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About This Book

A yoga-teaching MILF convinces her friend’s son Topher to do a session with her, but when Topher strips off, she’s taken aback by what she sees.

Her spirituality and mindfulness take over, convincing her that she needs to take care of her own needs as well as his.

What follows is a bout of multiple c-shots from Topher that the hungry MILF takes everywhere in this age gap, breeding story.
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Pauline looked down on the cock that she held.  She’d squeezed it so hard that it was even stiffer than before.  She pulled at it and watched the skin move along it as Topher’s blood filled the swollen, smooth crown.

“Delicious,” she whispered.

She pulled slowly and watched a clear bead of precum emerge.  She glanced at Topher and then thumbed at the sticky release.

“Oh, Mrs. Thomas, that feels good.”

She started to pump Topher with greater purpose, and his whole body started to tremble.  The pose was difficult to maintain, and before long his butt fell back to the mat.

Pauline fell with him, kneeling beside Topher and keeping his stiffness in her grasp.  She started to pull at it, working it with purpose and remembering how this used to feel.

“That’s it,” Topher hushed.  “Don’t stop.”

He’d taken off his shorts in order to be the most natural and grounded that he could be, but what was happening to him now was far from natural.  Pauline’s urges had broken out at the wrong time.

Pauline told herself that it was a pure appreciation of the male form, and that the body below her could have been anyone’s.  But the truth was, it wasn’t anyone’s.  It was her friend’s darling son, and all of the mindfulness in the world couldn’t make her forget that fact.

She felt her body begin to ache for a deeper connection as she pulled on the hard flesh.  Pauline was used to listening to her body, and right now it was screaming at her.  It was saying, “put it inside me,” and so Pauline did just that.

She dropped her mouth to Topher’s thickness and tongued at the little eyelet that gave up his precum.  The sweet tasting fluid changed the texture in her mouth as she rubbed it with her tongue.  She drove the crown through her lips and rocked her head.

“Mrs. Thomas!” strained Topher, lifting his head and looking down.

He saw her smirk and then watched as she closed her eyes and continued, dining out on his thickness like it was a hearty meal after a deep hunger.

But calling out for her was not Topher’s way of showing appreciation, but a warning.  The sensation of her warm, wet mouth had instantly done something to the young buck, and his body was about to give out.

“I’m—” began Topher, but before he could finish the sentence, his cock had started erupting.

He’d expected Pauline to take her mouth off him, but instead she took the salty blasts against the roof of her mouth and swallowed them down, continuing to rock her head over her vulnerable boy.
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