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Harry felt some relief as his stifling clothes were removed.  He stomped out of his pants and underwear, then took his t-shirt up over her his head.  He looked at Louise’s expression cautiously as he felt the cool air on his wet, sticky cock.

“Oh, Harry!” swooned Louise.  “Look at you.”

Harry bit his lip and then gasped as Louise lunged forwards.

Louise had looked at the cum-laden cock for too long without sucking it, even though it had only been exposed for one or two seconds.

She opened her mouth over the sticky crown and started to rock her head, sliding her lips down the thick barrel and tonguing at Harry’s sensitive underside.

Harry couldn’t believe the sensation.  His eyes rolled back in their sockets, and all the porn he’d consumed over the years suddenly started to make sense.

He stared off with closed eyes, focusing on how messily Louise slurped and sucked over his length.

Louise ate like she was famished.  She pulled and tugged, massaging the full length of Harry before venturing down to his swollen, primed balls.

The whole area was covered in his seed, but Louise didn’t care a jot.  She smothered it over Harry’s skin and used it like a lubricant, pulling it over his smooth, hard flesh and marveling as his embossed veins lit up under the moonlight.

“Mrs. Cunningham, you’re going to make me come again,” whined Harry.

That just made Louise try harder.  She pulled and sucked pushing her tits close to Harry’s cock and using her mouth as a vessel for him to fuck.

Harry started to move his hips instinctively, passing his crown over the threshold of Louise’s mouth and feeling the warm hug of her tongue beyond.

Louise sucked and pulled, squeezing gently at Harry’s balls and hoping they’d give up their offering.

Harry blinked down in shock as he felt the second climax arrive at his cock.  His balls pulled tight to the hilt of his length, but it didn’t stop Louise’s technique.

She continued to milk him, enamored by the thought of a mouthful of his potency.  She could feel him go stiffer in her mouth and swell to bursting.  She knew she had him.

“Mrs. Cunningham!” whined Harry.  “Mrs. Cunningham, I’m—”

He didn’t even need to say it.  He looked down on Louise’s luscious, blonde hair and watched her head rock.

Louise felt her cheeks fill with the first lashing.  It was bitter and thick in her mouth.  She used it to bathe Harry’s cock first of all, but the next rope of cum forced her to swallow him down.

She felt the heat slide down her neck and arrive in her stomach before more of it appeared in her mouth, propelled forwards by Harry’s muscle that worked overtime now.

He felt the spasms but saw no evidence of climax.  Usually, he’d watched it fly up and scatter his stomach, or catch it on towel, but now it was arriving right in Louise’s mouth, with no witness.

Louis swallowed the evidence down dutifully, tonguing and sucking until Harry had nothing left to give for now.  When she finally pulled herself off him, she noticed that he was still primed and stiff.

“You’re not done yet,” she said, and Harry couldn’t decide whether it was a guess or an order.
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The full moon rose over the Cunningham household, as it had done on a multitude of previous occasions, only this time, it was Friday the thirteenth.

Spooky, right?  But the real horror of this story isn’t the setting, but the content.  The Cunningham’s house looked like any other.  It stood solitary with a broad driveway and two-car garage looking like many of the houses that lined the quiet street, but what was to happen inside it was far from ordinary.

Louise Cunningham had always been in touch with her spiritual side.  Her husband Anthony had often called her a wicca for her witch-like ways, but so far it hadn’t interfered with their life too heavily.

Louise liked her incense, and Anthony thought it gave their home a pleasant smell.  He drew the line at Louise’s penchant for taxidermic animals, but she’d wore him down when it came to getting a living cat.

Salem the cat had become increasingly fidgety as the paranormal date approached, but neither Louise nor Anthony had paid it any mind.  It was their lodger Harry who had first noticed the looming date after reading a news article on supermoons.  This phenomenon occurred every twenty years, and Harry, being nineteen, had never seen it before.

The Cunninghams had taken Harry Constable under their wing after Anthony had to let him go.  He couldn’t stand to have the downtrodden young man back on the streets and had developed a soft spot for him at the office.  The decision to let him go was out of his hands, but Anthony had felt guilty.

There was no great sense of trepidation as the spooky date approached.  Even Louise, who ordinarily would be hypersensitized to dates like this one, awoke in the morning with a yawn and a stretch and nothing more.

She worked at her store like she always had, selling her polished precious stones and energy-imbued gems to the spiritualists who visited.

Harry searched tirelessly for a job, but with everyone out of the house and his finger on the keyboard, he naturally found naughtier sources of entertainment to pass the time, and was soon jerking his cock like there was no tomorrow.

Once finished, Harry realized that he could easily begin anew if he wanted to.  The sound of keys in the door soon put a stop to that.

“I’m home!” shouted Louise up the stairs.  “And just as that big, beautiful moon dawns.”

“Hey Mrs. Cunningham,” called Harry, and he turned off his computer and went downstairs.

Louise had her back to him at first.  She took off her high-heeled shoes and then her coat, not realizing how tightly her dress seemed to pull across her chest.

“Good day?” she asked, turning to face Harry.

But Harry was speechless.  Try as he might, the words couldn’t come out of mouth.  Salem hissed beside him, arching her back and glaring cautiously at Louise.

“What’s gotten into him?” asked Louise.  “He’s been weird all week.”

“What’s gotten into you?!” asked Harry, and he looked Louise up and down like he’d never laid eyes on her before in his life.

“What?” asked Louise, walking past.

She skipped quickly as Salem flashed his claws at her, bouncing into the living room under the careful scrutiny of her young lodger.

“Mrs. Cunningham,” said Harry, keen to get her attention.  “What’s happened?”

Louise stood on the rug in the middle of the lounge.  Her brow furrowed at Harry, but soon she followed his eyes down to her chest.

“Oh my!” she wowed, greeted by a bigger set of breasts than she was used to.

“It’s not just that,” said Harry, drinking in her new physique.

Louise rushed upstairs with curious fright.  Harry followed her as she made her way to her dressing room and eyed herself in the full-length mirror.

“What the heck!” cried Louise as she saw her new hour-glass figure.

Harry stood behind her, ogling her huge behind.  Her waist appeared tiny, and her calves were balled and tight.

“Do you think I look different?” she asked, turning to face Harry.

Harry was beside himself.  “Almost everything’s different,” he said.  “It’s like you’re you ... but you’re not you.”

“I’m me!” Louise cried.

“Your hair looks lighter,” Harry said.  “Not to mention your ...”

He pointed at Louise’s chest and the forty-three-year-old took the chance to give them another look.

“They look big, don’t they,” she said, touching her chin to her chest.

“They are big,” Harry said, swallowing.

He’d never paid such close attention to Louise’s breasts before, but then they’d never been this big and exposed.  Her dress was ill-fitting now, and her tits bunched up in it, threatening to spill out at the slightest provocation.

Harry felt his pulse quicken.  His throat turned dry, and his cock turned so swollen that it almost hurt.  He bent forward to try to relieve the pressure, but it was no good.

“You okay?” asked Louise, pouting with her new, full lips.

“You—you’re ... a bimbo.”

Louise took great offence.  “I am not!”

“You are!” said Harry.  “You’re blonde and—and—and ... hot.”

Louise was torn between bashfulness and anger.  A bimbo was something she’d prided herself on most-definitely not being.  The superficiality of it all didn’t jive with her worldview.  But as she turned back to the mirror to look at herself, she couldn’t really argue.

“Damn, Mrs. Cunningham,” said Harry, with a sense of pain in his voice.

“What’s gotten into you?” asked Louise, looking back.

In the window behind them, the bright, full moon peered out from behind the clouds, playing voyeur to what was about to occur.

Harry could barely look at Louise without feeling the pulsing groan in his cock as it yearned for release.

“You got something in there for me stud?” asked Louise.

Harry flashed a wide-eyed look and caught her smoky expression changing to something just as terrified as his own.

“I ... I don’t know why I said that,” Louise said, putting a hand on her chest.  “I’m not myself.”

“I know!” cried Harry.  “That’s what I keep—ooh—telling you!”

Harry bounced on the spot, flaring his nostrils and unable to take his eyes off his suddenly-hot housemate.

Louise was feeling something too.  It was as though she could sense Harry’s arousal, and soon her heart was pumping as fast as Harry’s.

“You want to give that thing some room,” Louise said, imbued with a streak of naughtiness that was out of character.  “Take your pants off and let it breathe.”

Harry closed his eyes.  This must have been a nightmare.  When he opened them, it was to the sight of his buxom, feisty landlady approaching.

“Here,” said Louise, fully losing control.  “Touch.”

She grabbed his hand and placed it on her breasts.

Harry’s knees wobbled, threatening to drop him to the floor.  He closed his eyes tight and felt the tingle of something at his crotch.

His balls fizzed in his pants, and suddenly his cock twitched, throwing out a rope of cum that was caught instantly by his boxer-shorts.

“There you go,” soothed Louise.  “That’s it.”

Harry’s open mouth croaked.  He felt the lashings fire out of his stiffness, and soon his underwear was soaked.

“M—Mrs. Cunningham!” he strained.

“Good boy,” Louise said.

She took his head and brought it to her chest, stroking his hair as the last of his climax seeped out of his cock.

But Harry found no relief.  In the post-climactic haze, he could still feel the swelling in his pants, greater than any he’d known.

“You’ve got more, haven’t you?” sensed Louise.

Harry looked up and met her eye, wondering just how she was suddenly so attuned to his adolescent body.
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