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“Can you pull the tassel?” I asked him.

I could hear Charlie swallow over the waves.  I felt his hand come to my back and then I felt the tug of him arm.  The tassel unfastened and the bikini top went slack on my breasts.  They dropped a little way but still held up impressively.  I’d never known them look so good.

“Good boy,” I told him, walking away.

I let him continue to take photographs of me as I strode back out into the water, looking back over my shoulder at him.

Charlie was looking through the lens, but every now and then he’d look over it to behold the image with his own eyes.  Mostly I’d try to stare at the camera, but I couldn’t resist taking little looks down at the big bulge in his shorts.

My confidence had never been higher, and it was inexplicable unless, of course, you believed in the power of Bimbo Beach.  I was starting to.

I moved freely with my bikini-top undone, uncaring of my exposure.  Gradually it moved and soon it was completely off my tits.  Charlie was biting at his lip as he photographed me.

“Let’s take some of you, stud,” I said eventually.

I took off my bikini top completely and threw it towards my bag that sat in the sand.  Charlie handed me back the phone.

I took a moment to scroll through, admiring the image of the busty blonde that stared back.  I’d been inhibited as a brunette.  Suddenly I felt free.

“Where do you want me?” Charlie asked.

“I can think of a few places.”

He stood out in the surf, the sun shining on his back.  The water lapped around his ankles, and he posed.

“Flex those muscles,” I told him.

Reluctantly Charlie tensed his biceps and looked at the camera.

“That’s it,” I said slowly, feeling the heat arrive in my pussy.

As I photographed him, I felt the chill of the wind on my exposed breasts.  The nipples stiffened.  I continued to take snaps of him, getting down on one knee.  Eventually I was lay completely on my back and taking photos down along my flat stomach at him.

Charlie looked down at the lens, but he had to be looking at my crotch too.  The water was splashing up over my white bikini and there wasn’t much left to the imagination.

“You should take off those shorts too,” I told him eventually.

Charlie looked around.

“Come on,” I goaded.  “There’s no-one out here.  What are you afraid of?”

“I’m not afraid of anything,” he said.  “It’s just weird, isn’t it?”

“What’s weird?”

“Getting naked in front of you?”

“Nonsense!  Besides, you seemed pretty convinced I wasn’t me not that long ago.”

“I dunno ...”

“Is it because you’ve got an erection?” I teased, squinting up at him with a smirk.

Charlie double-taked and looked at me.  “I haven’t,” he countered.

“Doesn’t look like it from here.  Looks pretty fucking big from here.”

I took a few more snaps, zooming in on his shorts.

“Take them off,” I told him.  “I’d very much like to see what’s underneath.”

Charlie rolled his lip through his teeth and deliberated.  He took another look at my wet crotch.  I wondered if the garment had pulled in snug around my pussy.

“Please,” I asked.  “For me.”

Charlie took a deep breath and then unfastened the lace at the front of his shorts.
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I’d been cutting people’s hair for years now.  It didn’t pay great, but for a bored housewife it was a great way to get out and speak to people.  We’d talk about all kinds of things.  With my closer clients I’d talk about my husband Greg’s suspected infidelity, but today I was cutting his employee Jake’s hair, so that was kind of off-limits.

I was at a point in my failing marriage where I just wanted affection, and I didn’t care too much who I got it from.  It started to become clear to me that Greg wasn’t the guy to get it from, so I’d moved on to other targets.

I didn’t even want to cheat on him, necessarily.  I just wanted to be wanted, you know?  I had a lot of love to give and it felt like he wasn’t willing to receive it.  Shit, I was close to boiling point sexually.  I just wanted to get off one way or another.

What I did was completely irresponsible of me, don’t get me wrong, but now I just have to tell someone.  I’m just trying to make you understand the position I’d got myself in.  I can’t erase or excuse what I did, but at least let me try to justify it.

Jake was nineteen at the time and I knew just how guys his age thought and acted.  I’d had a brother growing up so all of this wasn’t lost on me.  I knew how important it was to release that tension every once in a while.

Jake was due his haircut and I’d set out a chair in the kitchen to give him his usual trim.  He came over straight from my husband’s work and he looked a little flustered on arrival.  Maybe something was on his mind.

“You okay?” I asked, showing him the chair.

“Uh-huh,” he said, hopping in.  I could see the thick barrel of cock in his pants immediately.  Naughty boy.  My husband had told me last year that he’d had to scald some of his employees because they were talking too freely about me.

“Wait here,” I told him, smirking.  “I’m just gonna change.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“I’ll be one minute, Jake.”

He sat in the chair as I left and went upstairs.  A devilish grin spread across my face.  If Jake had been thinking what I thought he had then it’d be fun to tease him a little.  I wasn’t planning on doing any more than that, I swear.  Things just ... got out of hand.

In my bedroom I put on a top that used to get my husband going.  It was this blouse with a plunging neckline that made it practically impossible not to look at my tits.  I’d worn it to a few dinners and garnered a lot of attention, and not just from guys.  My tits were my finest asset, so if they couldn’t get Greg going then he was a lost cause.  I just had to make-sure I still had it.  Jake was the test subject.

“That’s better,” I said, returning to the room.  I watched him do a double-take immediately and then avert his gaze.

“Jeez, Mrs. Rutherford,” he hushed.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

Jake looked down at his phone and I moved behind him to put the hair cloth over his head.  I fastened it on and smoothed over his shoulders, looking down past my cleavage and to the back of his neck.  He was a good looking kid.

“You want it like normal?” I asked.

“Please,” Jake said.

Apart from the initial reaction I didn’t get much of a peep from Jake, even when I was resting my big tits on his shoulder as I shaved around his ears.

He just swiped away on his phone, ignoring me just like his boss had started to.  At forty-six I wondered if anyone found me attractive anymore at all.

I began to snip at him quickly, impatient to finish his haircut now that my change of dress hadn’t had the desired effect.  I don’t really know what I was expecting in all honesty.  It’s not like he was gonna blurt out, “Nice tits, Mrs. Rutherford,” and then wait for his haircut.

When it came time to do the front of his hair though his demeanor changed drastically.  I moved around in front of him, giving him only one place to look.

“Put that phone down a second while I do your fringe,” I told him.  “I need you to face forward.”

I took the phone from him and set it on the side.  When I looked back Jake was once again staring.  He quickly looked to the side of me, staring off into the distance.

“Any plans tonight?” I asked, walking in close to him.

I heard him swallow.  “I don’t think so.”

“I bet my husband has,” I mused.

My tits hung right in front of him now.  I stalled and looked down, leaving my comb against his head.  I could see him breathing heavily and trying not to look.  In front of him hung two huge tits, hammocked in my blouse and begging to be released.  I wondered if Jake was man enough to do it.

“He won’t even touch me anymore,” I continued.

Jake swallowed again.

“It must be me.  Is it me, honey?”

Jake looked up.  “No, Mrs. Rutherford.”

“Am I old?  Am I passed it?”

“You’re not,” Jake said.  “At least we don’t think so.”

“We?”

“Uhh, the guys at work.  They kinda think you’re a MILF.”

Well, I wasn’t expecting that.  I gushed with pride and felt my eyes well.  I leaned in and gave him a kiss on the cheek, then I set his chin back forward and carried on cutting his fringe.  I don’t think he’d expected it.

I moved across in front of him, letting Jake stare at me all he wanted.  I figured it was a treat for him now that I’d got the answer I wanted from him.  ‘Stare all you like, honey,’ I thought.

“And here’s me thinking I couldn’t excite guys anymore.”

“You can,” Jake said.  “Trust me, you can.”

“Your friends been saying something?”

“We’ve got the internet, Mrs. Rutherford.  Plenty of women your age get up to plenty of stuff.”

“They’re all much prettier than me.”

“They’re really not,” Jake said.  “And besides, they’re never right in front of me.”

“Oh, so you like to watch it too?”

“I—no, I ... errr.”

I started to laugh.  “You’re not on trial, honey.  You can watch whatever you like.”

“I am,” Jake smirked, looking forwards.

I hummed and snipped at his fringe, shaking my tits in front of him like a temptress.  Jake shuffled in his chair and I took a step back.

“Comfortable?”

“Just ... adjusting,” he said.

I tried to hide my smirk and turned away, allowing him to shuffle himself around all he liked.  I turned back after a few seconds and moved back to finish the front of his hair.

“You’re looking better already,” I smiled.  “Nearly done.”

Jake moved beneath the hair-cloth that hung down off his shoulders.  He was steady and rhythmic and at first I didn’t pay it any attention.  It just didn’t dawn on me, you know.  I’d have had to be crazy to think it.

“That’s better,” I hushed, close to his ear.  My face was right in front of his.  I could see his lip tremble.

He stared down my top and wasn’t shy about it now.  The shifting beneath the cloth increased in pace.  The penny finally dropped.

“Are you ... okay, Jake?” I asked.

He stopped now and looked startled.  He straightened his back and fished beneath the cloth.  “I’m fine.”

I took a step forward and pulled back the cloth like I was a magician revealing their greatest trick.  Shit, I was revealing something alright.  Sat on Jake’s lap, poking out from his fly, was his erect, naked cock.  The tightness of his fly around it had caused the veins to bloom along his length.  He looked fucking incredible.

“Jake!” I cried, close to outright swooning.

“Sorry!” he cried.  “Sorry!  I got thinking about something earlier and I can’t get it out of my head, I’m sorry.”

“I knew it!”

He tried to hurry himself back into his pants.

“Stop there,” I told him.  “You can’t pull that out and put it away unsatisfied.  That’s blue balls, isn’t it?  Is that what you call it?”

Jake’s eyes bulged and he nodded slowly.

“Was I making you hard, Jake?”

He wore a look of shock as he stared across at me.

“You can be honest,” I told him.

He nodded subtly.

“Was it these?” I asked, looking down and pushing my tits up.

Jake’s cock bounced as he tensed.  He nodded again.

“My tits do it for you, do they?”

“They’re nice to look at.”

“That’s not what your boss thinks.”

“Then he’s an idiot.”

“We agree there.”

I walked towards Jake and around behind him.  I put my hands on his shoulders and looked down at his cock.

“Don’t stop on my account,” I told him.  “Please.”

“You want me to ...”

I pinched his shoulders.  “Keep jerking it for me.”

Jake’s hand moved to his thigh, but he didn’t yet take up his cock.

“Play for me and I might just have a treat for you too.”

I put my tits against the back of his head and rubbed down his shoulders to his chest.  Jake took a deep breath and his hand walked slowly down towards that thick, protruding barrel.

“Jerk it,” I hushed.

He gripped around it as I squeezed at his pecs.  His hand moved up it slowly and I watched the skin roll over it.  Jake was uncut, and there was something magical about watching someone jerk their uncut cock.

“There’s a good boy.”

I continued to rub at his shoulders and Jake continued to jerk.  His cock stood proudly as I watched mesmerized.  It was so surreal, but I didn’t want anything else in that moment.  I should have just stopped.  I shouldn’t have goaded him.  I shouldn’t have done what I did next.

“Keep jerking that for me,” I said, rounding him so I appeared before him.  “I told you I’d have a treat for you, didn’t I?”

Jake watched me as I pulled the blouse off my shoulders.  It slid down and then fell off my tits.  Jake took a breath and pumped faster over his cock.

“Like what you see?” I asked, folding my arms beneath them.

They sat on my forearms, bunched up and looking inviting.  Jake threw back his head and let out a stifled whimper.

“Are you close?”

His head dropped and he looked to me.  He nodded and jerked hard, working his hand all the way up and down along himself.

“Let me finish you,” I told him.

I crouched at his feet and Jake let go of his cock.  He watched on in disbelief.  I couldn’t quite believe what I was doing either, but the curiosity of sucking along that sleeved cock was something that I couldn’t quash.

“You gonna give that to me?” I asked.

Jake pointed it from the hilt in my direction.

“Here,” I said, taking him and getting comfortable on my knees.

I jerked him back and forth and sucked my breath through my clenched teeth as I watched his cock move under my control.

“That’s what I want.”

I could feel my pussy dampen as I worked over him.  I hadn’t had anything inside me in a long time.  Jake would be my first blowjob in almost a year.

“You want to be in my mouth, don’t you?”

Jake straightened up, breathed deep and nodded.

“I want you in my mouth too.  Maybe somewhere else.”

I let that thought linger as I opened my mouth over the crown of his cock.  I pushed down and teased my tongue around under his foreskin.  He was so fucking hard.  He had the virulence and arousal of youth on his side, and I wasn’t about to waste it.

I hummed contently as I dragged my mouth up off him.  I licked my lips and then looked up at him and smiled.  Jake didn’t return the smile.  He was too busy wearing a look of joyous shock.

“Look at you,” I hushed.

I stared at his cock and jerked slowly, watching the wet skin move.

“You’re getting me all worked up too.”

I rose on my knees and brought his cock close to my tits.  I jerked him between my cleavage, moving my tits slowly for him.  Jake finally reached forwards to touch them.

“Have them,” I told him.  “They’re yours too.”

He got more adventurous, leaning forwards and pinching at my nipples.  Finally, he spoke.

“I want to suck them,” he said.

I grinned.  “I bet you do.”

I let go of his cock and stood up, leaning against him and guiding my tits towards his head.  Jake rushed forwards to meet them, bunching my breast up towards his face and racing his mouth over the nipple.  It took it mere seconds to respond, turning bullet-stiff in his mouth.  Jake popped his wet mouth off the node over and over.

I put my head back and whined.  My panties started to feel wet with desire.  I hadn’t felt that in a while either.

“Oh, Jake, honey, you suck those so good.”

“I’m just returning the favor,” he shrugged.

I let him at my tits for a few moments, holding him against me like he was mine.  It felt as though I was watching him grow into a man before my eyes.

“Take off your pants,” he told me, getting more assertive.

Before I answered Jake had lifted his t-shirt up over his head and taken the hair-cloth with it.  He opened his fly fully and showed me the rest of his cock, pushing down his pants until I could make out those delicious balls of his too.

“Oh, honey,” I cried, staring.

“Take off your pants,” he said again.

“Yessir!”

I pulled my blouse up over my head and unfastened my pants.  I pushed them down over my big ass, leaving only my panties to cover my modesty.  Jake stood up from the chair and walked forwards with his cock pushing out from his pants and hanging out like a drawbridge.

I hopped from my jeans and then stood before him, vulnerable.  I moved in to kiss him and then felt his hand arrive at my crotch.

My mouth opened and I croaked a moan.  His fingers pushed against the mound of sensitive flesh, awakening my clit beneath.  I felt the wetness break through and hit the crotch of my panties.

Jake put his mouth on mine now and drove his tongue deep.  It shocked me at first, but not for long.  I kissed him back, deep and passionate.  I’d waited so long to be touched like this that I didn’t care who was doing the touching.  I blamed my husband.  I couldn’t carry the weight of the responsibility on my own.  I was about to fuck his employee, for God’s sake!  Or rather, he was about to fuck me.

Jake turned me around and led me to the chair by my arm.  He really started to take charge.  He pushed me forwards and I bent at the hips, gripping the back of the chair and arching my back.

Jake rubbed at my ass, then he took down his jeans and boxer-shorts and stood naked behind me.  I wasn’t sure what he was about to do, but I braced myself for anything.

“You like me like this?” I asked.

“I’ve got one improvement,” Jake said.  He sounded like a completely different guy.  It was as though my flirtatious ways had awakened something inside him.

“What’s that?”

Without answering Jake grabbed my panties and tore them down.  I heard the fabric rip, but I didn’t give a fuck.  I let out a whimper as he rushed them down my legs and I bared everything to him.

“That’s what I want,” he said, and he rubbed his fingers up along my sodden groove.  He spread the juices along my folds, finding my clit and teasing that too.

“Oh, Jake!” I moaned.

“I’m gonna fuck you, Mrs. Rutherford,” he said.  “I have to.”

“I want you, Jake.  Do it.  Do it.  I won’t tell.”

“You better not,” he threatened.

Fuck, it was a thrill to hear him like that.  He was finally taking command.  He was finally becoming a man, and all it took was a little bit of naughtiness to coax it out of him.

I braced myself for his cock but instead Jake crouched behind me.  His face stared right into my pussy and ass.  I didn’t even have chance to become self-conscious before he’d lurched forwards and planted his lips on me.

“Oh, honey!  Fuck!” I cried.

I bent forwards and put my hands on the seat of the chair.  My knees bent too and I pushed out against him.  His tongue crept between the folds of my pussy and he tasted my nectar.  He ran it up and down slowly, teasing all over my skin and threatening to attack my asshole.

Fuck, he was good.  I mean, real good.  The best thing about a guy eating pussy is when he just doesn’t give a fuck, and that was exactly how Jake treated me.

He slobbered and licked, pushing into me and groaning as he coaxed the juices right out of me.  I made a mess of his face, but Jake didn’t care.  He just squeezed me harder and tongue-fucked me deeper.

His thumb teased my clit the entire time, rocking on it and nudging it left and right whilst his tongue did all the leg-work.

My body tightened and I held my breath as my climax rose.  I could feel it bubbling inside me.  I started to feel a sense of euphoria as I realized that after all of this time I was going to come.  It was inevitable.  Nothing was going to stop it now.

“Oh, Jake!” I cried, desperate.  “You’re gonna make me come!  Honey, you’re gonna make me come!”

Jake put a hand through my legs and pulled me back against him by the thigh.  He smudged his face against me, licking and sucking at whatever he could.  His thumb tickled and I sat right on the precipice of orgasm.  It was as if Jake knew.  He rained down a huge smack on my ass that shocked the climax from me and finally my insides exploded with glee.

My pussy burst and my thighs quivered.  I felt my muscles squeeze inside me, clenching and sending waves of bliss radiating outwards.

I looked back to see Jake beating his cock as he feasted on me.  He was almost enjoying it as much as I was.

“Fuck me!” I told him now.  “Put your cock in me, this instant!”

Shit, I should have known better than to try and take control.  Jake stood up and gripped my hair, walking up behind me with his cock in his hand.

I breathed long and deep.  I felt the tip of him against me.  He washed the head of his cock back and forth and I groaned for him.  I was about to tell him to fuck me again, but he beat me to it.

In one quick rush he pushed his cock up inside me and drove himself all the way deep.  My pussy clenched around him and I closed my eyes tight.

“Oh, Mrs. Rutherford,” Jake whined.  I had no idea if I was his first, but he very much seemed to enjoy my wetness draped over his cock.

“Fuck me, Jake.  Fuck me!”

Boy, did he.  It felt like I was right back in my twenties.  Jake clapped against my ass and stabbed his cock deep, hitting my cervix and delighting my insides with each thrust of his hips.

He had a boundless energy.  All I had to do was stop my legs from falling out from under me completely, which was much harder than it sounded.  They wobbled like jelly, but I wasn’t about to cave.  I gripped the chair so tight that my knuckles turned white.

“Mrs. Rutherford!” he groaned, grabbing my hips and pulling me onto him.

He felt so fucking stiff—much stiffer than my husband.  Greg fucked me like the fifty-year-old he was, giving me a few pumps before rolling over and sleeping.  Jake fucked me like he meant it.  He fucked me like he wanted me to enjoy it too.  And boy did I!

My pussy flexed over him and the pair of us moaned, turning my kitchen into a hot-bed of sin.  Jake’s cock burst through me over and over until I felt him turn rock-stiff inside me.  I knew what that meant.

“I’m close,” he hushed.  He wanted to know where to finish.  I’d been with enough guys to know.

“Come inside me,” I told him.

“But ... Mr. Rutherford?”

“Fuck him,” I groaned.  “Shoot your fucking cum inside me, Jake.  I need it!”

I pushed back against him and Jake kept his pace.  He clearly didn’t have too many hang-ups over coming inside me.  Shit, when a guy was that close to coming you could practically get him to do anything.

“Come,” I told him, and I listened as he held his breath.

He let it out at intervals, breathing long and hard before holding it all over again.  I couldn’t believe the energy he had.  I started to feel myself come all over again and Jake used it to get off.

My pussy pinched around him and he moaned louder, knowing what he was doing to me.

“I’m gonna come with you,” he strained, and it was one of the most loving moments I’d ever known.  I wasn’t supposed to have the hots for a quick fuck like that, but man, he knew how to treat a woman.

He gripped my hair and pulled just hard enough to find that line between pain and pleasure.  It goaded the climax from me.  I squeezed around him and whined, just in time to feel the throbs of Jake’s cock go off inside me.

“I’m gonna fucking come!” Jake cried, but he was a fraction late.  I could already feel the spunk filling up my insides all warm and sticky.

The texture of his cock transformed inside me.  Our cum lubed up his cock, turning it all slippery as it squeezed in and out of my tightening puss.

“Every drop,” I gasped, looking back.  “Give me every drop of cum.”

Jake fucked me slower now, gliding his cock through my tightness and relishing the sensation of his seed around him.  My pussy held it, bathing his cock over and over.

“Oh, Mrs. Rutherford,” he hushed.

He folded over me, breathing heavy and kissing at my back.  I could feel the sweat against his forehead as he hugged me from behind, still inside me.

“Good job, honey,” I told him, and I’d never meant anything more.

“Does he do it like that?” Jake said.  He seemed keen to best his boss.

“My husband has never fucked me like that,” I laughed, then I winced and let out one last groan as Jake pulled back.

His cock slipped from me and swung down.  I looked down through my cleavage to it.  It was all slippery with spunk and it looked delicious.  It still seemed hard.

“Thank you,” I told him.

I turned around and crouched to the floor, feeling his cum begin to roll out of me.  I pushed it back against my pussy and toyed slowly, then I moved that same hand to his cock and rubbed the cum along him.

Jake watched silently.  I could hear our breaths.  I looked up and smiled, then I opened my mouth over his spent cock.

His body tightened and he hissed a breath.  I ran my lips all the way up slowly, feeling his cock touch at the back of my throat.  I took calm breaths, fighting the urge to gag.  I dragged my lips off him, pinching them tight until I was all the way off.  I swallowed and blinked up at him with a smile.

“You’re something else, Mrs. Rutherford,” he said.

“Hey,” I shrugged, “I just cut the hair around here.”

“You do more than that.”

Finally, someone was starting to notice.

THE END
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Fuck, I felt trapped.  I’d been with my husband Harvey for years now and it’s fair to say a lot of the magic had gone.  The spark left the relationship a long time ago, sometime after the birth of our son.  To give you some context my son is nineteen years old, so it’s been like this for a while to say the least.

It felt a lot like I was just existing alongside Harvey.  We worked, got home, ate, and slept.  Rinse and repeat with the odd vacation and sexual encounter thrown in for good measure.

I think we just didn’t love each other anymore, but neither of us were ready to explore the big, wide world on our own.

But jeez, was I starved of sex.  I always told myself I’d be faithful no matter what, but I was at my wit’s end.

I had a rare day off and was doing some much needed cleaning when the doorbell rang around two in the afternoon.  Harvey was at work, thankfully.  He and I tended to get on much better when he wasn’t around.

I opened it to see Henry, my son’s friend standing there.

“Hey, Henry, are you looking for Luke?”

“Yeah, is he around?”

“He’s out at the minute.  I’m not too sure when he’ll be back but you’re welcome to come inside and wait?”

“That’s okay, Mrs. Roberts, I’ll try him later.”  Henry never called me by my first name.  He was one of the few men in my life who actually respected me.

“Are you sure?  It’s cold out.  I’ve made muffins?”

I knew Henry had a sweet tooth.  You don’t suddenly grow out of that at nineteen.  He was such a sweet young man and so polite.  Definitely one of my favorites.

“I suppose I can wait for a while,” he shrugged.

I opened the door and let him inside.  He took off his coat and I lead him through to the dining-room.  I went to get him a muffin but before I did, he spotted something.

“Is that a chess-board?” Henry asked suddenly, pointing to the corner of the room.

“Sure is.”

“I’ve been learning about that.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Do you want a game?”

“Now?”

“Yeah.  I’ve been watching some guys play it online.  Looks kinda fun.”

“It’s difficult, you know?”

“They make it look easy.”  He grabbed the board and moved it carefully to the dining-table.  “Will you play?”

“I’m rusty.”

“I just play online.  It’s so weird seeing all the pieces in 3D.”

I sat down across from Henry.  The board was already set up.  He was on the side with the black pieces.

“You’re letting me go first?” I asked.

He turned the board around and I started to laugh.

“You don’t wanna give me an advantage,” I told him.  “Especially if you’re a novice.”

“You’re good?”

“We played a lot as kids.”

“I like a challenge,” Henry said.  He pushed out his first pawn.  “Let’s go.”

The game didn’t last too long.  Within about twelve moves Henry was in deep trouble.  If he didn’t make the correct move next, it’d be game over.

“You’re good, huh?” he said.

“I dabble.”

I studied his face as he thought.  I could see all the cogs whirring.  It was a joy to see someone actively engage in something.

“Hmm,” he mused.  He didn’t seem to appreciate the danger he was in.

He made his move and looked over.  I couldn’t help but smile.

“What?!” he said.  “What?  Oh, God, what is it?”

He looked down at the board desperately trying to see his error.  I gave him a series of checks that ended in checkmate.  He stared down at the board in silence.

“Mrs. Roberts, you are fierce.”

I started to laugh.

“No mercy from you, huh?”

“Never,” I joked.

“Wanna play another?”

“Sure.”

We set up the board again and this time Henry graciously let me be white.  The second game didn’t even last as long as the first.  It was a straight-up checkmate in ten moves.

“Mrs. Roberts!” he cried, tongue-in-cheek.

I shrugged.  “I’m just playing, honey.”

He twisted a grin across at me.  “Okay,” he said.  “How about we raise the stakes?”

“Are you sure?  You’re not really in a position to start gambling.”

“I know what I’m doing ...”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Yeah.  Let’s play for a shoulder massage.”

I didn’t quite follow.  My expression led Henry to clarify.

“If I win, I get a shoulder massage.  If you win, I give you a shoulder massage.”

“You wanna just speed all this up and give me a massage?”

“Mrs. Roberts!” he said, impressed at my sass.

“There’s some oils upstairs,” I smirked.

He shook his head in disbelief and we started another game.  He went first and made a mistake in the first few moves.  It was like taking candy from a baby.

“Damn it,” he said, at the end.

“Would you like me to tell you where you’re going wrong?”

“No.  No, I got this.”

Henry seemed unable to comprehend that I might just be better than him.

“Up to you,” I said, setting the pieces back down.  “What’s this game for?”

“I’ll do your laundry?”

“I did most of it this morning.  I might have some underwear left to go in,” I said.

Henry bit his lip.  “Deal,” he said.

Well, by this point I think you know what happened.  Henry lasted fifteen moves.  He was improving, but the eventual outcome was the same.

“Another?” I asked.  It was doing wonders for my confidence.

“Okay but let’s raise the stakes a little more.”

“Henry ...” I began.

“I know what I’m doing.  Victory is just around the corner.”

I had to admire his positivity.

“So, what’s at stake this time?” I asked.  “I’m already up a massage and some laundry.”

He looked around the room and then returned to me, smiling but saying nothing.

“What?” I asked.

“This time,” he began steadily, “if I win you take off your t-shirt.”

My mouth opened in shock.  “Why would I do that?”

“Scared?”

“I haven’t lost one yet.  I just don’t get why you’d want me to do that.”

“To see how confident you are.”

“So, you’ll take that sweater off if I win?  That doesn’t seem fair.  I only have a bra on under here.”

“If I lose, I’ll take off my sweater and the shirt beneath, okay?”

“Are you sure you wanna do this?”

Henry nodded.  If I’m honest the notion of seeing a bit of skin was a delight.  It’d be nice to just see a private part of someone else that wasn’t my husband.

“Ready?” I asked.

Henry nodded and the game began.  Het put up his best fight yet this time.  He was definitely improving, but ultimately it all came to nothing.  I managed to checkmate him with ease.

When the game was done, he leant back in his chair and took a breath.

“Go on ...” I told him.

“Ugh!” he sighed.

“This was what you wanted.”

Henry lifted his sweater and took his shirt with it.  I was stunned by the physique beneath.  I don’t know how he’d managed to sculpt such fine muscles at only nineteen.

“Mrs. Roberts?” he said, and I came-to to see him waving his hand in front of my face.  I’d drifted off in a daydream.

“Sorry,” I said, blinking myself back into the room.  “Are you done?”

“Hell, no!”

“You’ve lost the last five games!”

“Sixth time’s a charm.”

“That’s not saying!”

Henry laughed and then folded his arms across his bare chest.  “How about ... if you win I take off everything?”

Damn.  It felt like someone was playing a cruel trick on me.  It was as though my prayers for another man had been answered in the naughtiest way possible; you can have another man, yes, but he’s gonna be over half your age.  Nineteen or not, I was excited by the prospect of a naked, younger man in front of me.

“Henry, are you sure about this?”  I wasn’t even concerned for myself.

He nodded.  “And if I win ...” he nodded over at me and smirked.

I laughed.  “Did you wake up today and want to see and older woman naked or something?”

“Something like that.”

“Well, it won’t happen like this.  Deal.”

The game began and it was immediately different to the others.  Henry had played some crazy-weird opening that I hadn’t seen before.  When it started, I thought I was in for another easy win, but every time I responded to his moves he had another one ready to go right behind it.  It wasn’t long before I was on the back-foot.

“Not as easy as you thought, huh?”

“Are you some kind of chess shark?!”

Henry laughed.  “These aren’t my first games.”

“I can see!” I cried, looking to the board.  I hadn’t spotted something earlier that now meant I was in a whole bunch of trouble.  I stared at the board, deep in though.  Henry was on hand to remind me how long I’d been thinking.

“Come on, Mrs. Roberts.  I don’t have all day.”

“That’s exactly what you do have!”

I looked at the board and quickly made the move that I’d been mulling over.  Almost instantly Henry played his next move and then I saw I was done-for.

I looked up from the board slowly to see his smiling face staring back.  He bounced his eyebrows.

“How did you ...?” I began.

“Practice,” he said.  “Chess online is almost as fun as the real thing.”

“You cheated.”

“By being better?  That’s just called ‘playing,’ Mrs. Roberts.  Anyway, get undressed.”

He sat back and folded his arms with a grin on his face.  I couldn’t believe it.  I was certain I’d be staring at his naked body about now, but instead he was ogling me and awaiting the removal of my clothes.

“I’m not sure I can ...”

“A bet is a bet.  Come on, I took my top off, didn’t I?”

He looked down at his bare chest and I followed his eyes.  God, he looked beautiful, but I wasn’t so confident about how well received I’d be.  Shit, I couldn’t believe where I’d gotten myself.

“Double or quits?” I tried.

“What, you’re gonna take your clothes off twice?  Just come on.  Get it over with.”

I stood up from the table and looked back at the door.  I was thinking about leaving completely.

“Don’t do it,” Henry said, knowing my thoughts.

“Do I have to?!” I whined.

“Yes,” Henry asserted.  It was a complete role reversal.  Suddenly he was the boss.

I took a long, deep breath that saw my breasts rise and press against my tight t-shirt.

“Okay,” I said, coming to terms with the consequences of my actions.  “Okay.  Here goes.”

I lifted my shirt up over my bra and pulled it up over my head.  I took a glance at Henry.  He was watching closely, and his playful demeanor had ceased.  This was suddenly serious.  I felt my nerves rise.  A quiver came to my stomach.

“Good,” he said steadily, studying me.

I popped the button of my jeans and wriggled my hips.  They slid down over my ass and I stepped out of them, presenting myself in only my bra and panties.

Henry shifted in his seat and adjusted himself.  I was starting to turn red, especially since Henry wasn’t saying anything.

I took another breath and then I reached behind to unclasp my bra.  Henry got up from his seat quickly.

“Mrs. Roberts,” he said, reaching out.  “You don’t have to.  I’m just playing.  You don’t have to do that.”

I bit at my lip.  “A bet is a bet,” I said and I popped the clasp at the back and let the bra fall forward and down off my arms.

I was topless now and feeling vulnerable in front of Henry for the first time ever.  He was on his feet, looking across the dining-table at my naked chest.  His eyes ran all over my body and finally came up to my face.

“You look beautiful,” he said.  It was so sincere that I almost teared up.  He came around the table and stood back from me, taking a look up and down and admiring me as I stood in my panties.  Slowly I moved my thumbs inside the waist of them and pushed them down.  

“Wait!” he cried, extending a hand.  “Mrs. Roberts, wait.  That’s too much.”

I paused.  “I don’t wanna wuss out.”

“I shouldn’t see that,” he said.  “I’ve already seen too much.”

“So, what’s a little more?” I asked with a wry grin.

That naughty look had its intended effect.  I could practically see the erection grow beneath his sweatpants.

He stood across from me topless, his taut, youthful skin showing on his pecs.  He wasn’t very hairy, which suited me fine since it meant I could ogle the cut of each muscle that adorned him.

It was so surreal, but I didn’t want it to stop.  I felt vulnerable and wanted all at once.  It was clear from Henry’s reaction that he wasn’t averse to seeing more.

“I can stop,” I told him now, “if that’s what you want?”

Now he was conflicted.  The ball was in his court.

“A bet’s a bet, I guess,” he shrugged.

“There we have it.”

I ran my panties down and tried not to think too much about the sinful act I was committing.  They dropped to the floor, and I stepped out carefully, trying to hide as much of my modesty as a naked woman could.  One thigh came up to hide my pussy, but the kempt fur that sat above still showed.  I don’t know why I even shaved it anymore, but I was glad that I did.  Henry’s eyes went straight to it.

“You look so good,” he hushed, staring.

“You don’t mean that ...”

“I do.  I really do.  Look what you’re doing to me.”

He stared down to his pants and I took another look at the bulge.  Henry pinched the fabric around his cock to show me how big and swollen he was.  I felt my pussy begin to drool.

“You gonna leave me here all naked on my own?”

“But I didn’t lose the game,” Henry smiled.

I bit my lip and shook my head, looking to my panties and wondering if I should put them back on yet.

“But if it would make you feel more comfortable ...” Henry said, and he started to take down his sweatpants.

I stared ahead and watched.  I took a sharp breath as I noticed he was taking his boxer-shorts down too and then suddenly I saw his beautiful cock emerge, all stiff and proud.

He pushed his pants to his ankles and stepped out.  All I could see was his cock.  It looked so surreal, looking so beautiful and tempting on his body like that.  I knew it was wrong, but a woman has needs and desires and right then they were sizzling.  I was so full of lust that my morals and ethics started to take a back-seat.

“Henry, you’re so big.”

He took a couple of steps towards me.  He was within touching distance.  His big cock surged forwards, pointing right at my pussy.

I uncrossed my legs and took a breath.  I could feel myself tremble.  Henry seemed calm in comparison.

“I want you, Mrs. Roberts,” he said.  I’d never heard such a glorious sentence in all my life.

“You’re making me want to do something naughty,” I confessed.

I felt impossibly horny.  I’d never wanted to be fucked so bad in all my life.  To know that someone as good-looking as Henry wanted to fuck me was making me feel wanted.  I wanted him bad.  I wanted to be with someone who I desired for once.  It would be the first time in a long time.

Henry moved forwards and I braced myself.  I had no idea what he was going to do.  He opened his arms wide and took me up in them, hugging me close.  I could feel his hard cock against me but for now all I touched was that strong, broad back of his.

He kissed at my cheek, and I made no attempts to stop him.  I could feel my nipples stiffen against his taut, muscled chest.  His hands started to move down my back until they were on my ass.  He took a firm grip and pulled me closer, letting out a soft, moaning breath.

“Honey, are you sure about this?” I asked.  I don’t know why I gave him an out, but I wanted to be sure that we were both on the same sinful page.

He pulled his head from off my shoulder and looked me in the eye.  “I’m sure.”

He leaned forwards and I closed my eyes.  His lips touched mine and we kissed.  At first our lips just pressed together but before long our mouths were getting wider and our tongues were threatening to touch.

I took a deep breath and went for it, pushing my tongue into his mouth and humming contently as he started to kiss me back.  The second the act was solidified I felt my heartrate rise.  This was it.

“Oh, Henry,” I hummed, pulling away from him.

He kissed at my face, but I had other ideas.  I started to run my hands over his chest and crouch to my knees slowly.  I left wet pecks down his chest and abdomen until I had settled on the floor and found myself staring straight forwards at that clean, cut cock.  It looked too beautiful.  It was unblemished and young-looking, but so big and powerful.  I hadn’t seen one like that since forever.

“I want to suck your cock,” I told him, staring up from the floor.

Henry wore a look of nervous excitement.  He was breathing unsteadily, and his eyes were fluttering from my face to his cock as he imagined the union.

“Please, Mrs. Roberts,” he said.  “Suck it.”

I took a grip of him for the first time and felt the power of him in my midst.  I could feel the blood pumping into him, pulse by pulse.  I breathed long and hard, staring forwards and looking at his cock from all angles.

My hand moved slowly along him, jerking gently as I listened to him lose himself above me.  My pussy turned sodden as I closed my eyes and opened my mouth.

I felt my mouth move over him and Henry’s groans lengthened.  The hard slab filled my mouth and made my pussy weep.

“That’s so good, Mrs. Roberts,” he groaned.

I rubbed at his thighs and drove my head back and forth, feeling his cock slip in and out of my mouth that sucked tight around him.

Henry moved my hair away and watched.  I put on a show for him, getting into it.  I took my hand and put it on the exposed hilt of his shaft, twisting up and away and delighting him in the places that my mouth couldn’t reach.

“I love that,” he hushed.  “I love your mouth around my cock, Mrs. Roberts.”

Shit, to hear him call me ‘Mrs. Roberts’ was such a rush.  It was as though I had betrayed all of my instincts but satisfied something deeper as a consequence.

I drove over him for a while longer, wondering where the encounter might go from here.  Eventually Henry took me by the wrist and helped me back to my feet.  I rubbed the spit from my mouth and looked at him bashfully.

“On the table,” Henry said, turning me so that it was behind me.  “I want to return the favor.”

Shit, I knew what that meant.  I was less coy when I jumped up on the cool wood and leaned back.

Henry stared down at my pussy as he got his first real look.  He shook his head in disbelief and then looked up to my face.

“I want to please you,” he said.

I was falling in love with this guy by the second and wondering why my husband couldn’t have been half as considerate.

Henry crouched to the floor and held my legs open.  I took several quick, deep breaths but nothing prepared me for the sensation of his lips enveloping my pussy.  He took one big, wet kiss, tasting me as he did so.  Then he returned for more.

“Oh, Henry, yes,” I moaned, closing my eyes and holding my hair.  “Eat my pussy.  Be a good boy and eat my pussy.”

He didn’t need telling.  He was tonguing and mouthing all around my folds and it didn’t take me long to feel the approaching tremors of climax.  My husband hadn’t made me come in years.  Henry was about to achieve the feat in mere minutes.

“Yes!” I hushed, closing my legs around him.  “Make me come.”

Henry licked all around my stiffened clit and nudged it this way and that.  Each flick drove me wild, sending ripples of bliss right up my spine.

I squeezed at my tits as he drove me to climax.  My whole body trembled, and I found myself in that euphoric place that had evaded me for so long.  It was always so much better when someone else gave you an orgasm.  It felt so forbidden and wrong that the strength of my climax seemed to be compounded ten-fold.

Finally, Henry broke off me, leaving me to writhe on the table and flex my trembling thighs.  I let out a growl and opened my eyes, looking down at him.  His pupils were fat with lust as he stared at me.

“You’re something else, Mrs. Roberts,” he said, wiping my cum from his face.

“Fuck me,” I told him.  “Come here and fuck me.”

I stood up and fell against him, kissing his chest and begging him to continue.

“You want this big cock?” he asked, holding it.  He was starting to find his confidence.

“Fuck me.  Please, fuck me, Henry.”

“Come here,” he said, and he gripped the back of my hair.

I let out a playful moan and felt the chill of dangerous pleasure as he spun me around by the hair.  It tugged my scalp.  He pushed me away, bending me forwards over the dining table.  The chess pieces rattled on the board.  It was a reminder of how all of this had started.

“What do you want me to do to you?” he said.

“Fuck me!”

“You want that, huh?”

“Yes, Henry!  Please.  Please, fuck me.”

I’d never been so impassioned before.  I felt like a horny twenty-something again, demanding to be fucked hard.

“You want this big cock?” Henry asked, and I could feel him smoothing the crown up and down along my sodden folds.

“I want it!  Please, Henry.  Don’t tease me like that.”

Henry leveled out his cock and placed it at my wet O.  I felt him start to push and my muscle opened over him.  My mouth opened with it and let out a stifled grunt as I battled the pleasured pain of his cock as it stretched me.

“Yes!” I gasped.  “That’s it!  Every inch!”

“Good girl, Mrs. Roberts,” Henry said, stroking the small of my back and pushing himself into me.

I closed my eyes to the sensation and felt his thickness surge up inside me.  He drove himself all the way deep and squeezed my ass, pushing it wide open and staring down at the naughtiness that presented itself.

“You like the look of that?” I asked.

“I do.  Your beautiful ass above your perfect pussy.”

“Does it look good?”

“Good enough to eat,” Henry joked.

I cooed delightedly as Henry pulled back, then I let out a yelp of pleasure as he pushed forwards forcefully.  The king fell over on the chessboard and rolled off to the side.

“Fuck me,” I told him, and Henry did exactly that, upping his pace at my urgency.  “Fuck me!  Fuck me!  Fuck me!”

Each time I pushed him on he redoubled his efforts until he was clapping his hips against my ass and driving himself deep over and over.  He hit a rhythm quickly.  My pussy salivated around him, lubricating the act.  I’d never known it to flow so freely but Henry seemed to have unlocked something.  Perhaps his cock was the key.

“Give it to me,” I told him.  “Give me your beautiful cum.”

I hadn’t expected that to come out of my mouth, but it was clearly what I wanted.  I had a yearning so deep that I didn’t even need to think to vocalize it.  It just arrived on my lips.  My voice was tinged with desperation as I begged him for his cum.

“I want it, Henry.  I fucking need it.  Please!  Please come inside me.”

“Oh, Mrs Roberts, can we do that?”

“Absolutely.  Yes!  Yes!  Don’t you dare pull out.  I want it all.  Every drop.  All of it.  Inside me!”

I don’t think I could have been clearer if I tried.  Henry’s moans and groans rose along with my own until he was making noises that I’d never heard escape him before.  His excitement was unmistakable.

His heady cries bounced off the walls of the dining-room.  I thought in that moment how utterly surreal this whole thing was.  Scarcely a single person had ever been naked before in this room, and now here was a woman and a much younger man doing something so naughty that no-one could ever know that it had happened.

“I’m close,” Henry cried.  He didn’t stop his rhythm.  He carried on slamming into me, nudging the chess pieces about the board until they started to tilt and drop, one-by-one.  Only the pawns were left standing.

“Mrs. Roberts, I’m gonna come,” he strained.

“Give it to me.  I want every drop!  Every drop of cum.”

“Mrs. Roberts!”

I closed my eyes and focused on that blossoming cock.  It seemed to swell and stiffen.  I felt the pulse of him inside me and I knew what was to come next.

He let out a long moan and moved his cock through me slower.  It throbbed inside me, and I felt the warmth arrive.  He sounded so content and by proxy so was I.

“Let it all out,” I told him.  “It’s okay.  Come inside me.  Every drop.”

Henry moaned softly, pushing his cum deeper with his cock and firing out more of it right against my cervix.

“Oh, honey, I haven’t been fucked like that in years.”

I looked back and saw a proud look in his eye.

“I love you, Mrs. Roberts,” he told me, his cock still deep inside me.

“Oh, honey, you don’t know what love is.”

He leaned over and gave me another kiss.  He moved away and eased himself out slowly, pushing my ass open with his hand to assess the situation.

“How’s it looking?” I asked.

“It’s looking like you’ve got a bunch of cum inside you.”

I moved my hand beneath me and fingered at the wet, sticky deposit.  “Mmm, it appears I do.”

My fingers toyed with the cum, rubbing it along my lips.  I found the whole thing impossibly soothing.  For now, the remorse of the act was buried deep.  I’d managed to convince myself that this was all necessary.  I deserved it.  I deserved it and I wasn’t going to let myself feel any guilt.

THE END
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I’d moved out to the countryside following the divorce.  The kids were old enough to stand on their own two feet and the love had been lost a long time ago.  I’d done well out of it.  I could have taken him for more, but it didn’t feel necessary.  With the money I could do what I always wanted to: live off grid.

I’d had my eye on a patch of land for a while and thankfully no-one else had come sniffing in the meantime.  It didn’t surprise me.  The land was slap-bang in the middle of nowhere, with nothing but fields and a few lakes and streams for miles around.  It felt like the perfect way to unwind after everything that had happened, but even someone who enjoys solitude as much as I do gets lonely every once in a while.

I was in my fifth year.  Using some of the skills I’d learned myself and with the help of local handyman, Hunter, I was now the proud owner of a self-sustaining little homestead.  Hunter had started working for me at eighteen and I’d really seen him mature these past five years.

I had everything a woman could want.  I got power from the solar-panels that I’d bought at auction and a hydro-power hook-up to the nearby stream provided the rest of the electricity I needed.  I didn’t even need to be careful; I could use exactly what I always used, and it never ran out.  It felt like cheating if I’m honest, but it was all good, honest power.

Alongside that I had a greenhouse, an office for writing, and I’d even managed to plant a couple of thousand trees to line the property for some privacy, not that I needed it.  I’d never had anyone happen upon my dwelling by chance.  It was so remote that I’d even built an outdoor shower with its own solar for producing hot water.  There was something so liberating about showering naked outside.  If you ever get the chance, you must try it.

Today it was time to build a shed and I’d enlisted the help of friend all-round handyman, Hunter.  I don’t think he liked the thought of me being out there all alone by myself and he’d often drop by.  I’d seen him blossom into his own man since he did a little job for me at eighteen and at twenty-three he was really a catch.  If only he’d settle down.

He came by in the morning at the height of summer.  We broke the back of the work in the first few hours before the day started to heat up, but Hunter took his top off, nonetheless.  He always worked shirtless.  He said it gave him freer movement or something.  I wasn’t going to complain.

Anyway, in no time at all we’d got the roof on, and we were busy cladding the sides.  The rest of the work was easy, thankfully.

We got the walls done by about three in the afternoon after stopping for some lunch and homemade lemonade, courtesy of the orchard.  Afterwards Hunter and I breathed a sigh of relief and stepped back to admire it.

“Nice work,” I said to him.

“You did half of it.  Nice work to you too.”

I smiled.  It wasn’t true of course.  I watched the sun glint off the beads of sweat that adorned his body.  He looked around, admiring the view beyond the garden.  I’d fenced in an area for the dogs but would sometimes let them out to roam the fields beyond.  Suddenly his face lit up and he smiled.

“I can’t believe you built that thing,” he said, laughing and looking at the shower.

“What?!  Don’t knock it till you’ve tried it.”

“I don’t even wanna imagine what you get up to out here.”

“Just washing, Hunter.  Just washing.”

That wasn’t true, of course.  If there’s anything more liberating than an outdoor shower, it’s an outdoor orgasm.

“Wanna give it a try?” I asked.

Hunter fetched another glass of lemonade.  “After you.”

He brushed a hand across his brow and took a long drink.  I watched his muscled flex.  He had that muscle-cut at his waist that seemed to guide the eyes down towards—I guess I shouldn’t be thinking about that.

“We’ve still gotta do the doors,” Hunter said, nodding at the shed.

“I think a strong man like yourself can do those while I take a shower?”

Hunter gave a wry smile, resigned to doing the last part himself.  “Enjoy.”

“I will.”

I sauntered off towards the shower.  It had one screen for privacy between the house and the shower, in case anyone stayed over, but other than that it was completely exposed to the elements.  It looked out over the wildflower meadow that sat beyond the garden’s perimeter.  Sometimes I could see deer in the distance beyond.

I started to undress, stepping out of my boots first and then taking off the short socks that I had on underneath.

I looked back to the garden.  Hunter caught my eye and looked away quickly.

“Can’t a gal get some privacy?” I shouted over.

“Not there you can’t!” Hunter replied, turning red.

He brushed his hand through his brown hair and picked up one of the large doors that he’d premade earlier, moving out of view behind the shed to line it up.

I took off my tank-top and unfastened my bra.  I sighed happily.  I felt the cool breeze against my bare breasts beneath.
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