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I pulled off him and took another look at him.  “I’ve been dreaming of this for so long,” I said, kissing his cheek.

“I’ve wanted it too,” he hushed, seeming ashamed.

“It’s okay,” I said, soothing him.  “No-one will have to know.”

We kissed again and this time I felt Dylan place a hand on my hip, timidly laying it across my ass.  As we embraced I took control, moving his hand to my breast and squeezing it with him.

He let out a soft whimper, breathing deep as he touched my tits.  His hands wandered easily over the soft fabric of my nightdress and soon I found my nipples rising beneath it, pushing outwards and letting Dylan know that I was ready for him.

I let go of his hand and Dylan continued to knead at my tits, bunching them up as we kissed each other and my hands set about their adventure over his body.

I slid them beneath the sheets and ventured down towards his manhood, feeling him tense as my nails tickled below his waist.

“It’s okay, honey,” I soothed, finding his cock as stiff as before and wrapping my fingers around it.

Dylan’s tongue stopped moving as I began to play with him and I opened my eyes to see his mouth open in a serene kind of awe with his eyes closed tight as he experienced a woman for the first time.

I pushed the sheets away now, revealing his body to me and I knelt up over him, keeping a firm grip on that cock of his as I jerked it.

“Would you like to eat my pussy, Dylan?” I asked, seeing the flash of excitement in his face instantly.

“I—I think so,” he said, still seeming uncomfortable with my hand on his dick.

“Okay,” I said calmly, still holding his cock as I moved my left leg over his body to face myself down towards his feet.

I pulled my dress up my legs as I positioned myself over his face.
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I Had To Take Him Inside Me
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At forty-two my biological clock was ticking.  Shit, it had practically ticked.  With my husband long gone and a job that kept me bust sixty hours a week things weren't exactly looking great.

I was saving to move and leave this life behind and it couldn't come soon enough.  I'd do anything for extra money right then, including over time.  I'd also rented the spare room of my apartment out to a younger guy called Dylan who was about half my age.

I don’t know when my yearning for a child came back.  If I had to pinpoint a reason I’d say it was a fear of never having anyone to care for or look after me when I was older.  I guess I was searching for a purpose and was in desperate need of a good fucking.  I wanted a baby real bad and there only seemed to be one person who could help me.

The closest I’d came was an awkward advance from one of Dylan’s friends that I immediately rebuffed.  If I was going to go with a guy his age he’d have to be a lot more ... like Dylan.

And that was the inception of my crazy idea.

Once it was planted in my craw I couldn’t shake the thought.  I’d find myself daydreaming about him or, worse still, ogling him from behind whilst he stood at the sink or ate his breakfast.  It almost became an obsession.

Dylan was a fit, handsome young man and any woman would do well to make him theirs.  Any woman, that is, apart from someone twice his age.

The whole thing came to a head when I awoke dreaming about him, realizing as my eyes opened that I’d just been having the most amazing, erotic dream about my younger lodger.  I felt ashamed for the most part, but a big part of me wanted to explore it further.  Not least because my pussy was wetter than it had been in years at the mere thought of making Dylan mine.

I kept him fairly cosseted and doted on him a lot.  I suspected that, even though Dylan was at college, he was still a virgin.  I don’t know, you can just kind of tell, you know?

After waking from my fantasy there was no way I was getting back to sleep in a hurry.  I rose from the sheets, standing in the twilight and set about doing something crazy.

I knew Dylan was close-by and that was something I couldn’t let go—not after the dream.  I’d convinced myself he felt the same way and I had to know for certain right then and there.  It was the only way I could rest and the only way I could get this thought from my mind.

Over and over it played.  Again and again I saw the image of me squatted on his young cock, letting him fill me up with his seed.

I stalked through the hall of our house towards his room, my long nightgown flowing behind me as I prepared to do something foolish.

I found his room and stood in the doorway, looking over the bed and seeing him asleep in the moonlight that shone through the curtains.

It was as though it were telling me something the way it shone on him like that—like it was pointing towards a hidden treasure or something and guiding me towards him.

I watched him, looking all peaceful and serene and I almost clean forgot about my dream.  But suddenly it flared up and the feeling was more powerful than ever as though my proximity to him gave it more strength.

“Dylan,” I called into the darkness.

He stirred a little, rolling over and letting his comforter fall off him.

I gasped as I saw it in the half-light.  It seemed Dylan didn’t wear anything to bed and he must have been having a similar dream to me.

As his duvet moved I saw the thing that I yearned for the most.  Stretching up from his midriff and half obscured by the gloom I saw it and it enraptured me.

Dylan’s cock was large and hard, seeming to beckon me towards it as it peered out from the darkness.

It worked its way up his body magnificently and I took a step in to the room, coming face to face with the taboo that I had dreamed of shattering.

“Dylan,” I said again, hoping to stir him.

He fidgeted again, moving his hand down to hold his big cock but he still appeared to be asleep.

Much of his body was outside of his sheets, bared completely and when I took another step I saw him in his full majesty.  Against the moonlight I could see each contour of his wonderful abs, his obliques pointing downwards towards his forbidden length.

“Dylan,” I said again and this time he startled, opening his eyes and staring at me.

“Mrs. Henderson?” he asked, still unaware of how much of him I could see.  “What is it?”

“I had a strange dream.”

“Huh?” Dylan said, finally looking down and seeing his cock.  He moved quickly to cover it and I took one last look at it before it was taken away from me.

“I had a very strange dream, Dylan.”

“What time is it?”

“It was about you.”

“What was it?” he asked, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

“It was naughty.”

“Naughty?”

I sat on the bed now and rubbed at his leg beneath the sheets.

“It was very naughty, Dylan.”

I looked down in to his confused eyes.

“What was naughty about it?”

“Well, it was about you ... and me.”

“About me?”

“Yes, Dylan,” I said, rubbing my hands up his thigh.

“W—what did I do?” he asked, becoming nervous now.

“It’s not what you did, Dylan,” I said, changing tone as I prepared to tell him of our debauchery.  “It’s what we did.”

He pursed his lips cautiously, as though he was scared to hear the rest.

“Can’t you go back to sleep?” he said, almost pleading.

“I tried.  There’s something I want before I can sleep.”

“What is it, Mrs. Henderson?”

I braced myself.  “It’s you.”

“Me?!” he startled.  “Why do you want me?”

“The dream, Dylan,” I said, leaning over him so he could see down my big cleavage.  “In the dream we did something very naughty.”

“What was it?”

Again I paused for effect.  “We ... we fucked.”

As I breathed the words Dylan’s body tensed and he gripped at the sheets.

“You and me?” he asked, wriggling his legs with nervous excitement.  “I fucked you?”

“You did, Dylan,” I said, breathing heavy so my tits rose and fell before him.  “You fucked me and it was amazing.”

“B—but we can’t.  Can we?”

“We shouldn’t,” I clarified.

He thought for a moment.  “I’ve never been with a woman before,” he said and in my mind I rejoiced.

“That’s okay,” I said, putting a hand to his cheek.  “I’ll take care of you.”

He closed his eyes, seeming conflicted.  “But it feels wrong, Mrs. Henderson.”

“I’ve already seen what you’ve got for me,” I said, rubbing close to his cock now.  “And it didn’t look in the least bit wrong.”

Dylan looked down to my hand that was getting more and more adventurous and flinched when I finally stroked at the protrusion beneath the duvet.

“Mrs. Henderson,” he said, worried.

“It’s okay, Dylan,” I said.  “I promise you’ll enjoy it.”

“I—” he began, but before I heard another word I moved in and kissed him, latching my lips on his and driving my tongue in to him.

Dylan breathed in quickly, his eyes still open but soon his tongue was dancing with mine and I rolled over to join him in bed, lying on top of the sheets and putting a hand on his big chest as we kissed.

I pulled off him and took another look at him.  “I’ve been dreaming of this for so long,” I said, kissing his cheek.

“I’ve wanted it too,” he hushed, seeming ashamed.

“It’s okay,” I said, soothing him.  “No-one will have to know.”

We kissed again and this time I felt Dylan place a hand on my hip, timidly laying it across my ass.  As we embraced I took control, moving his hand to my breast and squeezing it with him.

He let out a soft whimper, breathing deep as he touched my tits.  His hands wandered easily over the soft fabric of my nightdress and soon I found my nipples rising beneath it, pushing outwards and letting Dylan know that I was ready for him.

I let go of his hand and Dylan continued to knead at my tits, bunching them up as we kissed each other and my hands set about their adventure over his body.

I slid them beneath the sheets and ventured down towards his manhood, feeling him tense as my nails tickled below his waist.

“It’s okay, honey,” I soothed, finding his cock as stiff as before and wrapping my fingers around it.

Dylan’s tongue stopped moving as I began to play with him and I opened my eyes to see his mouth open in a serene kind of awe with his eyes closed tight as he experienced a woman for the first time.

I pushed the sheets away now, revealing his body to me and I knelt up over him, keeping a firm grip on that cock of his as I jerked it.

“Would you like to eat my pussy, Dylan?” I asked, seeing the flash of excitement in his face instantly.

“I—I think so,” he said, still seeming uncomfortable with my hand on his dick.

“Okay,” I said calmly, still holding his cock as I moved my left leg over his body to face myself down towards his feet.

I pulled my dress up my legs as I positioned myself over his face, lifting it above my waist.

“I can’t really see,” Dylan said, and I quickly turned on his bedside lamp, casting a soft yellow hue across the room.

I could really get a good look at his cock now as I held it, noticing how smooth and unused it look.  It was like it was fresh out of the packet and I was going to be the first one to use it.

I pulled my dress up over my head now, sitting over him completely naked.  I was still some way off him but at least now Dylan could see his intended target.

“What should I do?” he asked, staring at my shaven slit.

“Lick it.  Suck it.  Bite it—but not too hard.”

Before Dylan could say another word I planted my pussy down on him, feeling it hit the soft skin of his face before he darted his tongue past his lips.

As it struck my crease it felt heavenly and Dylan began doing all the things I had said, only much better than I’d imagined.

He opened his mouth wide and sucked in as much of my pussy as he could, pulling the skin over my clit and exciting me as he did so.  The rubbing of my pearly stud sent a shiver up my spine that caused me to beat his cock even harder in my midst in response.

Dylan seemed less concerned with my jerking now that I had put him to task on my pussy so I decided to up my game.

As his tongue searched inside my honey-pot I leaned forward, making for his dick so we were sixty-nining now on his bed.

“I want your cock, Dylan,” I breathed.  “I want to taste it.”

Dylan mouthed something but my pussy dampened his words.  His licks and flays were driving me wild and I had to repay him the only way I knew how.

Things were becoming wilder than my dreams now as I opened my mouth wide and enveloped his cock, sending it deep inside me and clasping my lips around his length with a loving tenderness.

I rolled my lips off him as I pulled him from my mouth, looking down on his slick and glistening cock that somehow managed to look even more delicious covered in my spit.

The whole time Dylan didn’t let up, sucking and licking my pussy with wild abandon just like I’d instructed him.

It wasn’t long before I was writhing on his face, jerking his dick intermittently between waves of intense pleasure as Dylan sucked my cunt like a pro.

I began to climax, suddenly finding myself sat upright,  grinding my hips on his face as he sucked and bit at my loose flesh, gasping my clit in to his mouth and teasing it with the tip of his tongue.

My pussy convulsed on him and I rode him like a rodeo rider, bucking across his face so that his tongue and mouth covered every inch of my smoldering sex.

My lips trembled and my muscles contracted as I cried.  “Don’t stop, honey.”

I felt my cum slide from my core and Dylan ate it up gladly, sucking down my juices and splaying them about my flesh with innocent expertise.

I moaned aloud on top of him, closing my eyes and losing myself to the sensation that had overcome me.

I was shivering as I took up his cock again, sucking it and massaging my spit in to it with my fist as I pumped it over him, riding out the final ebbs of my climax.

His cock looked amazing but what I wanted most of all now was his seed.  I wanted to take his innocent, virginal cock inside me and feel him explode in my core.  I had to fuck him.

I flung my leg off him now and turned to see his face strewn with my juices and his spit.  Before he had time to wipe it off I moved in to kiss him, tasting my wetness on his lips and giving him a loving embrace.  It was as much a thank-you as anything.  That was the first orgasm I’d been given in a long time.

I pulled myself from him and wiped the juices from his face finally, smoothing my hand through his hair and taking one last look at him before I took the innocence from him.

“I’m going to sit on your cock now, Dylan, okay?” I asked, looking down his body at it.

It sat as stiff as I ever and I took it in my grip again and jerked it as he watched.

“I think I’d like that, Mrs. Henderson,” he whispered.

I straddled him again at his waist and Dylan took a good look at my tits, swinging on my chest looking big and wholesome.

“You can touch them, it’s okay,” I said.

His hands came up to them slowly and he squeezed at them as I dragged my pussy over his cock, lining it up along the groove and teasing myself a moment longer before I finally deflowered him.

He bunched and played with my breasts like a novice but it seemed to keep his cock hard.  When I sat up and reached a hand beneath to hold it upright he grew tense.

“You’ll love it,” I said.  “I promise.”

His fears seemed somewhat allayed and I sat on him quickly, feeling him burst through inside me and watching his expression change as he felt the warming embrace of my pussy for the first time.

He let out a soft moan as he closed his eyes and exhaled deeply.

“Doesn’t that feel good,” I asked, sitting down on him to the hilt and sending him far within.

“It does,” he hushed.  “It feels real good.”

I leant forward and kissed him as I bobbed on his cock now, driving him in and out of me at my own pace.  I wanted to enjoy his dick for a while before he came and if Dylan could dictate his own speed I daresay the encounter might not last very long.

I worked his dick as though I’d been starved of it, pulling off him in long, slow motions that caused my tits to hang in front of his face.

Dylan mouthed at my nipples and sucked them in to his mouth as he became more comfortable, bunching them up to his face and getting his fill of me.

My pussy creamed his cock in fine style, dragging up and down along his length and spreading my wetness all over him.

Each time I drove him back inside me I could feel the fresh ridges of his bulbous crown as it pierced me, ribbing its way along my velvet sex and exploring new ground.

Taking Dylan’s virginity like that felt only right.  As an over-zealous landlady it seemed appropriate that I should be the one to take his innocence like that and as I kissed him deeply I was thankful that he’d allowed me it.

I began to bounce quicker on his cock now, squeezing my ass together as I rose off him so as to grip his cock tighter.

It was as though I were jerking him with the tight ring of my O now as I slapped my ass back down on him again and again, rediscovering my wild side that I thought had long since left me.

I could see from Dylan’s face that he was trying to battle his climax and it seemed only fair to allow it him, especially since he’d been so amazing at giving me head.

“I want your cum now, Dylan,” I said softly with some assertiveness.  “I want you to give it to me.”

“I’m close,” he whispered, biting his lip and closing his eyes tight as I continued to bounce on his young cock.

“Let it out, honey,” I cried, crashing down on him faster now as I drove towards the grand finale.

“Ohh, Mrs. Henderson,” he cried and then his shoulders came off the bed towards me.

I held him against my tits as I felt his cock burst, pulsing inside me and firing a huge volley of cum to my core.

“Give me it, Dylan,” I said soothingly, slowly writhing on his twitching dick.

He gasped in to my tits, panting as his cock dispensed rope after rope of his seed deep inside me.

Dylan let off a huge torrent of cum that began to surprise me as it refused to let up.  More and more of his thick love shot down my hole until it began to stream from my lips and run on to the bed-sheets.

“Wow,” I gasped, pushing down on his cock and driving his love back up inside me.  “There’s so much.”

Dylan pulsed once or twice more, shooting off the last few jets of his cum and then he crashed back in to the pillow, swallowing hard and keeping his eyes closed.

“My darling boy,” I whispered, leaning back and resting my palms close to his knees.  “Look at what you’ve done to me.”

He opened his eyes and looked down his body, seeing his cock bent downwards and disappearing in to my crease that was spattered with a gloss of his seed.

“Oh, Mrs. Henderson,” he moaned, mesmerized by the sight before him.

As he watched I pulled off him and he saw each inch of his cock slowly released from my pussy, taking with it a healthy amount of cum that began to dribble down his shaft.

I dragged my cunt off him and his cock slapped up against his stomach, making a sticky noise as it struck close to his navel.

I leant over and sucked the last of his cum from his cock, fingering his seed back inside me as I did so and keen to drive it as deep in to my pussy as I could.  There was such a torrent of it that I was sure I’d be successful in my goal.  I just had to be.

Dylan continued to watch as I gave him one last farewell blowjob, leaving his cock as clean as I’d found it like any doting woman should.

When I was done I stood next to the bed and threw my gown back over me, turning off his bedside lamp and leaving him to wonder what the hell had just happened.

“Sleep well, honey,” I said, leaning over and kissing his cheek.

I pulled the duvet back over him and tucked him back in to bed, walking from the room like the cat that’d got the cream.  Well, I certainly wasn’t a cat but I definitely got the cream!

That night was so perfect.

THE END
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Making Him Take Me Rough
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Now that Lance is under my roof I’ve been starting to think the naughtiest things about him.  He’s a beautiful, handsome young man and those types of guys are rare.  I didn’t think it entirely fair that I should let him live here but not be able to enjoy him to the fullest myself.

It was close to his nineteenth birthday where I really started to ramp things up.  I had to subtly start to change his idea of me so I’d taken to wearing more and more suggestive clothing around the house.  With an almost thirty year difference between us it was quite the age-gap.

It started with just the odd extra button or two being undone on my blouse, or an open night gown with a lacey bra beneath.  On a few occasions I’d caught Lance having a brief glimpse, but I couldn’t tell whether he was embarrassed or aroused by the sight.

He was of an age where sex was at the forefront of his mind—lord knows it was for me when I was that age—so I was starting to think it might not be so hard a task.  It was late one evening when my scantily clad ways finally came to a head.

Lance was watching television in the lounge and I was preparing for a relaxing bath.  I was just about to slide into the foamy, hot water when I realized I didn’t have my phone at hand.  I liked to listen to an audiobook as I soaked so I pulled my robe over my naked body and set about trying to find it.

I walked into my bedroom and spotted the phone on the dresser, but as I picked it up I realized that this could be a missed opportunity.

Back in the bathroom I set my phone down besides the bath, then walked downstairs into the living room.  Lance was sat on the couch in his jogging pants and tight t-shirt.

“Have you seen my phone?” I asked, walking in and scanning the room.

“I don’t think so,” Lance said, doing a half-assed attempt to look around himself.

“I can’t seem to find it,” I continued, walking in front of him.

He tried to look either side of me for a moment, but then I think he realized exactly what was in front of him.

“Is it under the cushions?” I asked, moving over him now and searching around him.

I watched him close and saw him glance down through the split of my gown.  Beneath it my tits hung freely and were more than a little exposed.  As I fidgeted around him they swung under the fabric, and I watched Lance’s Adam’s apple bounce as he took a huge gulp.

“Can you see it?” I continued, pretending to be flustered.

“N—no, Amy,” he answered, much more nervously now.

“Huh,” I said, confused, standing up with my hands on my hips.

I twisted my body to look around, knowing full-well that my gown would be splitting open in all sorts of ways.

I continued to buzz around him, moving to the table and leaning over it enough to afford him a glance just below my ass.

“Huh, maybe it’s upstairs,” I said finally, and as I walked through the room I had to stop a smirk from flourishing.  Beneath Lance’s pants I could see a big bulge that definitely wasn’t there when I entered.  It told me everything I needed to know.

“I’ll be in the bath,” I shouted back, walking up the stairs.  I thought I’d leave him with that image.
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