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Pills For A Mom

Part 1

It was late in the year when Mrs. Sara Bergman realized that the one hundred and fifty pounds that she was at was simply too much weight to have especially when she only stood five feet four inches tall.  Her large thirty eight ‘D’ breasts helped her keep the appearance of a female shape but as she gained weight in her tummy area her boobs swelled as well from a ‘D’ cup to a ‘DD’ cup and finally to a triple ‘D’ cup.  A rigorous course of exercise failed to remove the desired weight.  She did loose about ten pounds but her triple ‘D’ cup boobs remained at triple ‘D’ and she only moved down one dress size.  She needed immediate gratification without surgery.  A mail order company supplied her with a weight reduction drug which also had a pleasant side effect in that it relieved some of the back pain she’d simply put up with over the years.  She was in the medical field and fully realized that her enormous bust size might be a contributing factor, but a fall from a ladder hadn’t helped her condition too much either.  The drug worked rather well and in a few short months she’d lost enough weight to have drawn the attention of her husband and a few of her son’s teenage friends.  The weight loss, which was primarily at her hips and belly, had not, however, reduced her cup size.  She remained a triple ‘D’ despite the vigorous workouts and the pills.  This complicated matters for her.  She’d always been a rather large breasted woman, even having taken pride in her twin boobs to a point that other women often expressed their jealousy.  The problem with extremely large boobs, though, was even more pronounced with her reduced tummy size because her boobs were emphasized all that much more.  What was worse, for her, was the realization that only specially tailored skirts and dresses would alleviate a rather provocative hem height.  The skirts and dresses, previous to her weight gain, had all had hem lines just at or slightly below her knee’s.  Now, with the larger cup size, she noticed that the hem line rose to just over the tops of her knees.  Her legs were well formed, muscular, and well toned and thankfully she wasn’t cursed with knobby knee’s so the rise in the hem line wasn’t as explicit as it could have been had her knee’s been more pronounced.  The weight reduction pills had another size effect that she hadn’t been aware of until she experienced stomach cramping which she knew was the result of a drug overdose.  In retrospect, she realized suddenly, she’d exceeded the recommended dosage levels by more then triple.  It had been strictly unintentional, she’d merely been more dependant on the weight reduction pills for the pain relief than she was for the primary reason she’d been taking them in the first place.  She complicated the matter by taking additional prescription drugs and realized only eighteen months after she’d started into the weight reduction program that she was as hooked on the pills as any addict she’d ever seen.  It was at that point she had decided it was time to think about getting off the drugs she was taking.  That proved to be more difficult than just making up her mind she wasn’t going to take them anymore.  In addition to the normal withdrawal symptoms of being cranky and less aware of her immediate surroundings she realized she was almost unconsciously compelled to renew her pill consumption.  


It had been that fateful day in early May when she had been cleaning the kitchen floor dressed in her cut off jeans and a loose top.  The top still hugged her enormous breasts but because she needed occasional freedom from the restrictions of a bra and she was at home she had been completely oblivious to the attentive stare she was receiving from her son’s closest friend Chris Tomasi.

She’d always felt kind of sorry for Chris.  His father had divorced his mother and his mother was an alcoholic.  His father had moved out and had another child with another woman.  Chris was a lanky boy, both lean and at the same time not too skinny with a dark complexion typical of his Italian heritage.  He had hot eyes and as she stopped scrubbing she suddenly became aware of those hot, dark eyes focused on her.  She realized two things as she stopped and the first was that she’d been putting on quite a jiggle wiggle show for the teenager and the second was the stabbing pain in her back.  Without even thinking she reached up to the table to her right and grabbed the pill container.  Momentarily, the forty year old housewife and mother had forgotten the leering teen and become intensely aware of the discomfort in her back caused by straining muscles.  She’d reached up, arching her back in the process and thrusting her big boobs out even more, without a consideration for the show she was unintentionally putting on.  Her breasts were even more highlighted as she arched her back and because of the sudden stabbing pain her nipples hardened almost automatically.

As her hand closed around the round pill container she realized the show she was putting on and quickly bent forward again blushing in the process and saying,

“Oh Chris, I’m sorry, I didn’t see you there!”


It was a flagrant lie and she knew he knew it because of the little smile that pulled at the sides of his mouth when he replied,

“That’s ok, Mrs. B., I didn’t mind at all!”

I’m sure you didn’t she thought sarcastically as she opened the pill container almost automatically and found it empty!  She’d already gone through her normal weekly supply and this was only a Wednesday!  Angrily, as well as with some obvious frustration, she threw the pill container and lid to the floor where it bounced and slapped against the wall before falling back to the floor to roll uselessly across the surface.

“Is there a problem, Mrs. B.?” asked the seventeen year old.

“No, no problem.  I just ran out of my pain medication, that’s all, Chris.”

“Here,” he said opening a tin and displaying about five little round red pills, “try one of these.  My mom uses them all the time.”

“What are they Chris?”

“Pain killers, Mrs. B.,” replied Chris instantly, “my mom takes them all the time.”


He had repeated that statement twice and Sara suddenly realized that if his mom took them then they probably would be ok.

“It only takes about ten minutes and most of your discomfort is gone, Mrs. B.,” said her son’s closest friend.


Ten minutes, her pain numbed mind thought!  The weight reduction pills took close to half an hour to work their charms.  She had to try this and besides his mom took them “all the time”.


She popped one in her mouth and rose, grunting with the painful effort, to get a glass of water to swallow it.  She drank the water as Chris said,

“I’ll just be in with Mike, ok, Mrs. B.?” 

“Of-of course Chris, and thank-you you very much.”

“Not a problem Mrs. B., any time,” he said as he exited towards her son’s room and the video games which she could hear were actively going from her son’s bedroom.


Ten minutes later the pain was not only gone but she felt really good, the best she’d felt in a very long time.  She was able to complete her floor in near record time and was in the process of thinking about changing into a bra.  She was still quite flushed and embarrassed from the obvious observance of  jiggle that her big boobs made beneath the blouse and the only bra she had available, that wasn’t in the wash, was in her bedroom which was across the hall from where Chris had gone.  It was for that reason she had rejected putting on her bra.  She didn’t want Chris to fully realize just how aware she’d been of his penetrating scrutiny and he would be if he saw her again wearing a bra within so short of a time period; it would be much better to wait; she’d just have to remember to wear something with support when she was around the teenager.  It might even be easier to remember, as she felt more relaxed than she had in months, but remember she must!  Chris had matured and was highly aware of her as a woman.  Her own son had often complained to her about the way Chris viewed females.  Chris had a real problem, according to her own son, and probably would entertain the idea of a relationship with an older married woman simply because he was as horny as her son had indicated that he was.

She wasn’t even aware of Chris leaving, although she did hear her own son call out that he was going over to Chris’s house as the door slammed.


The next morning she felt her discomfort building.  She was able to go to work but the discomfort was gradually increasing to a point where she knew she’d either have to double up on her weight reduction medication or….contact Chris Tomasi.  Sara had thought that she would wait until Chris came around, but found that her son hadn’t invited him for the day.  She wanted to talk to her son’s best friend but she didn’t want Chris to get the wrong idea.  Her desperation grew until she threw caution to the wind and gave her son’s best friend a call on the telephone.  Fortunately, he was home alone and it required only the briefest of explanations about her situation.  Chris told her on the telephone that the pill he’d given her was only to get her through the situation she’d found herself in at the time.  Sara was becoming more desperate as she reminded Chris that he’d told her that his mother took the pills all the time.  Chris had replied that was true, but she paid him for the pills; they were after all a “street drug” and were not free.  Sara said she’d pay him whatever the price was as long as she could get one or two, “just to get her by for now”.  Sara could almost feel the youth’s reluctance but finally he agreed.  He would bring a couple of the pills over if she had the cash for them.  When she asked how much the room she was in became very quiet.

One hundred dollars for two pills was outrageous!  She swallowed her pride and said the money would be available.


Chris accepted coming over to his friend’s house.  While they were playing the video game in Mike’s room Chris started out by saying,

“I’ve noticed your mom’s … boobs, Mike.”


His friend half grinned while scoring on Chris who responded quickly and scored back evening out the game points.

“Who hasn’t?” asked Mike

“What?” asked Chris back still continuing to play.

“Who hasn’t noticed her boobs.  My mom is big breasted.  I kindah like it when she goes braless too.”


Another round of scoring points as the two competed against each other.

“What if I started touching, would you be upset then?”

“Naw.  As long as she allowed it.  But I’m sure my dad wouldn’t like it.”

“Yeah, probably not…still.”

“Chris if she were to let you feel her up, no problem.  I’m not gonnah tell my dad you did, but you’re on your own.  You get caught it ain’t my problem, understand?”

“Sure, buddy, I understand.  But what if I were able to … well feel her up in front of you?”

“It wouldn’t bother me, but shit Chris, she’s my mom!  Kindah old for you isn’t she?”

“No woman is too old for me, Mike.”


His friend smirked and chuckled a little,

“Ok, ok, I know, you’d screw anything that wore a skirt and had two legs, but you just remember this buddy, you force yourself on her and I will personally beat you to a pulp, friend or not.”
“I’ll remember….damn it all!  You beat me again!  Another one?”

“Sure, Chris.”


Mrs. Bergman stepped into her son’s room right after that exchange.

“I don’t like you swearing in my home, Chris.”

“Sorry Mrs. B.,” he replied ogling her wobbling, obviously braless boobs beneath her loose red top.  She was also wearing shorts and flats.  Chris half smirked seeing her blush and knowing she was aware that he had made an observation of her, not as Mike’s mom, but as a woman.

“Chris would it be possible to talk with you, alone, downstairs in the laundry room, before you start that next game, I-I have something to ask you?”

“Sure Mrs. B.,” he replied grinning and getting up.  He sported a sizeable boner in his jeans and he saw the mom of his best friend briefly glance downwards, blush deep scarlet before turning and walking out of the room.


Chris gave his friend a knowing wink, as his friend chuckled shaking his head then whispered,

“Be sure that doesn’t get you into trouble, Chris!”


Chris grinned back and said nothing.  He knew his friend was talking about his pecker.


Chris noticed that his friend’s mom had cleaned up her laundry room.  She was in the process of sorting clothes and placing the dirty clothes in the washing machine which wasn’t running yet as he entered.  He stood there silently watching as she bent and stood.  He got harder seeing her glorious mounds of flesh moving beneath her blouse and Chris couldn’t help but half smirk as he thought of how she’d react when he told her what he had in mind.  He might, he knew, even get slapped.

“Chris I need more of those pills you had,” she said not looking at him but continuing to work in front of him.

“I ran out of the red ones, but my mom switched over to the pink ones too, Mrs. B.,” he said casually.  It was the truth.  The red ones were really hard to get but the pink ones, now those were little jewels which were twice as strong, easily obtainable, and for a tenth the cost.  His friend, Ed Turner, actually made them.  Turner had always been good with chemistry, Chris knew.  What Chris could never figure out was why the twenty six year old Turner reported to Ernie Fryman.  Shit, Fryman was the same age as Chris and still in high school.  The connection between Turner and Fryman must be something more; something Chris wasn’t aware of.
“I see Chris…and I suppose these pink ones are more expensive?” she asked as she deliberately, Chris noted, kept her face away from him.  Still he could see her round, curvy lower ass cheeks peeking out through the bottoms of her shorts.

“Actually Mrs. B., they are cheaper, ‘bout half the cost and twice as strong.”

“Really, that does sound interesting.  May I purchase some from you?”


Chris had wondered what he was going to say and how he was going to broach the subject with this older woman.  He hesitated, choosing his word carefully, as he shifted and walked over to the dryer seeing a garment laying there.  It was, he noted, her bra.  She looked up at him now, facing him as he blushed but picked up her bra anyway.  Chris noted she had seen him looking at her bra and she blushed when he obviously looked at the size tag then looking her in the face with a smirk on his own face.  It was rude, Chris knew, but he was trying to get this older woman to realize she was just like his mom, an addict.
“Chris…I really need those pills…tell me I can buy them from you..please.”


Chris licked his lips a little nervously and shifted on his feet and replied,

“Well Mrs. B. I guess that really depends on you.”


Chris felt the hard penetrating look she gave him.  Then her face contorted a little as an obvious painful discomfort surged through her.  Chris knew it was the first signs of withdrawal, he’d seen it before.

“What do you mean, it depends on me, Chris?”


Again Chris hesitated then he blurted it out,
“It means Mrs. B. that if you want to buy them from me I want to be able to see and touch you after you’ve taken off your clothes.”

“Chris Tomasi!” she said blushing, then another wave hit her.  Chris couldn’t believe his luck.  To have her in the throws of pre-withdrawal while he explained what he wanted from her was sheer luck.  His good fortune and her misfortune, especially when negotiating for the pills was almost too good to be true!
“Chris,” she stated after getting more control, “Chris I-I’m old enough to be your mother!  I am the mother of your best friend!  I-I’m old, fat and married and besides I’m not that kind of…person.”

“Still, before I sell them to you, that’s what you will do and if not well then I guess you can just go off of ‘em, right?”

“I will not do that, for you or anybody else,” she responded hotly, “it’s not going to happen and….and I already told you I’m not some floozy you can just order around!”

“In that case can I go finish the game with Mike, or do you want me to leave?”

“Go finish your game then Chris if that’s the way you are going to be.”


Chris left after finishing the game and finding out that Mike was going to be with his other friends.  It was ok with Chris.  He still had a hard on when he went home but thinking of his best friends mother and how she’d eventually be coming around gave him plenty of charge to beat his meat and come to a very satisfying and stimulating climax some of his juice actually hitting the wall and running down it’s surface in a slimy mess.
Part 2 of 2


Chris got home from school and found his mother passed out again on the couch.  There were two empty bottles of Bourbon on the table next to her and a glass half filled with the amber liquid.  Chris looked as his skinny mom almost in disgust when his thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the ringing of the telephone.  He picked up the phone out of its charger cradle and said,
“Hello.”

“Chris…Chris is that you?”  The tense almost whispering voice of Mrs. Sara Bergman was asking the question.

“Yeah, it is me, Chris,” he said grinning as he thought that it was kind of mean not to acknowledge that he knew who it was that was calling on the other end of the telephone.

“Chr-Chris its Mike’s mom, Mrs. Bergman.”  She was stammering Chris noted silently probably because of the withdrawal which should be getting really intense now.

“Oh…hi,” he responded not committing to anything.

“Chris,” she half whispered, “I really….really need those pills!  I’ll pay any amount you had in mind.”

“I already discussed that with you but now because you’ve been such a bitch about it I’m going to add some other demands.”

“I-I have….I have been a bitch, Chris.  Can you come over right now, is your mom home?”

“Yes to the first and as for the second she is passed out drunk on the couch.”

“I-I’m sorry Chris…I know it must be….difficult for you and you have other responsibilities, but-but I really am getting desperate.  How long…I mean will it be a while before you arrive?”

Chris knew she was or she wouldn’t have admitted it.  He also knew it must have cost her a lot to call him after she had rejected him in her laundry room.
“I will be there in a couple of minutes.”

“Thank you Chris.”


He hung up and changed his clothes.  He made sure he had more than an adequate amount of the pinkies before he left for his friend’s house.


When Chris arrived she answered the door.  He frowned, noting she was wearing a bra and a pair of baggy shorts which were far from complimentary and covered everything.


She opened the door for him and he entered their house.

“So where’s Mike, Mrs. Bergman?”

“Oh, he went over to another friend’s house, he won’t be back for quite a while, Chris.”

“Is there anybody else around?”

“N-no, only you and me,” she replied.

“Mind if I sit down Mrs. Bergman?”

“N-no, go ahead Chris, have a seat.  Did you bring them, Chris?”  She asked the question and when she did he saw the craving in her eyes.

“Yeah, here’s one,” he said holding out the small pink pill.  He wanted to negotiate with her more and he was going to demand a lot more than just a strip and a feel.  She would be in this stage, Chris knew because he also supplied both Mr. and Mrs. Brown who was his history teacher.  Mister Brown was some sort of executive at one of the service organizations in town.


Chris noted that she almost desperately snatched the pill out of his palm.  He knew from previous experience with others that she would be in the withdrawal for at least another hour because she had gone so long without a refresh pill.
“Why-why isn’t it working, Chris?”

“You were off of them for a while, it will take a while for it to kick in, Mrs. Bergman.”

“Oh yes, yes of course I-I understand.”


She should, Chris thought!  She was after all a nurse.

“Can-can I buy more from you, Chris?”


He was looking at her boobs now.  He noted as he raised his eyes to her face that she was aware of him looking her over.  He saw her swallow nervously and at the same time he felt his hard on throb because he knew he was going to get what he wanted.  The realization hit him as he sat there that he was going to ask for, and get, far more than he had ever dreamed of before.

“Well Chris, can I buy more or not?”  She asked the question and there was a full blush on her round face.
“What…what did I ask of you, before Mrs. B.?”

“You,” she swallowed nervously, “you wanted to feel my boobs.  I…I’ll let you.”


Let me feel you hell bitch, he thought as he began to get more than annoyed at her arrogance.  Sure she was a mature woman and sure she had a nice set of tits on her but she didn’t own a gold mine!  He had the pills she wanted/needed and she was going to “let” him touch her!

“There was more to it than just feeling up your tits Mrs. B.” Chris said as he lost some of his hard on and was getting more than a little upset.

“Yes…something about being …. Naked.”

“Yeah, something like that.  Are you naked Mrs. B.?  No you are not!  So you’re going to “let” me feel your tits up huh?  Well what if I don’t want to?”


He noted, to her credit, that she picked up on his anger and made some adjustments to the way she was going to negotiate for the pills.

“I-I’m sorry Chris….that came out wrong.”

“It sure the hell did, bitch!”  He said it and meant every word of it.  Shit she could go to hell as far as he was concerned, now…now she was going to have to earn his forgiveness.

“Wha-what is it, you want then?”


Chris sighed and thought, maybe it was the withdrawal that was making her slow witted.  

“Before I even begin to talk about any of that you, Mrs. B, have got to be nude, naked, without clothes.  So what’s it going to be, you strip or I leave again?”

“I am not…I am not a floozy, Chris, bu-but I need that stuff so ba-a-d!”
“I never said you were a floozy, Mrs. B,” replied Chris as he watched the older woman unbutton her blouse.  She pulled it out of her shorts and put it on a chair.  She walked over to the door and made sure it was locked before returning close to where he was sitting as she sniffed and took off the baggy, ugly, shorts.  She was down to slip on shoes and underwear.  She swallowed and looked at the wall behind his head as she reached behind herself and unfastened her bra.  


Chris watched in sheer delight as the mature mother of his best friend took off her bra and her big, full breasts bounced into view.  Her nipples were large and pink and Chris noted her big tits feel down but her nipples pointed at the wall indicating that she was still rather firm in the tit department it was just the total size of those big mounds that made her tits drop on her chest.  


Chris felt his prick harden even more as the woman leaned forward pulling her panties down away from her crotch.  As she bent forward to drop her panties her big tits dangled from her body.  To Chris it was like a dream come true when the mom of his best friend now stood naked in front of him with her hands covering her furry crotch.

Chris looked at the shivering mature woman.  She was shivering, Chris knew, not for being cold but because the pill he had given her still hadn’t kicked in and she was experiencing the uncomfortable feelings of being subjected to body racking pain.  Her big tits looked even bigger as she stood there with her upper arms trapping the twin melons together because her hands were covering her crotch.
“Can, can we talk, now Chris?”

“No, Mrs. B, see you back talked me yesterday and for that there has to be some sort of payback, so go get dressed in your garter belt and hose.  I know you have some because I’ve seen them.  Also wear those red fuck me high heels you got, the ones with the four inch spikes.”


Chris knew that the heels were four inch spikes because he had measured them when he knew she wouldn’t be around.  It was also during that investigation into the big titted mom that he found her garter belt and a whole series of different tinted hose, but all the hose were thigh high in style.


Chris watched while the woman stood there, then almost in a huff went to her bedroom to dress in the demanded items.  It didn’t take her but five minutes and when she returned the hard on that Chris had before returned and then some.  Mrs. Bergman was a delight to view; big exposed tits, high heels, garter belt supported hose.  She looked like the floozy she said that she didn’t want to be, Chris realized.

“While you dance, wiggling and jiggling those tits of yours, we can talk; just make sure we both can hear the tit flesh slapping each other.  You are to do it, the tit slapping together until you get it right and you’ll know because of the sound your tits make when they hit each other; my other demands are quite simple.”


She danced awkwardly in place, trying desperately to please him, Chris realized.  Chris now began to realize just how desperate this older woman was.

She couldn’t dance that well and she didn’t jiggle her big boobies that much, but her nipples were obviously hard as he watched her and as he watched he realized she was excited because he was watching her.  She sighed as she finally got her shoulders to work just right as well as swaying her upper body so that her big tits made the slapping sound Chris had demanded she make.
“You will pay me, Mrs. Bergman, the normal going rate and in addition you will be my sex slave.  You will do exactly as I tell you and if you don’t I will withdraw your needed quantity of the pills.  I know that you need three of them every day.  I am not interested in hearing you complain or tell me you will or will not do as I tell you.  If you want to go to the next level you can show me what you know about sucking cock.  If you don’t want to do that, then I’ll leave after I feel them big jugs of yours up some.”

She didn’t need to reply.  She didn’t reply.  She walked over and sank to her knees between his legs as he unzipped his fly and withdrew his seven inches of rock hard flesh.  Chris saw her eyes widen as he withdrew his stiff erection under her observation.  He watched as her Adams Apple bounced up and down as she swallowed nervously.  She never really looked into his face, only at the single eye on the head of his red cock head.
“You realize I haven’t even done this for my husband?”  She demanded the question like she was trying to put him on some sort of guilt trip and she never looked up when she said it; merely raising her right hand and lay it on his pants close to his open fly.  
Chris responded immediately with,

“Well I guess you’ll have something new to show him in the bedroom, right Mrs. Bergman?”

The bitch didn’t respond.  Instead Chris watched and felt her mouth go to work on his cock head.  He just barely repressed a gasp as the woman’s warm wet mouth encircled his cock head and she licked the single eye at the top of his prick head, while she brought up her hands to encircle his rod of flesh with her right hand.  Her left hand reached into his pants to cup his balls and as she squeezed his cock with her hand she sucked and licked the head of his penis.  Chris reached out and found a big dangling left tit with his right hand.  He lifted the tit grunting as the older woman’s hot, warm, wet mouth moved further down his rod of flesh taking more of his erection in her mouth, while at the same he was cupping her big tit feeling the tit flesh in his palm as he gently squeezed her left tit.  Chris was surprised by how firm her tit felt.  He had expected some kind of soft gelatin like fee, not the firmness and the tautness of her tit skin as his thumb rubbed down over the curvature of her tit to her areola and then onto the nipple itself.  She gasped, even while she was working his thick hardness with her lips and mouth; Chris knew she was gasping because of the way her nipple reacted to his fingering of her nipple.  Her lips spread wide again over the cock flesh as she moved her head down her lips dragging on his shaft, his cock head sliding across the smooth, hard, slick surface of the roof of her mouth while she groaned as he flicked a hard nipple again this time catching the nipple between thumb and forefinger as he felt and rubbed the nipple and fondling the firm yet resilient tit flesh of her left tit.

“You spill my juice and we’ll have to do it again,” Chris said to the woman.  She never even acknowledged she had heard him.



Chris did groan as he felt his cock head slide to the back of her mouth and then penetrate her throat.  Just as he felt his hard cock head come into contact with the softer flesh of her throat entrance she pulled back.  Chris had been waiting for that and his left hand shot upwards and outwards, his hand resting on the crown of her head keeping her from withdrawing her mouth from his erection.  She groaned as she felt his left arm apply pressure and she was forced into moving her head downwards.  Slowly, very slowly Chris felt his cock head slide back over the roof of her mouth and then once again enter the entrance to her throat.  Sara was resisting him now, not much, but enough to keep him from pushing her head and face any further towards his crotch.  Chris wasn’t a strong guy so he knew that if he wanted to fuck her throat and he really, really wanted to do that he would have to use his hips.  He waited momentarily, as he savored the feeling of her warm, wet mouth on his hard on.  Then he thrust forward with his hips into her face.  Her hand came out of his trousers as she tried to brace against this sudden intrusion into her throat, but it was too little too late.  He felt her chin and then her nose in his crotch hairs as he buried his thick cock down her mouth and throat, bottoming out as it were, as he continued to deep throat her.  He didn’t withdraw his hard cock from her throat until she started to gag and choke on his oral intrusion.  


He grunted when she pulled back then slid forward this time sucking as she did so, while with her right hand she encircled his erection at the base of his cock and began slowly pumping his cock flesh while she sucked him off.  Chris looked at the mature woman’s pretty face, her lips stretched into thin red lines around the thickness of his cock and he felt her tongue find that sensitive area just under the head of his cock and in the groove.  It was too much for Chris.  He had been given blowjob’s before by some of his girlfriends, but never by a mature woman.  Here she was, obviously not very experienced, but making him climax faster than he ever had before.  Damn but she was good at using her tongue and mouth!  That suction she had was just too much to bear and caused him to ejaculate with some amount a force.  She wasn’t able to contain all of his semen in her mouth; some of his sperm filled semen dribbled down her chin to drip on her boobs.  Another trail of climax juice oozed from between the cock flesh and her lip flesh to dribble and flow down out of the right side of her mouth.

Her pussy was hot, wet and tight.  Her “punishment” for not getting all of his spend was a fuck and what a fuck it was!  As Chris rotated his groin into the older woman’s groin, his thick hard shaft slid down inside her and moved from side to side as well as in and out as his hips moved out of synchronization with her own chugging, churning hips.  She almost fainted from the fuck he gave her.  Chris wondered, in future fucks, if he would be able to make her scream or faint.  Her son had said she was a screamer when she came.

