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  All throughout that hot summer day, Trish had been giving Lucas small suggestions. Little, erotic glances from across the picnic table in the backyard. A slight draping of his ass as she walked up to him, her shorts touching his, pressing gently against her inner warmth. A gentle rubbing of his aroused cock through his silk shorts as she passed alongside him, pretending as if she was picking something up from the ground or even a fake misplacement of her footing as they played volleyball with her kids. Allowing Lucas to feel the firmness of her breast as his palms crushed into her chest, the tips of his fingers feeling the firmness of her hardened, ripe nipples. All the while, wondering if she had finally given in to his advance, years of small sexual hints of what he wanted, what he desired to take and give. Gazing at her intensely, just as always, he could envision her ridding him hard and wild. Breast bouncing madly, cries of lust and pleasure echoing all around them, as the sounds of his cock slammed deeply into her, tearing her pussy apart like the guys she had been with in the past. The losers she gave herself over to while he watched in the distance, always there by her side to pick up the broken pieces of her heart when they had their fill of her, tossing her aside like some sort of exploited whore.




  “Damn,” Lucas moaned under his breath, the thoughts of her fervent screams, arousing him; his eyes scrolling over her long, slender, cream colored thighs, as she swayed them ever so slowly from side-to-side, like long blades of grass against the summer breeze.




  “Fucking hell,” he thought, inhaling deeply, the heat inside him growing intensely as he continued to secretly watch her. Her fingers rising further up her body as she grabbed hold of her white shorts, pulling the slack to one side. His eyes gliding up her shorts and to the fine, black, almost see-through lace of her panties wrapped tightly around her thighs, forcing Lucas to look away, licking his parched lips to the lustful thoughts that continued to ravage his mind. Slowly she walked toward him, climbing over her teenage boys as she passed him on her way to the kitchen. Placing her hand lightly on his shoulders, she quickly looked down at him, allowing her other hand to light brush against his inner thigh. Licking her lips ever so slightly, before fully turning around and walked ever so seductively towards the corner of the living room which lead into the sectioned off kitchen.




  “Kids,” Trish said softly, her gentle yet raspy, almost muggy voice filling the silent void as she spoke. “Why don’t you all go out and play some hoops, unless you want to help us do the dishes in the kitchen.” She said, gazing across the room at Lucas.




  “Some Basketball sounds good,” her two kids and their friends said in unison, quickly leaving the living room, rushing out into the backyard where they began to play a two on two.




  “Dish… dishes?” Lucas asked, a slight heated gasp escaping his lips as he tried not to look directly into her eyes, afraid she would be able to see the truth written all over his face.




  “Oh… you don’t have to help, you are a guest after all,” Trish hissed, her raspy, sexy voice sending heated chills through his body. “Shouldn’t take me but a few minutes anyway,” Trish added, turning around, before slowly walking into the kitchen, swaying her hot, rounded ass from side-to-side, as if toying with him further.




  “Fuck… fuck, damn it I… I need to!” Lucas, hissed softly, quietly as he tried to resist the urges, the desires he so longed for since the first time he accidently caught her full frontal. Bathing naked in the sun at the family cottage over 20 years ago, her then 18-year-old tanned body basked with baby oil, highlighting the erotic curves of her thighs, breast. The slight slit of her pussy lips and nicely trimmed bush spread out in front of him as if begging to be touched even back then, the curves of her body, and that of her beautiful face, unblemished by the passing of time.




  “Fuck…,” Lucas stood up, “Damn it,” the heat inside him not relenting, the fire inside, the passion, the need to feel her like a man for the first time was lit and he knew nothing but the taste of her sweat-glazed flesh, the feel of her hot rounds and curved body would extinguish the flames.




  “Damn it,” Lucas whimpered to himself, stepping into the kitchen, it was here where he found her, hips bent slightly inward over the kitchen sink, forcing the rounded curves of her ass out towards him as she looked out the window above the sink, gazing at her teenage boys as they played basketball.




  “Fucking…,” Lucas gasped, legs moving on their own, small baby steps behind her, unsure if what he was sensing about her wants and desires were real or just a part of his overly active tabooed desires to intimately know how she felt from deep inside. Unable to think clearly, unable to move with basic rationality, Lucas took another step closer, her body inches from him, he could feel the warmth radiating against his hands. Rolling his tongue over his lips Lucas moved once more and quickly, like a viper to his prey, wrapped his arms around her waist, hands under her shirt, he pressed firmly against her soft, smooth flesh, the tips of his fingers rolling over her firmly curved breast, pinching her already hardened nipple between my fingers. Brushing her long, black hair aside, lips dragged softly over her neckline, lightly darting at her perfumed covered coating with his tongue. Her body wrapped around him, melting into him, Lucas closed his eyes and waited for her response, waited for the glass shattering scream of him touching her; waited for the slap across the face followed by the knowledge of being marked a pervert for the rest of his life by his and her family. Yet, to his great surprise, all he felt was her arching her chest forward, his hands cupping her soft heated breast fully.




  “About fucking time you turned into a man cous.” Trish breathed deeply, eye never looking away, leaving the window, ass pushing, grinding back into him as she widened her stance--shorts and panties falling down her thighs, massing around her ankles. His hand brushed up her inner thighs, tips of his fingers pressing across her wet opening as he pushed them deeply inside her, her wetness gushing out over his hand.




  “Trish . . . you’re so wet and tight, it’s been a while huh?” Lucas asked seductively, unconcerned with her answer, digging the tips of his fingers even further into her drenching pussy, arching them up against the top of her canal before pulling her ass slightly away from the kitchen sink, the front of her body pressing slightly downward, prepping her ass up towards him. As he pulled his shorts and boxers down, the tip of his rock hard cock twitching uncontrollably as he slapped it around the opening of her ass.
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