom.

I moved out into the hall and switched on the light for the corridor, squinting and moving slowly along the carpet.

My eyes looked to Cole’s door and I smiled, happy to have him home again.  As I approached though I noticed it was wide open and then I started to hear the strangest of noises.

It was kind of like a low, animal-like moaning that startled me at first.  I rushed to the entrance to his room and peered in with my hands on the doorframe.

“Cole?” I called softly, staring into the darkness.

Again I heard the groan.  There was no mistaking it was coming from the bed.

“Cole?” I said again, and my eyes slowly started to adjust to the darkness.

I went to whisper his name again but this time I froze, amazed by the sight in front of me now.

Cole was fast asleep, but during his slumber he must have pushed the sheets off his body.  Now it seemed he was in the midst of his own dream-like fantasy and it was certainly having an effect on him.

I’d already stared at it too long.  It stretched up from between his legs, looking powerful and unblemished.  Something about the serene look on Cole’s face mixed with the powerful, hard dick that was on display seemed jarring.

It was my Cole alright—of that there was no mistake—but his cock looked like one straight out of my fantasy.  It could have been anyone’s.  I turned my head away and moved from the door, knowing that I could leave now and the whole thing would go no further.

I took one look back to the bed, staring at that huge cock of his as he let out another moan.  Part of me wanted to go over there and take care of him, but a bigger part of me knew how wrong that was.  I swallowed hard and continued along the hallway, taking a big gulp of water and staring at my reflection in the mirror.

“Get it together, Judy,” I said, pinching the bridge of my nose and taking another quick drink.  “He’s half your age.”

I walked back down the hallway now, which felt like a gauntlet of temptations.  All I had to do was walk through the door of Cole’s bedroom and help him with that erection of his.  Maybe he’d be grateful?

I couldn’t deny myself another glance as I walked past the open door.  My eyes were drawn straight to his forbidden length and when I arrived back at my bed it was all I could think of.

I turned off the light and closed my eyes, but that vision seemed implanted on my mind.  I could see it etched on the blackness of my eyelids.  It was sinful and sexy all at once and I wanted nothing more than to take it.

My fingers moved again to my pussy and I started to play, imagining taking Cole’s dick in my hand and having my wicked way with it.

It didn’t take me long to work myself into a frenzy.  I felt my clit stiffen beneath my finger tips and I worked over it faster, moaning long and loud as I felt the ecstasy burst from me.

I had no idea how loud I was being when I started to writhe in my bed, feeling the shuddering euphoria leave me in giant waves of bliss.

My eyes closed tight and I moaned upwards, jutting out my jaw and dining out on the taboo fantasy.

“Oh, Cole!” I shouted, surprising myself.  In my mind the whole thing was real.  The climax was powerful and washed over me in an amazing blanket, but behind it came a torrent of guilt.

My breathing calmed just as I heard the door creak.  I could sense something—or someone—and quickly my hand shot to the bedside light.  I turned it on and recoiled in shock as I saw Cole standing there.

“Mrs. Crawford,” he said, and I realized quickly that he now had on a pair of boxer-shorts.  “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” I said, then I saw Cole’s eyes dart downwards.

I realized to my shame that I was still exposed and I quickly moved my night-dress down to cover my modesty.

“Sorry,” I said, but Cole didn’t seem too concerned.

“I can’t sleep,” Cole confessed soon after, seeming unconcerned about glimpsing my wet, aching pussy.

“How come?” I asked, praying my face didn’t turn a deep red.

“Can I jump in with you?”

I was startled by the request but Cole had already moved around the bed and was preparing to slide under the sheets.  He must have known what I’d just been doing.

“Sure, honey,” I said, and when he pulled back the duvet and settled down I rolled over on my side and faced him.

“What’s wrong, sweetie,” I said, and I reached a hand out to play with his hair.

He looked deeply troubled.

“You can tell me,” I said, holding his face and staring into those brilliant azure eyes of his.

“I keep ... thinking about you,” he said.  “In my dreams.”

I swallowed hard as the pieces fell into place.  If he was thinking about me and his cock was rock-hard ...

“What do you think about?”  I asked, and in my mind I saw another flash of that terrific dick of his.

“Fucking,” he said simply.  “Fucking you.”

I let go of his face and pretended to be shocked.

“I know, I know,” he said, propping himself up on an elbow, “it’s wrong.  I know that.”

“You mustn’t think those things, Cole,” I said, but as his body emerged from below the sheets I couldn’t help but cast a glance at those ripped muscles of his.

“I can’t help it,” he said.  “It just seems to come to me at night.”

I knew all too well.

“It’s like the ultimate fantasy,” he said, and a smile flashed across his face as he tried to imagine committing the act.  “To be with an older woman ... ”

“I’m forty-two, Cole,” I said, leaning over and putting a hand on his chest.  “We mustn’t.”

I felt the hair of his chest against my fingers as he sat back against the headrest.

“I don’t know how to stop,” he said, and he seemed genuinely concerned.

Between my legs I could feel my moist lips calling out for attention.  I became conflicted.

“You must fight the urges,” I said, rising up and putting my face close to his.  “We can’t give into them.”

He turned his head and stared into my eyes.  “We?”

I couldn’t hold his gaze.

“Mrs. Crawford?” he asked.  “What do you mean ‘we?’”

“I saw you,” I said, swallowing.  “Your door was open and I—I—I saw you.”

“Saw what?” Cole asked.

“Your ... cock, Cole,” I said, and I looked back to his face now.  “Your beautiful, stiff cock.”

Cole’s pupils grew fatter as I said the words.

“The covers were way down and I—I just looked in to check and there it was,” I stammered.  “I couldn’t help it.”

“It’s okay,” he said, and he leant his face over towards me.  He leaned in to kiss me, paused, and then touched his lips to mine.

Cole held them there and my eyes closed.  As they did I opened my mouth just a little and our lips entwined.  I felt his wet tongue creep through into my mouth and he rubbed it against my own.  My heartbeat increased ten-fold and my stomach twisted with nerves.

“Honey, this is so wrong,” I said, looking at him for an answer to all of this.

“Look,” he said, and he nodded downwards.

He pulled back the sheets and my eyes looked underneath at the hard, long cylinder that sat beneath his boxer-shorts.  I bit my lip and then marveled as he moved his briefs down, letting his huge cock roll over the waist.

“It’s hard because of you,” he said.

My eyes were locked on it and I could feel my pussy aching to sheath it.

“It looks so good, Cole.”

“Touch it,” he said, pushing his boxer-shorts down over his ass and holding his thickness in his hand.  “Go ahead.”

My hand reached out slowly as I looked at the smooth, swollen head of his dick.  It looked beautiful and powerful all at once and I just knew it would give me everything I wanted and more.

“That’s right, Mrs. Crawford,” he whispered, and I could see his body becoming more and more tense as my hand closed in on him.

He let go of his cock as I approached and I took it from him, exhaling deeply along with him as I gripped it tight.

I stared down in disbelief, trying in vain to comprehend the gravity of the situation.  On my palm I could feel the beating of his heart as the blood pulsed into his length.

“Oh, Cole,” I whined, frustrated.

“It’s okay,,” he said, looking down his body and to the sinful union.

I started to pull up on him and then I pushed my hand back down, listening as he let out a soft groan.  It was the same kind of moan I’d heard from his room before and it started to melt my insides.

“That feels good,” he said, closing his eyes to my soft touch.  I ran my hand over him and shook my head.  I knew it was wrong but I’d already gone too far to come back.

Cole shuffled closer on the bed and put his face nearer to me.  My hand continued to play idly with his stiffness, but his next words were hard to ignore.

“Your pussy looked hot, Mrs. Crawford,” he said, and he kissed my lips as the words hit my ear.

“Is that what you want?” I asked, kissing his mouth.  “You want my pussy?”

Cole moved quickly now, rising up in the bed so that his cock hung over me.  He straddled my body and I adjusted, wondering what he had in store.

He dropped forward and I felt his cock begin to cajole the fabric of my light night dress.  His dick was merely inches from my slick flesh and I took a shuddering gulp.

He kissed me and I felt my hips start to writhe as he did so.  His hand was pushing up my dress and I felt it rise over the kempt hair of my pussy, but he didn’t touch it yet.  Instead his hand continued upwards and rested on my breast, giving it a playful squeeze as he breathed another kiss into me.

I moaned on his mouth and felt my nipple turn quickly stiff.  Cole squeezed again and I pushed my hips upwards, touching my hair against the sensitive, clean-cut cock of his.

His lips left me and he readjusted.  I looked down at his cock and watched as it approached, realizing now that he was walking himself up my body.

His cock swayed as it came into view, meandering left and right as it approached my face.  I knew full-well what he wanted me to do with it.

I gripped him as his shaft hovered above my big tits, pushing back over him and staring down the long barrel of his forbidden thickness.

“Is that for me?” I asked, taking a quick look up.

“Put me in your mouth,” he urged, looking down longingly.

I licked my lips, feeling a sense of power and control like never before.  My mouth opened and I gave him a quick jerk, then Cole leaned his hips forwards and drove himself into me.

He struck my lips and I closed my eyes, molding them around his girth and feeling it begin to fill my mouth.

He let out a satisfied moan and so did I.  It was one thing to touch his arousal with my hand, but to feel it in my mouth was a completely different level of eroticism.  I could only imagine that having him buried inside my pussy would be an even greater turn-on.

I started to surrender to my inhibitions as I sank him inside me, pushing my hand back over his thickness and taking each and every inch that I could manage.

I held his balls and sucked over him lovingly, in that kind of way that only an older woman can.  It was a special kind of tenderness.  I opened my eyes and looked up to see Cole looking down at me, watching his cock disappear through my lips.

He pulled himself out and I kept the clasp tight around him, rolling my lips over the bulbous crown before letting him leave me completely.

I beat his cock hard in front of my face, knowing that the rest of our time together was going to be inevitably sinful.  You don’t put a guy’s cock in your mouth and then stop there.

“I want you,” I said, beating my fist back and forth over him.

Cole strained and arched his head back, looking down quickly and breathing fast.

“I want you too, Mrs. Crawford,” he said, and he reached behind him to pull my night-dress up over my waist.

He leant back and felt out my pussy, touching the soft, sensitive flesh at the inside of my thigh before creeping inside and touching at the wetness.

It broke over his finger and I let out a whimper, opening my mouth and pushing him inside me again.  As he brought his hips forwards he hooked his finger inside me, pushing it through my swollen O and coating it in a film of my cum.

He brought his fingers around to my face and took his cock from my mouth, putting his glossed digits through my lips and letting me taste myself.

I sucked my juices off him with a satisfied smack of my lips, smiling up at him.

“I want you so bad, Cole,” I said, kissing at the head of his cock.

He moved his hand back and circled it over my stiff clit, making my whole body fall tense in an instant.

My hands slapped down on the duvet and I took a fistful of it in each one, grunting as he sent spasms of joy flashing through me.

He walked his way back down my body now, rocking his legs left and right until his big cock was hovering over my aching sex.

I looked down as he curled his hand over the head of his dick, preparing it to go inside me.  Instead he continued his descent, leaning forwards and smirking up at me as his destination became apparent.

I watched the bottom of his face disappear in between my legs and then I felt his hot breath as it raced over my wetness.

His eyes closed and his mouth opened.  Soon I felt the alien-like twisting of his tongue across my sensitive flesh and then he covered the whole thing with his mouth as he started to suck on my clit.

I let out a huge moan and felt the tremors of orgasm start to rumble inside me.

“Eat my pussy, Cole,” I mewled, putting a hand on his head and pushing him onto me.

He opened his mouth and sucked the flesh through his lips, covering all of me in his spit until it was hard to tell whether it was saliva or my own cum that was washing over me.

Cole’s hands came under my thighs now and he pulled me down the bed onto him, pushing his tongue inside me and kissing all over my wet folds.

I felt the orgasm approach quickly, building inside me until I could hold it back no longer.  My fantasies were all coming true at once and the reality hit home hard.

I tore at the duvet and pushed at Cole’s head at intervals, sucking in big gulps of air that caused my tits to rise and fall on my chest.

Cole reached up at the neckline of my night-gown, gripping each side and pulling down quickly.  I yelped as it tore open and I watched my tits fall out of it and be claimed quickly by his hand.  He thrust his face onto my pussy and sucked on my flesh, toying with my pearl until I was crying out for him.

“Oh, Cole!” I yelled, thrusting my hips up onto him.

His hands ran over my naked tits and bunched them together, teasing his fingers over the stiff nipples as his mouth went to work.

I felt myself begin to explode now and my pussy started to convulse wildly.  As my body rose and fell Cole stayed latched on, running his tongue over my stiff node and jostling each ounce of ecstasy from me.

He pulled his face off me now and rubbed my clit quickly with his fingers, watching my lips tremble as I came.

“That’s it, Mrs. Crawford,” he snarled, taking his cock and beating it fast as he watched me come.

I belonged to another planet in that moment, exploding with a joy that I don’t think I could ever recapture.

I threw an arm under my tits and held them on my chest, using the other hand to rub at my pussy and take charge from Cole.  I could scarcely stand his touch now without convulsing in wild pleasure.

“Oh, honey,” I said, opening my eyes and staring in disbelief at my darling boy.  “Where did you learn that?”

He walked himself up my body again and slipped his dick between my tits.  I was more than happy to rock them back and forth over his length and when the tip of his cock sprouted through my cleavage I sank it into my mouth and rolled my tongue around it.

“I want to fuck you, Mrs. Crawford,” he said, pushing through my tits.

I popped him from my mouth and stared up at him.  “You can fuck me, Cole,” I said.  “I want you to come now.”

“I’m close,” Cole said, and I could see by his tight balls that he was right.  “Where should I come?”

I thought for a second and then I saw another flash of a previous fantasy invade my mind.

“On my face,” I said quickly.  “I’d love for you to shoot your hot cum all over my face.”

I bit my lip as the sinful words flowed from me and I watched a smile blossom on Cole’s face as he heard them.

“Sounds good to me,” he said.

He put himself between my legs and I opened them wide to let him in, looking down over my torn gown and watching as he angled his cock towards my sticky O.

He pushed himself forward and I let out a huge moan as I felt his sinful cock start to press inside me.  It stretched me wide and was everything I’d come to imagine.  He was so stiff and swollen and to have him inside me like that seemed to cement the bond between us.

“You’re so wet,” he said, biting his bottom lip as he sent each and every inch inside me.

He pushed himself all the way home to the hilt and I let out a satisfied grunt as I felt his shaved hair strike my clit.

“You feel so good,” I said, looking up into his eyes.  “Now fuck me, Cole.”

I watched the smirk wash over his face as he accepted the challenge.

Slowly he pulled his cock out of me, making sure not to move too much of his body against me.  The only point of contact was his sinful cock to the hot lips of my pussy.  He held himself over me in a press-up position, and then quickly dropped and thrust that magnificent thickness back through my lips.

I rolled my eyes in satisfied disbelief, looking up at Cole and letting my brow furrow.

“Oh, yes, honey,” I nodded, and he did the same thing all over again.

It felt so good to be fucked hard like that and when he started to increase his pace I knew I was going to be sent straight to heaven.

My eyes rolled back and then he dropped on top of me, pressing his chest against my tits and pulling his arms around my back.

His hips thrust like pistons, sliding himself through my tight lips at a fast pace that only an athlete could muster.  I held on as best I could, hoping I could stave off my own orgasm and let him have his way with me.

His hard length breezed through my wet lips over and over and the ridges of his cock started to excite me as they ribbed through my slick channel.

“I’m getting close,” Cole said as he pushed himself into me.

“Oh, I want it,” I said, lunging my jaw up at him.  “I want you to come on my face, baby.”

Cole shook his head in disbelief and then found a higher gear.  The claps of our flesh rang out in the room and I let out a long, loud moan that I couldn’t hold in much longer.

“Come for me,” I said, over and over.  “Come for me!”

Cole thrust on with purpose, then suddenly he slipped from my lips and scrambled up towards my face.

He stared down at his glossed cock and I sat up to prepare myself for what he had to offer.

“Come on my face,” I said, sucking the tip of his cock as he shook it in his fist.

I reached a hand under his legs and curled it up to his asshole.  My fingers started to massage his sensitive knot and I watched his balls pull up to the hilt of his dick instantly and his whole body tense.

His mouth opened as wide as his eyes as I played with his asshole, gently massaging it.  I felt it twitch under my fingers and I knew he was close.  Very few men can deny how good that feels when their climax is imminent.

“That’s it,” I purred, knowing what I was doing to him.  “Come on my face.”

He gasped and looked down, watching as the first thick, plentiful rope burst from the head of his cock and flashed over my face.

I flinched and then embraced it.  “Oh yes,” I purred, and I started to rub it over my mouth.

“Oh fuck,” Cole gasped, working his fist back and forth and sending erratic ropes of cum lacing over me.

They criss-crossed on my face and splashed downwards, stringing from my chin and making their way onto my tits.

More and more hot cum pumped from the tip of his dick and I wondered what I’d let myself in for.  It burst from him over and over with a virulence only younger guys seemed to possess.  There was so much of it that it felt like I’d taken several loads at once.

Finally the last few drops jumped from the tip and I knew he was spent.  He pinched the end and let out a long groan, dropping to the bed as though he’d just finished a marathon.
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