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	IRRESISTIBLE


	 


	 


	I was really quite excited. Finally, after years of waiting our little boy was bringing a girl home for the first time. To be honest, Gary was anything but little! He was a nineteen-year-old, six foot four rugby playing student but then only sons are always their mother’s little boys! And he had never brought a girlfriend back to see his parents before. I turned over in bed to share my anticipation with Mike, my ever patient husband. “I wonder what she’s like,” I told him. “I mean, Gary’s so painfully shy around women...!”


	“Hmmm, just make sure you don’t fuck her, that’s all,” Mike grunted, before turning his back to me and going back to sleep.


	He was only half joking of course. I was a classic aggressive cougar and my real weakness over the past few years had been pretty young women. The thing was, although I am naturally subservient to my husband and the other men or women he chooses to fuck me, much younger women in their late teens and early twenties always bring out my fem dom side and I’ve found I really enjoy that aspect of my character too. In fact lately, I’ve found there’s nothing hornier than having the soft, warm body of an obedient young woman under me. And if she decides not to be obedient...? Well, I’ve got our fully equipped ‘dungeon’ to sort that out! 


	The rest of the week went very, very slowly. I fussed around the house to make sure it was all just so and then I fussed around the playroom too. I checked the ropes and harnesses were all clean and fresh and I checked the toys. And then I imagined my son’s little girlfriend hanging from the ropes in the middle of the room while I enjoyed her supple body. And that was enough for me! My knickers came off and I was soon flat on my back on a bench with legs spread and a rabbit shoved inside my pulsing pussy. I came several times in that session and freshened myself up just in time for my dominant husband to get back from work and find me bent over the dining room table with skirt up and legs spread. “You should have let me know and I’d have brought the boss home with me,” Mike chuckled as he dropped his briefcase, unzipped his fly and speared me on a very rigid cock.


	That instantly became a daily routine. Mike quickly became used to being greeted by my winking twat as he walked through the front door and I regularly wondered if today was the day he’d brought the boss home as I stood there waiting for cock.


	Saturday afternoon was spent choosing my outfit , finding some shoes I liked, changing the outfit, sucking off my husband who just happened to wander into the bedroom with a hard on, deciding I didn’t like the shoes and starting over again...!  Pretty soon it was time to start cooking and I still wasn’t dressed, so I went back to the original outfit. Once it was on and my hair and make-up done, I had a critical look in the mirror and decided it was the right choice after all. I looked sexy as hell - I would fuck me!


	When Gary walked into the lounge with Louise an hour later my chin nearly hit the floor. She was just perfect. I exchanged a quick glance with Mike and he knew. I had to have her! She was at the same time shy but confident. I think the word is demure. Standing about five two, she was petite and delicate in every way: slim waist, lithe legs and budding breasts. Her face was angelic; like a china doll. I towered over her and when Gary introduced her I swear I almost suffocated the poor girl with my thirty eight double Ds.


	Dinner was fun. As the food and alcohol flowed, I got to know the pretty young woman. She was apparently as clever as she was pretty, being an Applied Mathematics under-graduate.  To be honest, I had no idea what that even was. My formative years were spent doing striptease and lap dances in clubs from the age of sixteen to twenty five. And then I met my fabulous and fabulously wealthy Dom who quickly became my husband. And sex was suddenly recreational again! My only application of mathematics was working out my shoe shopping bill.


	“What do you plan to do with your degree Louise,” Mike asked. Luckily he was a lot cleverer than me!


	“Ideally I’d like to work for a pharmaceutical company Mr Lukas,” Louise breathed. “If I could help find the cure to cancer or Ebola or something that would be just great.”


	I watched her carefully as she spoke. The subject had actually got her quite excited and my highly attuned sex antenna was sure it picked up signs of arousal in her. Erect nipples, heaving chest, that sort of thing. My imagination began to run amok and once again I felt powerless to resist the little minx.


	That night, Mike took my arse and I refused to bite the pillow. He rogered me hard and fast and I guess he was as turned on as I by the little sex pot sleeping under our roof. As he reamed my tightest passage, I screamed my passion out so loud; our guests may as well have been in the same room. There was no way Louise could have missed what we were doing. 


	I lay back, panting, next to my already sleeping husband and thought about what to do next. I felt fulfilled but still horny as hell. My pussy tingled and my nipples throbbed. I toyed with my clit and considered giving myself another orgasm when I heard footsteps on the stairs. It was a light patter of feet that was clearly not my son’s. Louise was going downstairs to the kitchen. I could hardly contain my excitement. Taking a few short breaths to steady myself, I swung my legs gracefully out of the bed, pulled on a short silk robe and went downstairs.


	The kitchen was dark except for a yellow light coming from the fridge. The door was big enough to completely hide the young woman from me and me from her. I padded slowly across the floor until I was right behind the door, so close to Louise, I could hear her glugging milk from my carton and then I stepped out into view.


	“Oh Christ!” Louise physically jumped and threw the rest of the milk down her front.


	“Christ indeed!” I laughed, looking down at her sodden nightshirt that was now plastered so snugly to her round little breasts, which were somewhat larger than they appeared in clothes.  “Did I give you a fright?”


	Louise’s scared little eyes were now glued to my body and it was hardly surprising, I knew what an unforgettable impression I was making. My own outstanding body was well showcased in the clingy silk and I was so hot, my nipples would be standing up like small boys’ penises and threatening to poke holes in her. “I-I’m sorry, Mrs Lukas” she stuttered.


	“Don’t be silly, little one, there’s nothing to be sorry for,” I told her, casually stroking her silky hair. “We need to get you out of these wet things though. Do you have a spare with you?”


	“No,” she shook her head.


	“Let’s find one of mine then,” I took her hand and led her towards the laundry room. A quick rummage found another of my sexy negligees – I didn’t own any boring pyjamas. “It’s going to be a bit big on you but this will do for tonight.” Before she could protest I grabbed hold of the hem on her soaking nightie and pulled it up over her head, leaving the shocked young woman standing naked in front of me like a rabbit trapped in the headlights of an approaching car.


	I looked Louise up and down. Not so slowly as to make it obvious I was salivating over her beautifully ripe body but enough to be able to preserve a mental picture to wank over later. Passing her the clean lingerie for her to quickly throw it on, the silky material still clung to her curves and the front gaped open enough for me to look straight down at her nipples from my higher vantage point. “That’s better,” I smiled, as though the sexual tension in the room simply didn’t exist. “Now, off to bed young lady!" I slapped her bottom to help her on her way.


	Alone, I sank back against the wall and caught my breath. It was no use, I had to relieve some tension. Pushing the laundry room door closed, I leant back against the washing machine and found my steaming hot twat with my middle finger. This was not going to last long.


	The next morning I greeted Gary and Louise for breakfast as though nothing had happened, hugging my son’s girl chastely as my own daughter. “I hope you’ve got no plans to shoot off today Gary,” I asked my son.


	“Why’s that?” his mouth was already full of eggs and bacon.


	“Dad’s going to take you to the pub so that Louise and I can have a girly night in and get to know each other a little better,” I told him.


	“Oh, okay!” my easy-going son replied. Louise just looked nervous as hell.


	Actually the separation was going to start straight after breakfast as I didn’t want Louise changing Gary’s mind and dragging him away. My fellow conspirator, Mike already had the car packed to take his son fishing and I planned to spend the day shopping with Louise. On Mike’s credit card of course. She protested a little but her reservations soon melted away at the prospect of spending someone else’s money on shoes. Young woman are so fickle – I should know!


	We actually had a lot of fun together that morning, laughing at our different ideas of fashion. By the time lunch came around, Louise was quite comfortable in my company. I took the opportunity to dig into her past a little and discovered that in fact, Gary was Louise’s first ‘proper’ boyfriend. She had fumbled around a little in the past and I suspect she knew how to give a blow job but I reckoned it was my son who had popped her cherry. In fact, before Gary, it seemed her experiences had been more with women than men. She started telling me about an encounter with a tutor at a fresher’s fare before realising her mouth was running away and quickly clamming up as her face turned bright red. I tucked that information away to use later.


	“So, would you like to know what I’ve got planned for us now?” I asked the bright-eyed teen.


	“I would love to know what you have planned for us Cindy,” she answered cheekily.


	“How does a spa afternoon sound?” I asked. “We’re booked in at my club and you can have whatever treatments you like on the house.”


	Louise swallowed the rest of her tea. “Just try and stop me,” she joked.


	We swam together in the pool, after buying her a one-piece. We were steamed together and then massaged and defoliated. Finally we lay next to each other with mud packs on. “Having fun?”  I asked my young guest.


	“It’s all just so chill,” Louise sighed.


	“Do you want to know what I’m having next?” I teased her.


	“Go on?”


	“A bikini wax.”


	Louise took a moment to assimilate what I’d just said and remember exactly what a bikini wax was. “No way,” she finally replied.


	“Yes way! I have one pretty much every time I’m here. Today I’m going for a full Brazilian. They call that a Hollywood,” I added helpfully.


	“I couldn’t,” the youngster blustered. “I just couldn’t.”


	I propped myself up on one elbow and looked at her pretty young face. I just loved manipulating this girl. It was so easy and the rewards would be so satisfying. “Sure you could! Don’t worry, you’ll be in a private cubicle so I can’t see anything,” I tipped her a wink and her blush spread from under her face pack so her exposed neck lit up.


	For the next half hour or so, while I lay back, having hairs ripped out from practiced skin, I enjoyed the sound of a waxing virgin losing her pubes. There was only a thin curtain between us so I caught every little scream, sob and pant, while Svetlana mercilessly depilated the girl. I closed my eyes for a moment and imagined what I could do to extract the same horny sounds from her. It wouldn’t be long before I got to try. Realising my hand was straying towards my pussy, under the nose of Hillary, my usual therapist, I quickly snapped my eyes open and started thinking about getting the car serviced and other boring stuff. All the same, my pussy was dripping by the time I got up from the table and I turned the shower temperature all the way down to recover.


	For the whole time the during the drive home Louise was chattering away nervously and I knew she could feel the sexual tension between us as well as I, even if she didn’t fully recognise it for what it was. I also knew that there was no doubt at all I would have this girl. The only question was how I would seduce her. I loved all forms of love, male and female; hard and soft. Whereas I would love to string this little cutie up and show her the pleasure of pain, I had actually grown very fond of her during the course of the day and I quite fancied our first time together to be just as tender. Perhaps leaving the playroom for another time. All the same, if she needed a little persuading...!  Time would tell. I pulled into our sweeping drive and noted straight away that the Porsche Cayenne was still missing. Either the boys were still out or that had returned and gone straight back out again.


	In fact they had left for the pub, as the note on the kitchen table told me. That meant I had my little cutie all to myself, at home, all evening, to do with as I wished. Okay, she was technically my son’s cutie but I wasn’t going to let such a technicality get in my way. And talking of my son, I effectively had Louise all night as he had a very low resistance to alcohol and Mike wasn’t going to bring him home until he was completely legless! “The boys have gone out already,” I told her, brandishing the note. “So it’s just us two,” I added meaningfully.


	“Oh!”


	“I’m going to dress for dinner,” I said, on the way upstairs. “See you downstairs when you’re ready.”


	It took no more than ten minutes for me to get ready, which had to be a record. Actually most of the work was done at the club, so it was just a case of throwing on a sexy dress, finishing my make-up and fluffing out my hair. A last look in the mirror was all I needed to confirm how tantalizing I looked. I popped a bottle of Moet et Chandon and poured two glasses, taking one with me into the kitchen and adding two drops of a very special formula from a very special friend to the other. By the time Louise made an appearance, I had nearly finished stir frying the prawns and ginger. She stood watching me spoon it on to the plates as she sipped her bubbly. “I love ginger,” she confided.
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