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Maureen ground her hips against Jonathan’s, her juices making their flesh slick and soft. All of his cock deep in her as she rode him slow. Their bodies panting in her dark bedroom. The cute lava lamp on her night table gracing them with dim red and blue light. He cupped both of her full breasts and rubbed his thumbs gently over her nipples the way she enjoyed it. It was a thankful distraction since he tried not to cum yet. At this point, he wasn’t feeling much. She barely stroked him with her pussy. If she kept this up though, he might lose control and that would suck since he could tell Maureen was on the edge of cumming as she manipulated his cock to hit the perfect spot.


This was the longest Jonathan has held out. Before they reached this point, she made the effort of keeping control and only teasing the length of his cock with her tongue, avoiding the swollen head, and sucking his balls into his mouth while gently stroking him. For a while now, Maureen had been too good with her blowjob skills. So good that Jonathan had been cumming way before she could fuck him. A lot of the times, he regained his erection after ten or fifteen minutes but that lag was torture for Maureen. She loved sucking cock. Loved to feel the texture and contours in her mouth, the way it throbbed on the down bob. It made her horny. So horny that her pussy quivered and moistened and she had to fuck. Immediately. Yet, it also made her so horny that she had to complete the job. Fulfill the promise.


That night, Maureen considered not sucking Jonathan before taking him inside her. He even offered to slip his cock in her right away. But when she held it in her hand, squeezed the tiniest drop of pre-cum out the head, she couldn’t resist. She loved the tartness of his seed.


Usually when they had the apartment to themselves, they remained on the living room couch. There was something about fucking in a room that was often filled with people. Maureen’s roommate Jenna left for Thanksgiving break on Monday since she had no classes on Tuesday and Wednesday. Maureen wasn’t so fortunate. She had no classes on Wednesday but her three-hour biology class needed for her pre-med status was every Tuesday morning. After that she could leave for break to see her mother for four nights in her childhood home. 


Maureen was a bit nervous about returning home for this holiday. She had done it before all through her freshman year, including visits during the summer. But this time around her mother had a new boyfriend. Mark was a few years older than her mother’s 45 years and owned a small construction company. Mostly he built houses around the growing suburban Georgia neighborhoods, filling it up with middle-class families. 


That was how her mother and Mark met. She sold homes for Churchwise Realtor. While showing a potential family model homes, she ran into Mark who was working on the final touches of one next door. From what her mom said there was an instant attraction that had lasted three months now. 


Maureen’s mom sent her a picture of them together, out on a date in one of the town’s upscale restaurants. Maureen’s mom Gloria looked beautiful with her straight brown hair hanging free over her slender shoulders graced with a spaghetti strap top. Her finely featured face lightly made up, her white smile bright, and her hazel eyes filled with joy. 


Many people had said Maureen looked a lot like her mother. Maureen hoped so. She thought her mother was beautiful for her age and she was counting on looking as good when she reached her forties.


Mark was handsome. It seemed that age did not wear him down. His tan from working outside all the time contrasted with Gloria’s milky, silk skin. His blond hair was cut short and combed respectfully, parted to the side. His brown eyes appeared brighter than his white teeth set in a strong jaw. When she first saw the picture on her phone, she immediately thought the man was cute. If she met him around campus or if he was one of her teachers, she would definitely flirt with him. Maybe even give him a chance in bed.


Riding Jonathan’s cock help Maureen’s anxiety about meeting Mark. She was working on her third orgasm now. Such a good boy, Jonathan gave her two while he pounded her from behind. Since they started dating last February, he managed to pay such close attention to her that he understood her body and knew what she enjoyed. Once they entered her bedroom, he bent her over the bed and fucked her from behind. When he felt her squeeze around him, nearing an orgasm, he started slapping her wide, round ass and pulling her long brown hair so hard that she arched her hourglass-shaped back. Soon after that, Maureen came so hard that she could snap his dick off with her hips.


Looking down at him, Maureen, drunk on cock, could see him struggling to hold back even though she moved ever so slightly on him. It wasn’t slight for her. His head rubbed a spot that would bring her to another intense orgasm. He connected with her eyes. She saw the pleading in them. He was so goddamn sexy. She nodded she was close. Closer than she thought. 


The orgasm made her pussy contract and suddenly stroke up and down his length. Her hands on his chest, she threw her head back and screamed out as loud as she wanted since Jenna wasn’t home.


The gliding from head to base just about did Jonathan in. His eyes rolled to the back of his head and he squeezed to hold back his load like a madman. 


“Want you to cum for me,” Maureen panted.


She slipped off him and sat her soft butt down on his thighs. His wet cock glistened, a build up of white cream at the base. Maureen gripped it tight and stroked it fast, faster than what her pussy could do while riding it. 


Jonathan, his face contracting, screamed out for God and his cock exploded. The first few pent up streams almost reached her giggling face, landing on her full 36D breasts. 


“Oh, my God,” Maureen gasped in amazement. “Yes!”


More cum pumped out of him as he squirmed under her. She loved it. She had never seen him shoot such a load. He loved it too and that made her even hornier.


After he stopped cumming, Maureen jerked the head slower, making it squish with both their juices. Jonathan moaned and nodded, at a loss for words. It looked like subtle bolts of electricity were surging through his muscles. All caused by Maureen’s handling of his head. Was he going to cum again? She hoped so. If not, he was enjoying the massage of his swollen sensitive head.


“Oh, fuck!”


His hips jerked against her. Another load, smaller than the previous, squirted out. Maureen wasn’t going to waste this one. She quickly knelt between his legs and took his spurting cock into her mouth. She slowly bobbed and sucked. Watery than usual but it still had that delicious tarty flavor she loved filled her mouth.


Jonathan calmed and his cock softened. Maureen continued to suck him gently and run her tongue up and down the shaft and head. She knew that was all he could give tonight and that was fine. He gave her three big ones.


“Mmm,” she said, looking up at his tired and sweaty face. “Think that will last you?”


He smiled.


“We’re only going to be apart for one night,” he said. “But, yeah. Those other nights together will be torture.”


After one last lick and deciding she cleaned him up good, Maureen climbed up into his arm and pressed against his side. She kissed him, not caring if he complained that his sticking cum coated her lips and tongue.


“Yeah,” she said, settling in and closing her eyes. Her muscles relaxed, urging her to sleep. “But what makes you think we’re not going to do it at my mother’s.”


“I don’t think that would be cool,” he said. 


“No?” she asked, a bit of the devil in her voice. How she loved when he acted conservative outside of sex. “Why not?”


“Your mom might be around and you know how loud you get,” he said. “I’ll have to look at her.”


She smiled. He was right.


“My mom is beautiful. You’ll like looking at her.”


“I’d rather look at you.”


She squeezed him.


“So sweet,” she said. “You sure it’s okay with your parents that you leave early?”


“Yeah,” he said. “They’re cool with it. As long as they get Thanksgiving day with me, they’re happy. You keep saying that you’re welcome to come.”


“I’m glad they gave me permission to cum in their house.”


“Jeez, Maureen,” he laughed. “Don’t you ever get enough?”


“Never.” She rubbed her face into his chest, basking in the musk of his sweat and exertion. “I feel like I can never get enough.”


“Then it’s probably a good idea that you don’t visit this Thanksgiving. You’ll probably rip all your clothes off and fuck me in front of them next to the turkey.”


Maureen laughed.


“No,” she said. “I’ll only give you a blow job under the table in front of them. I’m not a total slut. Not that you don’t love me being a slut.”


He kissed the top of her head.


“I love you any way I can get you and all the time,” he said. “Let’s see how your urges go and if your mom can handle you being away for the holiday.”


“If you make a good impression on her this weekend, then she may be cool with next year.”


“I always make a good impression.”


“Certainly made one tonight,” she said. “Oh, my God.”


Jonathan smiled proudly and Maureen squeezed him tightly. She resisted the urge to grab his limp cock and jerk it to attention. It was getting late and Maureen still had to pack for tomorrow and meet her ride home. 


He kissed the top of her head and squirmed into a comfortable position. Maureen pulled the blanket up over their bodies and lightly kissed him good night. Under the soft glow of the lava lamp, they fell asleep.
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“It really sucks that you can’t be with us,” Maureen said. “Feels like I haven’t seen you in ages.”


Greta, Maureen’s cousin, drove the jeep while Maureen sat in the seat next to her. Her short brown hair streaked with blue spiked out a bit. Maureen noticed that she pierced her ears again. A fifth ruby stud going up the side of it. They matched the septum one. She also noticed that her make-up wasn’t as thick as usual. Normally, Greta painted her eyes into sunset designs and wore black lipstick. Today she only wore thick black eyeliner and matching lipstick.


Under Greta’s winter coat hid a slim body with small breasts wearing a dark purple sweater with holes that exposed soft white skin covered in various tattoos. The jeans she wore also had holes but underneath she had white long johns, probably since the weather was in the low thirties.


Greta and Maureen were first cousins, their moms were sisters. They grew up together in the same town. The families were inseparable until a year ago when Gloria and her sister had a falling out. Greta and Maureen weren’t sure what the fight was about but it was serious enough for them not to talk to each other in the small suburban Georgian town. It didn’t affect Greta’s relationship with Gloria or Maureen. The cousin planned to see them the day after Thanksgiving and feast on left-overs.


“It’s only been since August,” Greta said. “But yeah. It does feel like a long time.”


“Everything good at that university down there in good ol’ California?”


“Oh, yeah.” Greta was in her second year, too. Unlike Maureen, she was working for a film degree. Growing up, she always made short movies with her video camera, often dragging Maureen into them. They were fun and embarrassing. Maureen was a terrible actress but Greta didn’t mind. Maybe because actors were hard to find where they lived. Especially ones that worked for free. “Been working on my thesis script and saving money for it. At this, rate I should be good to go when I reach senior year.”


Greta worked part-time on the campus Starbucks, making cappuccinos, lattes, and anything else the customers could think of to challenge the staff.


“That’s awesome,” Maureen said. “I can’t wait to read it.”


“And act in it?” she asked, smiling with her eyes on the highway.


“Oh, God,” Maureen groaned. “Don’t you want to get a good grade?”


They laughed.


“Don’t say that,” Greta said. “You were so good in my early shorts.”


“If you say so.”


“Well, I would love it if you came down and helped me shoot it behind the camera. But I know you’ll probably be heavy into that brainiac biology stuff by then, Doctor Maureen.”


Maureen shrugged.


“Maybe. If you shoot during a break I could probably swing it.”


Greta smiled, knowing Maureen was true to her word.


The ride fell into silence a while, the Vampire Weekend cd softly played out the car speakers. Maureen stared out the window, watching the trees, buildings, and homes of the suburbs fly by. Anticipation grew inside her. Her finger started to tap her thigh.


“So have you met this Mark yet?” Maureen asked, barely heard over the music.


Greta nodded.


“Yeah,” she said. “He seems nice. I think your mom really likes him and that he really likes her.”


“That’s good,” she said.


“You nervous about meeting him?”


Maureen shrugged.


“She sounds so serious when she talks about him.”


“Serious like she wants to get married serious?”


“Yeah. She never sounded like that with a guy.”


Maureen’s father left them when she was two. She barely remembered him. A slight face in a fog at the back of her mind. She had no bad memories. Gloria never said why he left. From what Maureen gathered, he left and never came back. No sign of abuse to her or Gloria, no drinking, or no affair.


Life was hard for them financially. At first, they lived with Greta’s family for a few years until Gloria was able to afford an apartment. When Maureen entered high school they moved into a little house.
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