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Dolly Dress-Up Boy

There was no stopping the bus boner.

It wasn’t the first time Ashley had experienced the embarrassing sensation and he always felt so stupid at being unable to control himself on a long journey. This time was no different and he knew the flush of heat was more than likely coloring his cheeks. The constriction of his underwear was uncomfortable as the pulse of hot blood caused his erection to throb. It made him want to squirm although the last thing he needed was to draw attention to himself, so he remained still.

In truth, there was more to him being erect on this occasion. It really was the warmth and vibrations of the bus trip that started to give him a boner, but there had been no stopping his cock coming fully erect when he saw the girl get onboard at the last stop. The short skirt she wore put a perfect pair of shapely legs on display and Ashley couldn’t believe it when she sat in the row of seats in front of his. The fact she was on the other side of the central aisle from him meant he was in prime position to ogle her legs and he was taking full advantage to sneak looks in her direction.

Things got even better when the girl fell asleep. The way she slowly slid forward on the seat made the hem of her short skirt inch higher up her thighs and it was putting more and more smooth, tanned skin on view. It was a tease she didn’t even realize she was playing out, but the fantasies began to run wild in Ashley’s mind as he kept taking glances. Ridding himself of the erection became practically impossible as he imagined spreading lithe, pretty legs to get in between them.

Not that there was any chance of it happening for real.

His shyness around girls was a curse that he struggled to get past. It got him mocked during his school years and he’d hoped going to college would bring him the confidence to find a girlfriend. He’d managed to get through a five-year course without it happening though. The only moment of note was a drunken encounter at a party that didn’t get much past kissing and a quick grope.

“Dickhead,” he berated himself under his breath.

He wished he had the confidence to approach girls like the one he was staring at. Well, he wished he had the confidence to approach any girl really, but ogling a pair of pretty legs on a bus was about as good as it got for him. The slight shame of being a virgin at twenty one years old wasn’t something he’d admit to anyone, but he desperately wanted to change it. He’d lost count of the number of times he’d vowed to make an effort to be more outgoing. Thinking it was one thing, however. Actually going ahead and doing it was another altogether.

The sudden movement of the girl when she came awake made him avert his gaze, but he caught her pulling the hem of her skirt back down as she wriggled around on the seat. His hope that she might fall asleep again to give him another chance to ogle her pretty legs didn’t happen and she eventually got a magazine from her bag. She set it down on her thighs then started to flick through the glossy pages. It covered her legs and Ashley didn’t dare keep staring too openly while she was awake.

That didn’t mean his erection calmed down though and it still strained against the front of his pants as the journey got closer to his destination. He tried to concentrate on making it go away, but the vibrations of the warm bus continued to work their unwanted magic on him and he cursed under his breath as the bus approached the station.

“Shit,” he muttered when the vehicle finally came to a stop.

There was no choice but to get to his feet and he reached up quickly to retrieve his bag from the overhead shelf. It enabled him to hold it in front of his groin as he made his way down the aisle to the door.

“Thanks,” he said to the driver and got a nod of acknowledgement.

He stepped down to the station concourse and moved away from the bus before glancing around. The place looked the same as he remembered although it had been more than five years since he’d been in it. He was about to move in the direction of the exit when he heard his name being shouted and he turned to the sight of his aunt approaching.

He knew what was coming and kept the bag clamped in place against his groin when she wrapped her arms around his neck to pull him to a hug. His erection was finally starting to lose its power, but it was still throbbing as it died away and the last thing he needed was it rubbing against his aunt’s belly.

“It’s so good to see you,” she said when she released him from the hug.

“You too, Aunt Colleen,” he replied and smiled.

“Let me look at you,” she went on as she stepped back.

He stood awkwardly and didn’t dare lower his bag as his aunt inspected him.

“You’re taller,” she said. “But still as skinny as a rake.”

“I would say slim,” Ashley shot back.

“Skinny,” his aunt teased and stepped forward to squeeze his shoulder. “Did you spend five years at college eating toast and beans every day?”

“No,” Ashley replied and laughed.

“Never mind,” his aunt went on and slung her arm around his shoulder. “I’ll feed you up while you’re here and you can help your uncle in the fields. That’ll put some meat and muscle on those skinny bones.”

“How is Uncle Joe?” Ashley said to change the topic of conversation away from his slender physique.

“As happily miserable as ever,” Colleen said and laughed as she led the way towards the exit.

They continued to chat as they made their way to the pickup truck and Ashley settled his head on the back of the passenger seat when they got in.

“Tired?” Colleen asked.

“Yeah, it was an early start this morning to make my way to the bus station.”

“Then let’s get you home,” she went on and turned the key in the ignition.

Their conversation carried on in fits and starts as they headed towards the outskirts of town and it gave him a chance to look out at surroundings he hadn’t seen in years. He’d been a kid the last time he’d visited the place. At least, that’s the way he felt about it.

Not that his years of college and working summers made him think he was all grown up, however. Far from it. There were another two months before he started his first real job after graduation and, as far as he was concerned, that would be the point his years of adulthood and responsibility would really kick in. There were a couple of months of relaxation on his aunt and uncle’s farm to look forward to before he got to that though. He planned to make the most of them and it was the only thought on his mind when they eventually drove out of town.

Until he saw another pair of legs, that was.

The girl was strolling along the side of the road and the little denim shorts she wore hugged her curvy butt. Her legs weren’t long and shapely like the girl on the bus. They looked chubbier and more powerful, but sexy nonetheless and he was glad his bag was on his lap when his erection perked up again. It was only as they caught up to the girl that he realized his aunt was slowing the vehicle and he felt the prickle of sweat on his forehead.

“Do you know her?” he asked.

“Don’t you?” Colleen replied and laughed. “Wind down the window.”

Ashley was unable to quash the prickle of nerves as he did so and the girl turned when she realized a truck was slowing to a stop beside her. A smile spread across her pretty face when she stepped up to the side of the vehicle and looked in the window.

“Hi, Mrs. Brady.”

“Did your father abandon you, Debbie?” Colleen asked.

“Something like that,” Debbie replied and laughed. “We were in town and he got a call about a possible buyer for some of our cattle herd. He headed off in the other direction to find out about it, so I told him I’d make my own way home. I knew there was a good chance someone would come past to give me a ride.”

“You’re in luck,” Colleen said. “I’m heading home, so hop on in.”

Ashley was aware of the girl’s gaze coming to him and felt the embarrassment of not being able to meet it. The fact she was about to get in beside him played havoc with his nerves, but he thought it might not happen when she spoke.

“I’ll get in the back of the truck.”

“Nonsense,” Colleen said. “Ashley can budge up. You remember my nephew, don’t you? The pair of you used to play together when you were kids.”

“Oh yeah, Debbie said as she opened the door. She turned her gaze on Ashley again. “Haven’t seen you around here for a long time.”

His aunt’s comment about them playing together made Ashley realize that Debbie was the girl from the next farm although he wouldn’t have recognized her. She certainly didn’t look like the little girl he recalled, that was for sure. Then again, she was the same age as him and she’d definitely blossomed into a curvy, young woman.

“I’ve, umm..., been at college,” he said as way of explanation to why he’d not visited in recent years.

He was about to slide across the seat, but heard the curse and turned to see a set of keys falling from Debbie’s hand. There was no pulling his gaze away and it got him a peek down the front of her loose t-shirt when she bent forward to pick the keys up. He was suddenly transfixed as he caught a glimpse of naked flesh and bra. It meant he was too slow in looking away and his cheeks flushed red when he realized he’d been caught staring.

“Clumsy of me,” Debbie said when she got in the truck.

“Don’t sweat it,” Colleen said.

Ashley felt the touch of a thigh against his and hurriedly shuffled across the seat. There was no missing the throb of his erection and the rush of humiliation was strong at being unable to control himself yet again. Debbie moved closer as she slammed the door shut and he felt her leg rub against his. There was no more room for him to move away and he glanced down at a bare thigh pressed against his.

A glance at Debbie showed she was watching him and the smirk on her face seemed to suggest the touch of their legs wasn’t a complete accident. She showed no signs of moving away and Ashley wanted to squirm. It was no bus boner he suffered now and he fixed his gaze out of the windscreen as the truck got moving.

“So, what were you studying?”

Ashley glanced down at the way Debbie brushed fingertips along her naked thigh and was sure it was being done deliberately. He forced himself to drag his gaze away when her hand came to a stop and he stammered out an answer to the question.

“Umm..., I did a..., well, a technical theater course.”

“A what?” Debbie let out.

He could hear the slight note of amusement in her voice and it made the heat on his face flare to more as he tried to explain.

“It’s dealing with the backstage elements of a production like a play. You know, scenery, lighting, costumes..., those kinds of things.”

“Oh,” Debbie said and it was disinterest he heard in her voice now.

“My nephew is going to be a star,” Colleen said.

“I hardly think that’s likely,” Ashley blurted out. “My job will be behind the scenes.”

“You never know,” Colleen went on.

Ashley shrugged his shoulders and was all too aware that Debbie was looking at him. The sudden quiet in the truck felt awkward to him, but he got the impression it wasn’t to her. If anything, she seemed to be enjoying his obvious nervousness around her and he was sure the way she made her leg rub against his was deliberate.

It was suddenly all he could think about and he couldn’t come up with anything else to say to break the slightly tense silence. Debbie shuffled around on the seat when they hit a bump in the road and let her hand slide down to touch against his leg before pulling it away.

“How’s Mr. Brady?” she asked a few seconds later.

Ashley felt the slight relief at the change of topic away from his studies, but there was no missing the way his erection throbbed under the bag on his lap. It brought on an embarrassment at his inability to stay calm because of something as simple as a girl’s leg touching against his.

The conversation went on across him as the two women chatted. The image of the girl on the bus flitted through his mind, but he was conscious that he was doing a lot more than simply looking at bare legs now and Debbie still showed no signs of putting a gap between their touching thighs. The impression that it was no accident returned to his mind, but he couldn’t be sure that was actually true and he wasn’t about to ask. The truck eventually slowed again and came to a stop at the junction with the road that led to Debbie’s home.

“So, what are your plans while you’re here?”

Ashley realized the question was aimed at him and took a glance to see Debbie was staring at him. It did nothing to calm the nerves he was feeling and he was sure it came across in his voice.

“Just going to relax,” he said. “I have a couple of months before I start my first job, so it seemed like a good time to visit.”

“Maybe you could show Ashley around,” his aunt chipped in. “You could reacquaint him with the area, since he hasn’t been around for a while.”

“Oh, there’s no need for that,” Ashley blurted out.

“I don’t mind,” Debbie said as she opened the door. “I could come across on the quad bike tomorrow morning.”

“Sure, what time?” Colleen asked.

The arrangements were being made, without Ashley having a say in the matter and he could only watch as Debbie got out of the truck. She turned back to face him and glanced down to her trainers.

“Umm...,” she let out and leant down, as if to tie a shoelace.

Ashley couldn’t actually see if it was undone, but there was no stopping himself looking as he got another peek down the front of her top. He was sure she was teasing him deliberately now, but he immediately averted his gaze when she glanced up. There was no doubt he’d been caught in the act of staring again though and he silently cursed himself for his stupidity.

“How about ten o’clock?” Debbie said when she straightened up. “I’ll be finished my chores by then.”

“That sounds fine, doesn’t it?” Colleen said and knocked a hand against Ashley’s upper arm.

“Umm..., yeah, sure,” he agreed in a somewhat reluctant voice.

“OK, I’ll see you then,” Debbie said. “Thanks for the ride, Mrs. Brady.”

“No problem,” Colleen replied. “Enjoy the rest of your day.”

The door slammed shut and Ashley took a glance out the window before his aunt got the truck moving again. It got him a sight of the smile on Debbie’s face. He was sure it was one of amusement rather than friendliness. At least, that was the thought that flitted through his mind when he saw it. He suddenly found himself both eagerly looking forward to and desperately dreading the following morning as the pretty farm girl disappeared from sight.

“You didn’t need to do that,” he said to his aunt.

“Why not?” Colleen said. “You’ll be here for two months, so it’s better you have some friends your own age. You don’t want to be stuck around me and your uncle for all that time.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Ashley said.

The trouble was, he wasn’t sure if he’d be able to cope with Debbie. He’s already been given a demonstration that she was a lot more confident around boys than he was around girls and that put him at a distinct disadvantage. Then again, that was hardly a new experience for him and his lips tightened together as he thought of his usual shyness around girls. There was no getting out of the meeting now though and he tried to clear it from his thoughts as the journey to his aunt and uncle’s farm came to an end.

“Home sweet home,” Colleen said when she brought the truck to a stop in front of a small cottage. “Glad you’re here?”

“Yeah, it feels good,” Ashley replied.

“Then come on inside,” his aunt went on and opened the door.

Ashley slid across the seat to open the passenger door and got out. He then followed inside the building and looked around.

“Joe,” Colleen shouted, but no reply came back from her husband. She tried again, but there was still no answer. “I guess your uncle is busy somewhere on the farm.”

“He’s keen to see me then,” Ashley joked.

“I’m sure he’ll show his face soon,” Colleen said.

She led the way along to the spare bedroom and opened the door to walk inside. Ashley followed and looked around.

“Not much has changed then,” he said and smiled.

“Not really,” Colleen said and laughed. “We don’t get that many visitors. Dump your bag and come on through to the kitchen. We can have a coffee.”

Ashley was aware his erection hadn’t died away completely and kept his back to his aunt when he walked across to the bed to set his bag down. He sat and crossed his legs.

“Is it OK if I have a shower first?” he asked.

“Of course,” she replied. “Come along when you’ve finished. I’ll have a coffee ready for you. What do you take in it?”

“Just milk,” Ashley said and smiled.

He waited until his aunt left the room then threw himself back to fall down to the bed.

“Shit,” he let out as thoughts of Debbie returned to his mind.

The idea she might be the girl who changed his life was one he couldn’t shake off as he stared up at the ceiling although he couldn’t quite bring himself to believe it. The worry that the meeting the following day might be a disaster started to take over his thoughts, but there was no stopping his erection coming back to life as he remembered the way her leg rubbed against his.

He let out another curse as his stiff shaft strained against the front of his pants and it made him get to his feet. The one saving grace was that the spare room had its own bathroom. He went to lock himself inside it before stripping off his clothes and his hand was on his hard cock before he even got in the shower cubicle. Turning the water on brought it cascading down on him and he grabbed hold of the bar of soap to rub it between his palms.

The silky, slippery feel when he grabbed hold of his erection again made him shudder and he let the fantasies take hold in his mind as he stroked his fingers along his length. It brought images of his head buried between Debbie’s chubby legs as he probed his stiff tongue deep in her wet cunt.

“Oh fuck, yeah,” he muttered as the heat of arousal flooded his veins. “How good would that be?”

His balls tightened up to his groin as he stroked himself harder and he closed his eyes when the picture in his head turned to him humping between Debbie’s thighs to pound his stiff, throbbing shaft into her tight pussy. It made him hold his hand steady, so he could thrust his hips forward to feel his cock fucking into his slippery grasp and the pretense that he was driving his hard cock into wet cunt continued as the fantasy ran wild in his head.

His excitement mounted towards a high and he slapped his free hand onto the wall as his legs trembled. There was no holding back the hot pressure in his balls and he could feel it coming to a head as his soapy fingers raced along his length. He tried to slow down to make things last as he neared a peak, but the dirty thoughts of fucking a sexy girl like Debbie were too good and pushed him over the edge.

His mouth opened wide when he tightened his grip to slide his hand right down to his balls. It made his erection jut out from his groin and he clenched his buttocks as the juddering of his hips grew stronger until the spurt of sticky cum erupted powerfully to splash the wall. His groan was covered by the sound of the water as another burst of thick white shot out and it was all he could do to keep himself upright as the burning waves of pleasure ripped through his body.

He looked down to watch as more cum spurts splattered the wall of the cubicle and he pictured them splashing on Debbie’s pretty face. It brought his excitement to a high and he let out gasping breaths. The weakening of his climax made him start stroking along his quivering length again and he finally gripped tightly to slowly work his hand all the way up from balls to tip. It finished things off by bringing out a last dribble of white that slid across the head of his cock.

“Fuck,” he gasped as he leaned forward to press his forehead on the tiles.

His breath rasped out in heavy pants as he tried to recover from the enjoyment of the climax, but it was a short while before he regained the power to push himself away from the wall and get right under the showerhead.

“It’s going to be some fucking summer,” he muttered as he tilted his face up to the water and wiped his hands over his head to slick back his dark hair.

He’d been expecting nothing more than a relaxing time, but suddenly wasn’t sure that would be the case. It made him wonder just what two months at his aunt and uncle’s farm might get him.

***

The sound of rain hammering down on the roof of the cottage brought Ashley out of his slumber the following morning and he found himself forlornly hoping it might get him out of the meeting with Debbie. He felt foolish for even having the thought, but couldn’t stop it taking hold as he lay staring up at the ceiling.

It wasn’t to be though. The deluge was easing off by the time he got up and made his way across to the bathroom. He remembered showering when he arrived the day before and washed himself quickly before any dirty images took hold in his mind. He then dried himself and dressed before leaving the bedroom.

“Morning,” he said when he walked into the kitchen.

“Sleep well?” his uncle asked when he looked up from the table.

“For the most part,” Ashley replied. “The rain woke me when it was at its worst.”

“You better get used to it,” his uncle went on. “It’s that time of the year. We’ve seen a lot of rain in the morning over the last couple of weeks and it’s forecast to go on for a while yet.”

Ashley walked across to the window to look out and saw that there was no more than a light drizzle falling now.

“Is that the worst of the storm over for today?” he asked.

“Most likely,” his uncle answered. “If it’s like the last few weeks, it’ll dry up soon and should be sunny for the rest of the day.”

That wasn’t what Ashley wanted to hear and a grimace spread across his face as he continued to stare out of the window. It meant his meeting with Debbie was unlikely to be rained off. A glance at the clock on the wall showed it was just after eight, so he knew she would be rocking up to the house in less than a couple of hours.

“Have some breakfast,” his uncle said.

Ashley half expected a skinny comment to be aimed at him, but it didn’t happen and he turned away from the window to walk across to the coffee pot. He poured himself a full cup then moved across the room to sit down at the table.

“Where’s Aunt Colleen?” he asked and picked up the milk jug to pour some in his cup.

“Cooked this lot then went to let the livestock out of the barn.”

Ashley looked at a table set out with more food than three people could consume.

“She doesn’t expect me to eat all this, does she?” he joked.

“She did make mention of putting meat on your bones, but I’m not sure anybody could eat all this in one sitting,” Joe replied and shook his head.

Ashley took a drink of coffee then put down the cup before reaching for a clean plate. He got a fork to load up the plate with food and started to eat.

“I hear you’re going on a date this morning,” Joe commented.

Ashley almost choked on a mouthful of eggs, but managed to swallow it as he brought his hand up to his mouth. He heard the laugh and couldn’t keep the red from blushing on his cheeks.

“I wouldn’t go that far,” he blurted out. “Aunt Colleen arranged for Debbie to show me around. To be honest, I didn’t get much say in the matter.”

“Yup, that sounds like your aunt,” Joe said.

The question popped into Ashley’s mind, so he went ahead and asked it.

“What’s Debbie like?”

“Nice girl,” Joe replied. “She’s always polite to me anyway and from what her father says, she’s a hard worker around the farm. I don’t really see her that much these days.”

Another question flitted through Ashley’s mind, but he couldn’t bring himself to ask if Debbie had a boyfriend and wasn’t even sure if his uncle would know. It would reveal his interest anyway and he wasn’t about to do that after scoffing at the idea of the meeting being a date.

It was no more than a tour. Well, that’s what he told himself although the idea that something might happen was there at the back of his mind. He knew it was a faint hope though and that his shyness around girls would probably kill it stone dead. In all likelihood he would be shown around the area, brought back and Debbie would end up being a fantasy girl he masturbated over. He said nothing as he carried on eating. The sound of the door opening came to him a few minutes later to signal his aunt’s return to the cottage.

“You’re up,” she said when she walked in the kitchen and saw him.

“Yup and eating,” Ashley replied.

“Any problems?” his uncle asked.

“Nope,” she replied as she moved across the room to pour herself a cup of coffee.

She came to sit down and the three of them chatted for a few minutes before Joe got up to leave for a day’s work on the farm. Ashley sat with his aunt for a short while longer before heading back to his bedroom. The onset of nerves grew worse as the time approached ten o’clock and he lay on the bed listening. He sat up when he heard the sound of an approaching engine and knew it was Debbie when he heard his name being shouted.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath and it was a few seconds before he forced himself to his feet. “Just be cool,” he told himself then felt ridiculous for even saying the words.

“Ashley.”

The second shout from his aunt got him moving and he tried to slow the racing of his pulse when he walked out of the bedroom. He saw the front door of the cottage was open and moved along to it. One sight of Debbie was enough to end any chance of calming his mounting anxieties. There was no taking his gaze from sexy curves though.

He was sure the tight, denim shorts were the same ones she wore the day before, but the cut-off t-shirt revealed even more naked skin and he found himself fighting off a flutter of arousal straight away as he stared at a bare belly. His aunt was chatting to Debbie, but their attention came to him as he approached.

“You ready?” Debbie asked in a pleasant voice.

“Yeah,” Ashley said.

“Then let’s not hang around,” she went on and moved back to the quad bike to get on.

“Have a nice morning,” Colleen said and turned to head into the cottage.

Ashley kept his head bowed as he moved towards the bike and gulped down a rasping breath when he came to a stop beside it.

“Get on,” Debbie said when she saw his hesitation. “And hold on tight.”

“Shit,” Ashley muttered under his breath.

He could feel the rush of hot blood growing stronger at the prospect of getting so close to Debbie and he fought against the sensation. His cheeks flushed as he felt the slight stirring in his pants and he exhaled slowly in an attempt to calm himself.

“Well?” Debbie let out, without looking. “You do want to come..., don’t you?”

Ashley wasn’t sure if the suggestive comment was deliberate, but it didn’t pass him by. It spurred him to move and he slung his leg over the seat to get on behind her. She squirmed back to push her body against his and his face scrunched up as he started to lose the battle against the hot-blooded arousal.

“Put your hands around me,” she said.

Ashley flexed his fingers then did as he was told. He flinched when his hands were grabbed and before he knew it they were pressed on Debbie’s naked belly. The unwanted awakening of primal lust grew stronger and he tried to shuffle back on the seat as he felt the swelling in his pants.

“Hold on,” Debbie said again.

The roar of the engine came to life and she grabbed the handlebars as she got them moving. They headed out on a track towards the main road then turned off it to go cross country. It was a bumpy ride as they raced across a field to get to a dirt road and Ashley clung on. He was all too aware that his hands were brushing the top of Debbie’s tight shorts and he desperately tried not to think of what was under the denim. It was almost impossible to do and he felt his erection getting bigger.

He tried to keep a gap between his groin and Debbie’s lower back, but the jarring ride over uneven surfaces made that difficult. He could only hope that his arousal wouldn’t be noticed and he finally managed to keep their bodies apart when the speed of the bike slowed as they approached a small woodland. They turned onto a narrower track that took them into the trees and they drove for a few minutes before finally coming to a stop in a clearing. Ashley was quick to get off and he backed away from the bike as he looked around.

“Umm..., what is this place?” he asked.

“This,” Debbie said as she dismounted. “This is Granger Woods. It’s more common name to those in the know is Cherry Popper Woods.”

Her sniggering laugh made it all too clear what she was talking about and Ashley felt the flush of heat on his cheeks. He might be inexperienced with the opposite sex, but he knew what having your cherry popped meant. The fact that he hadn’t achieved it yet made the red burn hotter on his face and he blurted out the question.

“Why did you bring me here?”

“I thought a dirty pervert like you would appreciate a place where lots of little virgin girls have been popped over the years.”

“I’m not a...”

“Spare me the bullshit lies,” Debbie snapped and stepped closer. “Do you think I didn’t notice you looking down my top yesterday.”

Ashley’s nerves flared as he backed off. Denying the accusation was on the tip of his tongue, but he couldn’t say the words. He knew he’d been caught staring at the time. They both did.

“I bet your dick was throbbing hard under the bag when I rubbed my leg against yours,” Debbie went on and let out another sniggering guffaw. “Were you thinking about me when you jacked off yesterday?”

Ashley grimaced as he remembered playing with himself in the shower and his expression didn’t go unnoticed.

“Filthy wanker,” Debbie said and laughed again. “I bet your aunt and uncle think the sun shines out of your behind. Maybe I should let them know what you’re really like.”

Ashley was wary of her advance and knew he was in trouble. There was no way he could cope with what was happening. More than that, he was sure Debbie was aware of it. The faint hope that something might happen between them vanished as he continued to back off. He was being unnerved by a confident girl like never before and wanted out of the situation.

“Look, just take me home,” he said. “I...”

“Now where would the fun in that be,” Debbie interrupted him. “I’ve got myself a prissy little shy boy to play with. You can be good and do what I say or alternatively I can have a chat with your aunt about you looking at my tits.”

She suddenly moved faster and Ashley only realized why when he tried to back off. His feet banged against the fallen branch to make him topple backwards and he lost his balance. Debbie was on him before he could recover and he winced as she dropped down to straddle his chest. Her legs pressed down on his arms to pin them to the ground and there was a humiliation to how easily he was held down. It didn’t stop him struggling, but there was no escaping and he eventually gave up trying.

“Get off me,” he complained. “This isn’t funny.”

“Do you see me laughing?” Debbie said and patted his cheek. “If you want me off you, just make me do it or is one little girl too much for you to handle.”

Ashley struggled again, but there was no getting her off and he wasn’t even sure he wanted to. His gaze went to the way the denim stretched across her crotch and he gulped.

“I’ll tell your aunt you were ogling my cunt too, shall I?” Debbie said. “I’m sure she’ll be so proud of you.”

The dirty words excited him, but he averted his gaze and turned his head to the side when she leaned forward to put her face right above his.

“You’re a virgin, aren’t you?” she said. “I could tell the minute I saw you.”

The embarrassment made Ashley squirm. He started to deny it, but Debbie’s laughter drowned out the sound of his words before she went on talking.

“Did the college girls not want your dirty little dick?” she taunted while she waggled the little finger of her right hand to emphasize her words. “Or could you not get it up like a real man.”

The insults burned and Ashley blurted out a response before he even realized what he was doing.

“Fuck off.”

The slap across his cheek wasn’t painful, but the shock of it showed on his face.

“You watch your mouth,” Debbie said.

Ashley sucked in deep breaths as he looked up at her. The humiliation of the situation didn’t stop his excitement coming alive and he could feel his erection throbbing even harder. They both knew who was in control.

“Look, what do you want from me?” he asked.

“It’s not what I want,” Debbie said. “It’s what my girlfriend wants.’

Ashley frowned as he stared at her and heard the laugh.

“What?” she mocked. “Did you think I brought you here to pop your cherry, virgin boy? I wouldn’t touch your dirty little dick if we were the last two people on the planet.”

“I don’t understand,” Ashley let out. “If you don’t like boys then...”

He cringed as she leaned down and closed his eyes when he felt the touch of her breasts pressing against his chest. It was the best and worst moment of his life. Debbie’s lips brushed against his ear and he couldn’t believe the whisper he heard.

“You’re bullshitting me,” he said.

“Straight up,” Debbie went on when she lifted her head to look down at him. “My girlfriend wants to try anal. The dirty bitch has got the fetish stuck in her head and she told me to find a boy she could do it with. I wasn’t sure who the hell to ask then your aunt’s truck stopped beside me yesterday. Dropping the keys got me the answer to a question and by the end of the ride I knew who I was going to give her.”

Ashley held his breath as he stared up at her. He was sure she was toying with him and it came out in his voice.

“Don’t believe you.”

“Then I’ll let you hear it straight from the horse’s mouth,” she went on.

Reaching in the pocket of her shorts, she pulled out her phone and laughed as she switched on the camera mode.

“Smile,” she said as she got Ashley’s face dead center on the screen.

The picture was taken before he had time to react and there was nothing he could do as he watched Debbie. His arms ached as her legs crushed down on them, but her attention was taken by what she was doing and he stared again at the way the tight denim stretched across her crotch.

“Dreaming of cunt again you pervert?”

Ashley saw he’d been caught staring when he heard the words and looked away from between Debbie’s thighs. She slid a hand to her crotch to stroke fingertips on the denim and laughed when it brought his gaze back.

“Boys are so fucking weak,” she taunted when she pulled her hand away. “It’s pathetic.”

“Can I get up now?” Ashley asked.

“You can get up when I say,” she replied. “And I...”

The sound of ringing brought her words to an end and she swiped her finger on the screen before bringing the phone to her ear.

“What did you think?” she asked.

Ashley couldn’t hear the answer, but suspected Debbie was talking to the girlfriend she mentioned and he cringed when he heard the next words.

“Yeah, I think he is pretty enough for it and he’ll do whatever I say. Hold on I’ll put you on speaker, Katelynn, so he can hear you.”

She pulled the phone away from her ear to put it on speaker.

“What’s his name?” Katelynn asked.

“Ashley,” Debbie replied.

“Oh boy,” Katelynn let out and giggled. “He even has a girly name.”

“Yeah,” Debbie replied. “Has a body like a skinny model too. All he needs is a pair of tits and a pussy to be a girl. But anyway, tell him what you want.”

“I want to try anal,” Katelynn said.

Ashley saw the wicked smile play on Debbie’s face when her gaze came to his.

“Told you,” she said.

“Did you tell him what he has to do for it?” Katelynn went on.

“Not yet,” Debbie replied.

“Tell him,” Katelynn urged.

“OK, OK,” Debbie said and fixed her eyes on Ashley. “Anal isn’t my kinky girlfriend’s only fetish. She has this weird thing about dolls.”

“It’s not fucking weird,” Katelynn butted in.

“Yeah, OK, whatever,” Debbie said and carried on speaking to Ashley. “If you want to try anal, you have to let us dress you up like a cute doll first.”

“A doll?” Ashley let out in a confused voice.

“Yeah, you know,” Debbie said. “Like little girls play with.”

“I know what a doll is,” Ashley replied.

“Will you let me dress you up?” Katelynn asked. “I get hot for the idea of a dolly dress-up boy.”

“He studied theater, for crying out loud,” Debbie mocked. “He probably dresses up in woman’s clothes already.”

“No I don’t,” Ashley protested.

“Well, you will be tonight,” Debbie went on.

Ashley felt the rush of embarrassment.

“Look, I can’t do this,” he muttered.

“Is he hard?” Katelynn asked.

“Probably,” Debbie said. “I’m sitting on his chest, with my denim shorts practically rubbing on his mouth. The prissy virgin has more than likely unloaded in his pants already.”

“Let me see it,” Katelynn said and giggled.

“Get fucking out of here,” Debbie exclaimed. “I’m not touching his dirty dick.”

“Make him get it out and we can facetime, so I can see,” Katelynn urged. “I want to know how big it is.”

A grin spread across Debbie’s face.

“I’m not doing it,” Ashley blurted out.

“OK, then let’s go and have a chat with your aunt about you staring down my top,” Debbie said. “Maybe I’ll embellish the story a bit to you groping my tits as I gave you the tour. Do you want me to show you my pretend crying face now or when I’m oh-so-upset about what you did to me as I tell your aunt?”

“This is blackmail,” Ashley mumbled.

“Uh huh,” Debbie said and pushed herself up to stand over him. “Now get it out like a good little slave boy. I’ll phone you back, Katelynn.”

She was quick to end the call then launched the facetime app and went through the procedure of calling her girlfriend back. A smile played on her lips when a pretty face appeared on her screen.

“Has he got it out?” Katelynn asked.

“No, I’ll let you watch him doing it,” Debbie said.

She aimed the phone at Ashley’s crotch and knocked her foot against his thigh.

“I can’t do this,” he blurted out in an anxious voice.

“Like you have a choice,” Debbie said. “Fucking hurry up.”

Ashley closed his eyes, but opened them again almost immediately when he felt Debbie’s foot knock against his leg. He was sure she was bluffing about telling his aunt, but he knew he couldn’t risk that she wasn’t.

“Please don’t show my face,” he said.

“I sent her the picture I took, so she’s seen your face,” Debbie replied in a scornful voice. “It’s not what she wants to see now, dickhead.”

“I know, but...”

“Shut up and get on with it,” Debbie ordered.

Ashley squirmed as the humiliation of the situation flared, but it did nothing to dull his excitement and he could feel the raging throb of his erection making it strain against his pants. That made things all the more embarrassing for him. He was under the thumb of a controlling girl and, despite feeling like a weak idiot, getting off on it. The hope that something might happen with Debbie had been there at the back of his mind. He never imagined in a million years that something would be sending a dick pic to her girlfriend.

His hands shook as he unzipped his pants and slid a hand through the gap. The excitement of a dirty moment grew stronger and he could feel how hard his erection was when he circled his fingers around it. His hesitation got him another kick on the thigh and he gulped as he dragged his cock into full view.

“Fuck me,” Debbie let out slowly as she squatted down to bring the phone nearer to Ashley’s groin. “What do you think of that, Katelynn?”

“Look at the veins on it,” Katelynn replied.

“I know,” Debbie went on and let out a derisive snigger as she stared. “I never saw a dolly with a dick like that.”

“Shut up,” Katelynn said. “Make him stroke it.”

“You’re a bigger pervert that him,” Debbie exclaimed. “You two should get fucking married.”

“Just make him do it,” Katelynn urged. “I want to watch how much he shoots.”

Ashley saw Debbie’s gaze come to his.

“You heard the girl,” she said. ‘Show us what a virgin boy can do.”

“Come on,” Ashley pleaded. “I can’t...”

“Look,” Debbie snapped. “It wasn’t a bloody request. The deal is I say something and you do it. That’s how this works. You were dreaming about my tits when you jacked yourself off yesterday and don’t pretend otherwise. Now you can stare at them for real while you do it.”

Ashley’s gaze flicked to the curve of Debbie’s breasts showing through her t-shirt. He wanted to ask if he could see more, but didn’t have the nerve to do it.

“I’ll cum all over myself,” he whined.

“Pull your t-shirt up then,” Katelynn chipped it. “You can clean it off your skin easier.”

Ashley screwed up his face when he heard Debbie’s jeering laugh. The fact his erection was throbbing harder than ever was both mortifying and a massive thrill, so he went ahead and pulled his t-shirt up to his neck to bare his belly and chest. He saw the phone move closer and squirmed around as he began to stroke his cock.

The flare of hot pleasure came alive and he brought his gaze to Debbie’s tits. She said nothing as she watched the pace of his hand increase and suddenly there was silence as he put on a performance for two girls. His back arched up as he worked himself closer to ejaculating then slowed the pace to hold himself on the edge.

There was a risk to letting himself be filmed jacking off although he was sure his face couldn’t be seen. The danger that Debbie might actually be recording his performance wasn’t lost on him either, but it didn’t stop him and his excitement grew as he continued to stroke himself. He could feel the pressure in his balls coming to a peak as they tightened up to his groin and he knew the moment he couldn’t hold on. It made him speed up the rhythm of the stroking again until the burning sensation between his thighs was uncontrollable.

He clenched his buttocks tightly to hold back a final second and groaned when a pearly rope of thick, white cum erupted to shoot up his body. It splashed on his belly and chest and his back arched up from the grass as he dragged his hand right to the base of his cock. A second string of cum erupted to dirty his body and he closed his eyes tightly as the hot bliss of the strong climax held him in its grip. He slumped down to the grass when the delicious moment came to an end and let go of his cock. It twitched around as the power started to fade.

“Dirty bastard,” Debbie let out.

Ashley opened his eyes to see her staring at him and he heard the giggle coming from the phone.

“Boys are so disgusting,” Katelynn said.

“Yeah, and you want to play with one,” Debbie let out.

“He’s the one I want,” Katelynn went on. “Make sure he comes tonight.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Debbie said. “Don’t worry, he’ll be there.”

Ashley looked down at his cum-streaked torso and grimaced. He tried to catch his breath when Debbie straightened up to stand over him as she ended the call.

“Do you want to try anal, virgin boy?” she let out mockingly, but didn’t wait for an answer. “My dad will be out tonight. You, me and Katelynn are going to have a party.”

“I can’t just walk out of my uncle’s house, without explaining where I’m going,” Ashley said as his panic erupted.

“You’ll think of something, so I’ll pick you up at seven,” Debbie said as she moved back to the quad bike. “I assume you watched how we got here. Enjoy the walk home.”

The sound of the engine roared to life then faded into the distance as she drove away. It left Ashley on his own and he sat up.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered as he held his t-shirt up to avoid it getting stained.

He got to his feet and moved to a nearby bush to grab some leaves then used them in an attempt to clean the cum from his body. When he was finished, he dragged his t-shirt down and shook his head. All he could do was start walking, so he set off.

His mind was in turmoil as he veered from concerns about what he would tell his aunt and uncle to the prospect of losing his virginity to a tiny, puckered hole. It was the latter that caught hold in his mind though and a smile flitted across his face. Pussy was what he really dreamed about, but he was being blackmailed into something else and he let out a disbelieving laugh before his thoughts came out in words.

“I’m going to get anal..., fucking anal.”

***

“A get together?” Colleen queried.

Ashley tried to act nonchalantly about bringing up the subject by lifting his fork to take a mouthful of food before looking at his aunt across the table. The hammering of his heartbeat was all too obvious to him as he ate and he was sure his nerves were plain to see.

“Uh huh,” he replied after swallowing. “Debbie offered to introduce me to some of her friends this evening.”

“Are you going into town?” Colleen asked.

“No, they’re coming to her home,” he answered. “It’s a chance for me to meet some people my own age around here.”

“How will you get there?”

“Debbie offered to pick me up again,” Ashley said. “She’s coming at seven.”

“I told you she was a nice girl,” Joe chipped in.

Ashley felt the ripple of heat on his face and prayed his cheeks weren’t turning too red. He forced himself to look at his uncle.

“Yeah, she is friendly,” he said and hoped no more would be asked when he dropped his gaze back to the plate in front of him.

“Well, don’t come back too late,” Colleen said.

“I won’t,” Ashley agreed although he had no idea what time he would return and visions of a late-night walk in the dark to get home flashed through his head.

There was some relief to the silence that followed and he ate another mouthful of food before changing the topic of conversation away from himself completely.

“How was work today?”

His uncle took the bait to start telling stories of a day on the farm and it allowed Ashley to get through the rest of the meal, without any more questions being aimed at him.

“I’ll do the washing up,” he said when they finished eating and got to his feet. “You two relax.”

He gathered the plates, glasses and cutlery to take it across to the sink and was thankful that his aunt didn’t offer to help. She walked out of the kitchen with his uncle and he heard the sound of the television shortly after. He was quick to wash and stack the dishes on the draining board before leaving the kitchen.

Creeping along the hallway got him past the lounge, without being seen and he moved along to his room. He wasn’t planning to leave it until he heard the sound of the approaching quad bike and his thoughts turned to what the evening may bring. The dolly dressing up thing sounded weird, but he knew he would go through with it to get to what Katelynn wanted.

“She wants anal,” he muttered and felt the twitch of his cock in his pants.

The last thing he needed was to be sporting a massive boner when he left the house though, so he tried to get his mind on something else. That was easier said than done. He suspected it wasn’t going to be an easy evening and that Debbie would likely go out of her way to humiliate him. It wasn’t going to stop him visiting her home, however. Then again, it wasn’t as if the choice was his to make and he sprang to his feet when he heard the sound of the engine.

He walked out of his bedroom to the sight of his aunt and uncle appearing from the lounge and his nerves erupted. It kept the smile from his face when he joined them. They walked to the front door and Colleen opened it. The sight of Debbie in a short, summer dress brought out his excitement and he fought against the swelling of his cock.

“Hi Debbie,” Colleen said. “It’s nice of you to introduce Ashley to your friends.”

A smile flitted across Debbie’s face and Ashley saw her gaze briefly come to him before she returned it to the other two.

“You know me,” she said. “I like to be helpful and I’m sure Ashley will appreciate meeting some of my friends. It might make his time here a little more entertaining.”

“Who’s coming along?” Joe asked.

“Oh, Katelynn Bannister and a few others from town,” Debbie replied. “They should be arriving soon, so we better not hang around. My dad will go nuts if he ends up being the one having to answer the door to them. You know what a grouch he is.”

“OK, well, have a good time,” Colleen said.

“We will,” Debbie replied and moved back to the bike. “Come on, Ashley.”

He walked over to mount the saddle behind her and gave up the struggle to stop coming erect. There was no doubt Debbie would notice when she shuffled back to press against him, but he made no effort to keep a gap between them. He wrapped his arms around her to hold on as the engine roared to life and they set off.

Nothing was said during the journey and he could feel an apprehensive excitement growing stronger when they finally came to a stop in front of Debbie’s home. She shoved her butt back against him and let out a dismissive laugh.

“Can’t you fucking control that dirty thing,” she said. “I could feel it digging into my back all the way here.”

“Sorry,” Ashley said as he quickly got off.

“Like hell you are,” Debbie said and sniggered. “Did you cum in your pants, virgin boy?”

Ashley scowled when the sound of her laughter grew louder, but he willingly followed as she led the way to the house. He was surprised that the door was unlocked. The reason why was obvious when he walked inside and his excitement went through the roof when he set eyes on the prettiest little blonde girl he’d ever seen. The tight summer dress she wore revealed slender curves and the smile that spread across her face was gorgeous.

“I’m Katelynn,” she said.

Ashley felt his shyness kick in worse than ever before and his face reddened as he stammered out a reply.

“Umm..., well, I..., hi, I’m...”

“This is the dickhead that jacked off for you,” Debbie butted in and her laugh was derisory as she barged past Ashley. “Fucking hell,” she told him in a mocking voice. “It’s no wonder you’re still a virgin. This is how you greet a sexy, blonde girl.”

Katelynn giggled before a fierce kiss rocked her head back to trap her against the wall. Ashley was spellbound as he watched two girls kissing and there was no ridding himself of the humiliating thought that Debbie was being the man he wanted to be. He only did in his dreams what she was doing to her girlfriend for real.

The sight of her summer dress being inched up caught his attention and he watched Katelynn’s hand drag the material up then grope ass. There was no pulling his gaze from the sexy sight until the kiss ended.

“Bloody hell, Katelynn,” Debbie said and laughed as she pushed the hand out from under her dress. “Don’t show dolly boy my ass. He almost cum in his pants on the ride over here.”

Ashley tensed as the attention came to him.

“He is pretty,” Katelynn said.

“Na,” Debbie said dismissively. “You’re the pretty one.”

“That’s not what you’ll be saying when I’m finished with him,” Katelynn went on. “I bet you fall in love with my dolly.”

“Get lost you weirdo,” Debbie teased. “He’s a timid little prissy wanker and you dressing him up isn’t going to change that.”

“Don’t you listen to the nasty bitch,” Katelynn said and giggled as she moved closer to Ashley. “Me and you are going to have some fun.”

He stared at the hand held out to him and shuddered when he took hold. It was Debbie who led the way up to the first floor of the property. Ashley followed Katelynn up the stairs and couldn’t stop himself from trying to look under the short, summer skirt. He caught brief glimpses of ass cheeks and wondered how much more of them he would see before the evening was over. If things worked out as he hoped, it would be a lot more as he lost his virginity.

“In here,” Debbie said when she opened a door.

Katelynn went in first and let go of Ashley’s hand when they were inside. He came to a stop and stood awkwardly when Debbie followed to close the door. The sound of a bolt being slid into place made him look.

“No escape now,” Debbie said.

“Do you like your outfit?” Katelynn asked.

She was standing by the side of the bed and Ashley’s eyes opened wide when he saw what she was holding.

“You want me to wear that?” he let out in an incredulous voice.

“Well, you have the figure and legs for it,” Katelynn went on. “It’ll make you a pretty girl.”

Ashley stared at the two strips of pink material being held up. They looked almost identical and he guessed one was a micro-miniskirt and the other was a bandeau-style top.

“I got you boobs,” Katelynn said and put down the outfit, so she could pick up the breast pad inserts. “And a pretty pair of pink panties, with a cute bow.”

“Yeah, he’ll be a real sissy boy dolly in that get up,” Debbie mocked. “But I see one problem.”

“What?” Katelynn asked.

Debbie moved towards her and flicked her hand at the bulge in Ashley’s pants as she passed him by.

“How are you going to cram a raging hardon and big, hairy balls in those pink panties?” she said.

“Don’t be stupid,” Katelynn said. “He won’t have the hardon when he puts them on and his balls will be empty. We’ll make him jack off again when we shave him.”

“Whoa..., whoa,” Ashley blurted out uneasily. “No one said anything about shaving.”

“You’re going to be a dolly boy,” Katelynn said. “You don’t want pubes and a massive boner spoiling the look, do you? All girls shave.”

Ashley was transfixed again as he watched her pull the hem of her dress up then edge the waistband of her panties down slightly. He could barely get a breath out as his pulse hammered. The smooth, bare skin being revealed was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen and his eyes remained glued to it until Katelynn pushed her dress back down.

“See,” she said. “Don’t you want to be pretty like me?”

In that moment he knew he’d do anything she wanted. He cringed when he heard the sniggering laugh of Debbie and his gaze flitted from the colorful, peep-toe heels beside the bed to the platinum-blonde wig on it.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath at the prospect of what he was letting himself in for.

“You’re not going to disappoint me, are you?” Katelynn went on.

Ashley looked at her perfect smile and rocked his head back. He was getting involved in some kinky shit that was going to be more humiliating than anything before.

“You know what you’ll get once you’re dressed up and pretty,” Katelynn went on.

He lifted a hand to rub it across his eyes before looking at her and feeling the hot trickle of excitement running through him. The idea of running out of the room flitted through his mind, but he ignored it. His gaze remained on Katelynn and his erection throbbed harder. He wanted her so badly and knew what he’d have to do to get her.

“OK,” he said. “What do you want me to do?”

“Take off your clothes,” Katelynn said.

Ashley squirmed uncomfortably as the gazes of the two girls latched onto him. He was getting in deeper than ever before and knew it was going to get him in trouble.

“Come on, virgin boy,” Debbie taunted. “We’ve seen your dick already, so you’ve got nothing to hide from us.” She slid her hand around her girlfriend to grope pert ass.

Ashley couldn’t stop shaking as he grabbed his t-shirt to pull it up over his head. He dropped it on the floor and was aware of the gazes on him when he loosened his pants to drag them down to his ankles. Easing off his shoes, he kicked his pants away and saw the way his throbbing erection bulged out his boxer shorts. It made him hesitate.

“Keep going,” Debbie said.

He sucked in a deep breath before going all the way to push his underwear down and baring every inch of his slender, naked body to the two girls.

“Look at how hard he is,” Katelynn said as she stared across the room.

“He’s a fucking virgin and you flashed your panties and a little more at him,” Debbie replied. “Of course he’s hard. He probably jacks himself off twenty times a day dreaming about wet cunt.”

“Or tight ass,” Katelynn said and giggled.

Debbie sniggered as she leaned down to pick up the garishly-pink, plastic bangle from the bed.

“We could have a game of hoopla with that dick,” she scoffed.

Ashley saw the bangle being thrown in his direction, but managed to catch it before it hit him.

“Put it on,” Katelynn said.

He let out a sigh as he forced it over his hand to get it on his wrist and the transformation began.

“Bring him to the bathroom,” Katelynn ordered.

Debbie moved across to stand in front of him, but he couldn’t meet her gaze.

“Dirty dick,” she said.

Ashley flinched when she flicked a finger at his erection and tried to step back.

“Where are you going?” she snapped and reached out.

For the first time in his life, Ashley felt a girl’s fingers wrap around his hard cock.

“Come on sissy boy,” Debbie said as she tightened her grip. “You have a date with a razor, by the sounds of it.”

The grasp on his dick forced him to follow when she walked off and they moved to the door in the corner of the room. Ashley looked around when he was led into the bathroom and saw Katelynn standing at the entrance to the shower cubicle.

“Get him in here,” she said.

The shame of the way he was letting himself be led around by his dick wasn’t lost on Ashley, but he could do nothing but follow when Debbie made him walk across to the cubicle.

“In,” she said and let go.

Her hand cracked on his naked ass to emphasize her words and the flare of pain made him lurch forward. He gritted his teeth as the agony ripped through his veins and kept his back to them.

“Turn around,” Katelynn said.

His chest heaved as he did so and he was left waiting as they stared at them. The urge was there to cover himself up, but he resisted it as his erection was ogled.

“I bet icy water gets rid of it,” Debbie said.

She stepped in the cubicle to grab the showerhead from its mount and turned the temperature gauge all the way down before switching on the water. Ashley gasped as the cold spray soaked his groin and he tried to turn away. His shoulder was grabbed to stop him and his gasps grew louder as he was forced to endure the jets.

“Yeah, that’s working,” Katelynn said and let out a snorting laugh. “His hard cock is really shriveling away.”

Ashley covered his groin as he started to shiver, but he got some relief when Katelynn grabbed the showerhead and aimed the water at the floor.

“Turn the temperature up,” she told him.

He quickly did it and felt the relief of warm water soaking his body.

“Use the shower gel on your groin,” Katelynn went on.

Ashley picked up the bottle from the shelf and popped it open. He poured some of the blue gel into his hands before putting down the bottle and lathering up his pubes.

“Switch off the water,” Katelynn told him.

He was quick to do it and stood awkwardly as he was stared at.

“Come on, virgin boy,” Debbie said. “You need to lose that erection or do you want us to shave it off too.”

The snorting laughter of the two girls rang in his ears and he knew what they wanted him to do. He hesitated though as the swell of reticence came alive and it rooted him to the spot.

“Just finish it, so we can get on with things,” Katelynn urged him and smiled. “I’ll make Debbie show you her tits and ass to get you hard again later.”

“Like hell you will,” Debbie protested. “I’m not showing him anything.”

“I will,” Katelynn said.

Ashley watched in amazement as she pulled the hem of her skirt up again to reveal her panties. There was suddenly no stopping himself as he shrugged off the inhibitions and gave in to the lust. He grabbed hold of his cock with his soapy hand as he watched and began to slide his fingers slowly up and down as the naughty show played out. His heartbeat hammered as Katelynn eased the waistband of her panties down to expose shaved skin and the very top of her pussy slit.

“You’re such a dirty little tease,” Debbie accused.

“I don’t remember you complaining when I show it to you,” Katelynn shot back.

“Whose complaining.”

Ashley watched as Debbie stepped closer to her girlfriend to brush fingertips on shaved skin.

“Fuck,” he let out under his breath.

He began stroking himself more ruggedly. It was like a porn movie as Debbie slid her hand under panties and he could see the movement of fingers below the material. Katelynn’s giggles turned to gasping groans and it was clear she was enjoying the touch playing on her shaved pussy.

“Put them in me,” she gasped.

“Oh shit,” Ashley let out.

He was watching a pretty blonde being fingered by her girlfriend and the fierce pulse of hot blood fueled his growing lust as he jacked himself off to the dirty sight. Not that he could actually see under the silky material, but there was no doubt what the movement of fingers was.

The silky feel of his soap-covered palm drove him closer to losing control and the trembling weakness in his legs made him slap his free hand on the wall. The sound brought Debbie’s gaze to him and he saw the smirk.

“Your tease is really fucking with his head, Katelynn” she let out and laughed. “Look at him. He’s almost frothing at the mouth.”

“Give him his first taste,” Katelynn said.

“What?” Debbie exclaimed.

“Let his suck it from your fingers.”

“You are such a dirty bitch,” Debbie said and laughed.

The breath caught in Ashley’s throat as he watched her hand pull out from under panties. He could feel his excitement reaching fever pitch and his mouth hung open when Debbie stepped forward to swing glistening fingers in front of his face. They were pulled out of reach each time he leaned forward.

“Stop tormenting him,” Katelynn said.“Give it.”

Debbie laughed as she thrust her hand forward and Ashley eagerly took her fingers between his lips. He shuddered as he got a first taste of pussy and continued to jack off while he sucked sticky fingers clean.

“Finish it,” Katelynn urged him when Debbie yanked her hand away.

Ashley closed his eyes as he worked his hand to a faster rhythm until he was teetering on the very edge of a release. He let out a groan when it became too much and Debbie stepped away. His body jolted as the burning pleasure of letting go erupted and his head rocked back as shooting spurts of cum splattered the wall. He pressed his free hand harder against the tiles when his shaking legs threatened to buckle under him and managed to stay upright as the powerful blasts of white gradually weakened to a dribble.

“Fuck,” he gasped as the shudders grew stronger to rattle his body before slowly beginning to die away.

“Dirty bastard,” Debbie said.

It was the same words she’d used earlier in the day and Ashley felt the blush of heat on his cheeks.

“OK, get the razor,” Katelynn ordered.

“He’s still fucking hard,” Debbie said.

“How many times have you watched in Cherry Popper Woods?” Katelynn said. “It’ll go quickly now he’s shot his load.”

Debbie moved across to the wall cabinet and opened it, but Ashley’s gaze was on Katelynn. She moved forward and dropped down to her knees on the wet floor.

“Let go of it,” she told him.

He realized he was still gripping his erection tightly and pulled his hand away. Katelynn reached out to wrap her fingers around it and giggled as she felt the pulsing beat slowly dying away.

“Are you trying to get it up again already?” Debbie said when she returned.

“What,” Katelynn said and let out a mischievous laugh. “I want to feel what it’s like when a hard cock dies.”

Ashley wasn’t about to complain and he tried to catch his breath as fingers gripped around his softening shaft. Katelynn didn’t let go until the pulse of hot blood was gone. She reached her hand back to let the disposable razor be slapped down in it.

“Don’t move,” she said and glanced up at Ashley.

He tensed when she grabbed hold of his pubes with her free hand and brought the razor to his skin. His legs still trembled in the aftermath of the ejaculation and he closed his eyes when he felt the blades start removing hair. The feel of Katelynn’s fingertips following after to brush over shaved skin made him want to squirm, but he was scared to move and pressed his hand on the wall to steady himself.

“Get the showerhead,” Katelynn told her girlfriend.

Debbie stepped forward to get it then switched the water on. She held it in a way that let Katelynn rinse the hair from the blades and Ashley could do nothing but stand and watch as his groin was shaved bare. It was an unbelievable moment that he struggled to take in and he didn’t even realize Katelynn was talking to him until she slapped her hand against his thigh.

“Umm..., what?” he let out.

“Use the shower cream again,” she said. “I want it really smooth.”

He reached out to grab for the bottle and squeezed some of the gel into his hand. The bizarre feel of soaping up his shaved groin made him scowl, but he froze when Katelynn reached out again. The job was done much quicker this time and he closed his eyes as her fingertips seemed to explore every inch of his shaved skin. The sensual, brushing touches made him shudder and he let out a groan under his breath. It didn’t go unnoticed.

“I think the cold spray is needed again,” Debbie said.

She laughed as she turned the temperature of the water down and waited for Katelynn to get out of the way before splashing Ashley’s groin. He tried to cover himself up, but his hands were grabbed to hold them out of the way as the last of the soap was washed from his body.

“What the fuck does that look like?” Debbie goaded when she switched the water off.

“It’s pretty,” Katelynn said. “He’s got shaved skin and a little clitty.”

Ashley stared down at his shriveled cock and the laughter of the two girls made his face burn red, but things moved on quickly when he was thrown a towel. He dried himself and saw the gazes on him when he finished.

“Time to make him a dolly dress-up boy,” Katelynn said and grabbed his wrist.

***

“Come on, lift your foot,” Katelynn said.

Ashley looked at the way she was squatted down in front of him before bringing his gaze to the pink panties she held out towards him. His lips tightened together, but he did as he was told by raising his right foot to slip it into the underwear before doing the same with his left and standing compliantly as the silky material was pulled up into place. He felt kind of foolish to be wearing the panties until he heard the comment.

“They’re actually mine, so you’re wearing something that’s rubbed against my wet cunt,” Katelynn said and winked. “Let’s get you comfortable.”

Ashley sucked in a sharp breath when her hand slipped under the panties and he could feel his cock and balls being forced between his thighs. They still showed through the material when she finished, but it didn’t seem to bother her.

“Pretty,” she said as she stroked her fingers on the bow.

“He looks ridiculous,” Debbie scoffed.

“Shut up,” Katelynn said. “Wait until I’m finished before you say anything.”

Ashley felt the grip on his hand and let himself be led over to the small dressing table.

“Sit down,” Katelynn ordered.

He did so, but couldn’t bring himself to look at his reflection in the mirror. She was making him do things he never imagined he ever would, but the prospect of what it would get him flitted through his mind and he continued to obey the orders.

“Have you ever worn makeup?” Katelynn asked.

Ashley heard the sniggering guffaw of Debbie and his cheeks flushed red yet again.

“No,” he mumbled.

“OK, I’m going to start with eyeliner,” Katelynn went on and leaned forward to pick up a black pencil. “Face forward and look up at the ceiling.”

Ashley did so and stayed completely still as the dark kohl was used to heavily outline his eyes then darken his eyebrows to thin arches.

“Now mascara,” Katelynn said.

She put down the pencil and picked up a small bottle. Unscrewing the top, she worked the brush in and out a few times before leaning closer. Ashley kept looking up as his lashes were thickly coated. He suddenly found himself fascinated as he watched the transformation. Dark eyeshadow was used next then blusher to highlight his cheekbones.

“Pucker up,” Katelynn said when she picked up a lipstick.

Ashley saw the vivid scarlet shade when it was opened. He puckered his lips to let the color be applied and stared at himself when Katelynn finished.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered.

There was an embarrassment to what he was letting happen and it became more intense when he realized he actually liked what he was looking at.

“Bring the wig,” Katelynn said.

Debbie moved to the bed to get it then handed it over when she got to the dressing table. Ashley screwed up his face as his hairstyle changed from his natural dark side-shade to a platinum blonde bob. He couldn’t pull his eyes from his reflection though as Katelynn got the straight fringe sitting just above his eyebrows then brushed her fingers across it. She stood behind him as she ran her fingers through the blonde tresses and a smile spread across her pretty face.

“Oh my god,” Debbie let out and put a hand over her mouth to stifle the guffaw as she stared. “You’re such a weirdo, Katelynn. You’ve turned him in to Barbie’s slutty sister.”

“My dolly isn’t finished yet,” Katelynn said and snorted.

She reached to a box and opened it to show ten fake nails that matched the color of the lipstick .

“Hold out your hands,” she told Ashley.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “Will I be able to get those things off again? I can’t go home to my aunt and uncle’s home with bright red fingernails.”

“Oh crap, I would love to be a fly on the wall watching that discussion,” Debbie said and struggled to get the rest of her words out as she broke up laughing. “Your uncle..., would have a fucking..., heart attack.”

“Relax,” Katelynn said and grabbed Ashley’s right wrist. “I put fashion tape on them. It’s sticky enough to hold them in place, but they can still be peeled off. Look.”

She forced Ashley’s hand down flat on the surface of the dressing table to put one of the red nails on then took it off again.

“OK?” she said when she looked at him.

He reluctantly nodded his head to let the sissy transformation go on and watched as first his right fingernails then his left ones were turned red. The flutter of hot blood wasn’t what he expected and he felt the slight twitching swell of his cock. It made him squirm on the seat and Katelynn recognized the sign.

“Are you getting fucking hard again already?” she asked.

Ashley grimaced, but caught her gaze in the mirror and meekly nodded his head.

“Jesus,” she let out. “You’re going to ruin things before you’re even dressed in the full outfit. Get up.”

She grabbed his wrist to lead him back to the bed and grabbed the pink miniskirt. Ashley was made to step into it and it was pulled up into place around his waist.

“You sure that’s not a belt,” Debbie joked as she looked at how little the skirt covered.

Katelynn ignored her girlfriend to pick up the bandeau-style top. Ashley was made to lift his arms up above his head to let the top be pulled into place around his chest. He cringed when he saw the breast pad inserts being picked up.

“Are they necessary?”

“Uh huh,” Katelynn said. “I want the look just like I have it in my mind.”

She stepped forward and forced the pads under the tight top then moved them around to get them looking right.

“Step into the heels and that’s you dolly boy,” she ordered when she moved back.

Ashley looked down at the colorful peep-toe heels and wasn’t even sure his feet would fit in them. There was no point in refusing now though. He’d done everything else and he lifted his left foot to force it into the shoe. The tight fit made him scrunch up his face, but he pushed hard and managed to get the heel on. He then did the same with his right foot. It was the weirdest feeling to catch a glimpse of himself in the wardrobe mirror and see a girl.

“Perfect,” Katelynn said and giggled. “My work is done.”

“It fucking is not,” Debbie said. “I seem to remember something being mentioned about anal.”

“Yeah, yeah..., let me just enjoy the moment first,” she said and her gaze fixed on Ashley when she sat on the edge of the bed. “Put your hands on your hips,” she told him.

He turned to face her straight on and put his hands on his hips. There was something dirty about the way her gaze slide down his legs to the heels then back up his body to look in his eyes.

“You’re perfect,” she said.

“I have to say, he is cute in that get up,” Debbie said. “I can think of plenty of guys around here that would drool over him.”

“Her,” Katelynn said. “Ashley is a dolly boy now, so should be called her, not him. And guys wouldn’t drool over her. They would want to fuck her.”

“Maybe we should take him to Cherry Popper Woods then,” Debbie mocked. “She can be a real dolly slut and lose her virginity.”

“Oh wait,” Ashley said as a panic came to life. “I didn’t agree to...”

“You’re not going anywhere tonight,” Katelynn said. “You kept up your end of the deal and let me dress you up pretty, so I’ll give you what I said I would.”

Ashley felt the pulsing beat of hot blood return to his groin as the thought of anal sex filled his mind and it had an effect. He felt his cock rub against the silky material of the pink panties as it swelled slightly.

“Show me you walking,” Katelynn said.

Ashley tried to take a step and almost fell off the heels. His arms shot out to help him keep his balance and he just about managed it.

“How the hell do you move around in these things?” he whined.

“I think your dolly is broken,” Debbie mocked.

“She just needs practice,” Katelynn said and got up. “I bet you couldn’t walk in heels the first time you tried.”

She held out her hand and waited until Ashley took it before leading the way slowly across the room and back again.

“See, she can do it,” Katelynn said.

“Yeah, but holding your hand is giving her a boner,” Debbie said and guffawed. “I think it’s going to ruin the line of her pretty outfit.”

Katelynn released her grip to move in front of Ashley and saw the bulge starting to show in the pink skirt. She pressed her hand against it to try and force it down, but could feel cock getting harder.

“I think he’s looking for his reward,” Debbie said. “And you did promise him.”

“I thought you would be more jealous,” Katelynn said and giggled.

“Hey, it’s your dirty fantasy,” Debbie shot back. “I’m not about to stand in your way.”

“You just want to watch,” Katelynn went on. “Pervert.”

“That’s rich coming from you,” Debbie teased. “You just took a shy, prissy, virgin boy, turned him into a slutty dolly and now you’re going to give him anal. How seriously fucked up is that? You must have been some weird little girl when you played with your dolls.”

“And you picked me for a girlfriend,” Katelynn said and stuck out her tongue.

“Lucky me,” Debbie said.

“You better believe it,” Katelynn replied.

Ashley could feel his cock getting harder still as he watched the back and forth between two pretty girls. He couldn’t believe that for once in his life he was right in the middle of the action and his shyness wasn’t an issue. They wanted a toy to play with and he was it. That was about to get him a reward that made him harder still and his gaze flitted to Katelynn’s bottom. The curve of it was all too obvious through the summer dress and a shiver rippled down his spine.

“I think your dolly dress-up boy is having bad thoughts.”

Debbie’s comment made Ashley realize he’d been caught staring and a nervous laugh spilled from his lips.

“I don’t mind if a pretty dolly looks at my ass,” Katelynn said.

A smile played on her lips as she eased the hem of her skirt up at the back to reveal panties and Ashley’s eyes weren’t the only ones glued to it.

“Dirty tease,” Debbie said.

Katelynn squealed when a hand spanked on her butt and she quickly skipped out of the reach of her girlfriend to make sure it didn’t happen again.

“Bitch,” she said and giggled, but she kept her dress pulled up.

Ashley couldn’t pull his gaze from her ass and it brought him fully erect. His face flushed redder when he heard Debbie’s mocking laugh and he put his hands over the obvious bulge in the pink miniskirt.

“I better get ready for him,” Katelynn said.

Ashley watched when she moved to the bathroom and disappeared inside. It left him alone with Debbie and he backed off as she approached him. The wall brought him to a stop and he tensed when she got right in front of him.

“Well, well,” she let out. “Look at you, theater boy. All dressed up pretty and ready for action, huh?”

Ashley winced when the back of her hand smacked across the bulge in the front of the pink miniskirt. The flutter of pain made his breath spill out heavily and his nervousness at being confronted by a confident girl was all too obvious.

“Not looking quite slutty enough though,” Debbie went on.

The back of his head knocked against the wall when she reached out, but there was no escape from the touch of her thumb wiping across lipstick-red lips. It smeared the color and he saw the wicked smile spread across her face.

“You looking forward to it?” she asked and pushed her face right into his.

It made him close his eyes, but he could feel the touch of her belly pressing against his throbbing erection.

“Fucking hell,” Debbie said. “You’ve shot your load twice already today and you’re like rock again. I’m going to have some story to tell your aunt and uncle.”

Ashley’s eyes snapped back open and he saw Debbie’s smile grow wider as she stepped back.

“Ah, fuck off,” he protested when he saw the phone being brought out.

“Just a memento of a fun evening,” Debbie said and put her phone in camera mode. “Come on..., hands on hips, spread those pretty legs apart and look straight ahead. I want a sexy pose.”

Ashley felt weak as he complied, but he knew there was no choice. The threat of his uncle and aunt finding out about the situation was enough to get him to do what he was told and Debbie knew it. She moved closer to show him the picture. His eyes opened wide as he stared at it, but his gaze flitted to the bathroom door when he heard the loud shout.

“I’m coming out,” Katelynn yelled.

“Hold on,” Debbie shouted back. “I’ll get him ready for you and let you know when to come out.”

Ashley watched as she put the phone away. He tensed when his hand was grabbed to drag him across to the side of the bed.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

“Why do I...”

“Just bloody do it,” Debbie snapped.

He wilted in the face of her harsh gaze and complied, but was aware of her moving behind him. A foot shoving into the back of his knee made his leg buckle and he let out a cry as he dropped down.

“What the hell?” he gasped anxiously as his knees cracked on the carpet.

“Keep those eyes closed tightly,” Debbie hissed when she leaned down to press her lips against his ear. She slid her hands around his head to cover his eyes. “Can’t have you peeking.”

“What is this?”

“Jesus, dolly boy,” Debbie went on in a disparaging voice. “You are such a fucking innocent. If you’re going to have anal, you have to make sure that tight asshole is nice and wet. Now you’re in position to do that. Just think about your tongue rimming around that tiny, puckered hole. I’ve done it plenty of times, so I can tell you it’s something special.”

The rushing of Ashley’s pulse made him tremble and he could feel his throbbing erection almost bursting out of the panties. He heard Debbie’s shout and it was followed by the sound of the bathroom door opening. The breath stuck in his throat as he waited and, even with the hands clamped over his eyes, he was aware of Katelynn moving right in front of him.

“Are you ready for it?” Debbie whispered in his ear.

“Yes,” he blurted out.

He was caught in the grip of a building anticipation as he waited for her hands to pull away and held his breath again. When his eyes were uncovered, he opened them straight away. The shock of the sight that greeted him made the air rush from between his lips and he yanked his head back.

“What the...” he exclaimed and the laughing erupted around him.

“Haven’t you ever seen a strap-on dildo?” Katelynn asked as she stroked her fingers along the thick, red toy.

“I thought I was going to get anal,” Ashley said.

“You are,” she went on. “I’m going to give you anal just like my kinky dolly fantasy.”

The sound of louder laughing rang in Ashley’s ears and he knew he’d been set up. He was dressed up as a doll to be used.

“You lied to me,” he said when he looked up at Katelynn.

“No I didn’t,” she replied. “Did I say at any time that I’d let you fuck my asshole? I said I wanted anal and that’s what I intend to get.”

“But first you have to get something nice and wet,” Debbie said.

Ashley tried to get up, but she was too strong for him and it trapped him on his knees between two dirty girls.

“I didn’t agree to this,” he said.

“Fucking hell, Ashley,” Debbie barked. “Haven’t we been through this already? We tell you what to do and you do it. That’s the rules of this game unless you want me to visit your aunt, with a dirty story about a pervert and pictures to back it up. We've giving you the chance to break out of your prissy, virgin life. If it wasn’t for us, you’d be on your own in your bathroom jacking off for the millionth time. We’re giving you something far better than that.”

“Yeah, but I...”

“No buts,” she snapped. “Look at what’s standing in front out you. A perfect blonde in just her underwear.”

The shock of the sex toy being brandished in his face meant Ashley hadn’t even registered that Katelynn was no longer wearing her dress. He did now though and the ripple of arousal came alive as he let his gaze roam over her. The lacy bra was transparent to give a glimpse of dark nipples. He suspected the panties were the same, but the strap-on blocked any chance of seeing pussy.

“Pretty dolls like you are meant to be fucked,” Katelynn said and smirked as she reached out a hand to caress it on his cheek. “You’re not going to disappoint me, are you?”

It was the line she used on him earlier when she was trying to convince him to dress up. He’d gone through with that, but wasn’t so sure he wanted to do the same now.

“He’ll like it,” Debbie said and grabbed Ashley’s head to hold it steady. “Make him do it.”

Ashley glanced up and saw the hunger in Katelynn’s eyes. It was a sign of how badly she wanted her fantasy, but she held back.

“I want to hear you say yes,” she said. “It’s what happens in my dreams.”

Ashley closed his eyes and shuddered as the tip of the toy brushed across his mouth. He couldn’t back away from it and the throb of his cock grew fiercer. There was a shame to the rush of excitement, but he knew there was no getting out of the situation. He was under the control of two girls, who were intent on using him and he submitted to them.

“Yes,” he let out in a hushed voice.

“Slut,” Debbie mocked and laughed.

He opened his eyes as the pressure on his lips increased and it made them part to let the head of the thick toy slip between. Katelynn’s breath rushed out as she rocked her hips to force the dildo deeper into his mouth and it brought out a longing she couldn’t control. She could feel the base of the strap-on rubbing against her pussy and the flood of heat was intoxicating.

“Make him gag,” Debbie urged.

She tightened her grip to hold Ashley’s head in place and watched as Katelynn slid more of the toy into his mouth. The liquid gurgling of a retching gag rang around the room when the tip of the dildo brushed against the back of his throat and he closed his eyes tightly.

“Dirty bitch,” Debbie let out. “Does it feel as good as you thought it would?”

“Yes,” Katelynn gasped as she drew her hips back.

She wanted more of the sound though and began to throw herself forward to fuck a pretty mouth. Spit rolled over Ashley’s bottom lip as she used him and the sound of his gagging became more desperate as he was made to give the blowjob. Shudders rippled through him as the thrusts of a little blonde girl became more forceful still and he put up a hand to try and hold her back.

“Nuh-uh,” Debbie said.

She let go of his head and seized his wrists to pull his hands behind his back. Katelynn reached out to grab his shoulders as she powered her hips forward more aggressively. She was living her fantasy and couldn’t hold herself back as she ravaged a cute mouth until sticky strings of saliva hung down from lipstick-red lips.

Ashley felt his eyes start to water as the thick head of the toy fucked down his throat. The shock of the choking sensation exciting him was shameful, but there was no pretending otherwise and he could feel the pulsing beat of hot-blooded lust making his cock harder than ever before. It wasn’t how he expected the evening to go, but the thrill of being made to do dirty things by two pretty girls wasn’t lost on him. He still struggled against it, but there was no freeing himself.

“It’s wet enough,” Katelynn said when she finally pulled back.

She brushed a touch across lips to moisten her fingers and made a show of stroking them along the soaked shaft of the dildo. Ashley scowled as the dirty show was performed right in front of his face. There was no holding down the strong pang of jittery nerves and he could feel his asshole puckering at the prospect of what was in store.

Things were going to run all the way to the end Katelynn wanted now and everyone in the room knew it. She slid her fingers right to the base of the toy to spank the tip on red lips and there was no missing the exhilaration in her gasps as she dominated her pretty dolly.

“Get him in the bathroom,” she ordered when she stepped back.

Debbie released her grip on Ashley’s wrists and immediately shoved him down to all fours.

“You heard her,” she said. “Get moving.”

Ashley was gripped by the intense humiliation of being made to crawl towards the bathroom door. His gaze latched onto Katelynn’s ass, but he knew that looking at it was all he was going to get that evening. He followed inside the bathroom and heard Debbie’s disparaging comment.

“Not so pretty now, dolly. Look at yourself in the mirror.”

He glanced up at Katelynn and she nodded her head. It made him get up and he scowled when he saw his face. Mascara streaks ran down his cheeks and lipstick was smeared around his mouth.

“You really are Barbie’s slutty sister now,” Debbie said.

“Get him down on the floor,” Katelynn urged.

Ashley was ashamed at how willingly he got back to his hands and knees and the painful smack on his ass got him moving. He was being a pitiful submissive for two dominant girls, but was unable to stop himself.

“Move in the shower cubicle,” Debbie ordered and spanked her hand on butt again.

Ashley crawled forward and Katelynn grabbed his hips when he was partway in the cubicle. She dropped down onto her knees behind him and her pulse quickened as she slid her hands to butt cheeks. Her chest heaved as she groped them roughly before easing the pink miniskirt up.

“Fucking do him,” Debbie said as she watched the scene playing out.

Katelynn sank her fingers into buttocks in another groping touch and the swell of desire hit hard. She grabbed at the panties to yank them down then shuffled forward. Circling her fingers around the base of the toy, she stroked the tip along the crease of Ashley’s ass and heard his gasping groans. The sound of them excited her all the more and she let go of the toy to spread rounded cheeks.

“Fuck yeah, there it is,” she said.

Ashley’s hips juddered when he felt the touch of fingertips brushing across his asshole. It made him drop his head to the wet floor and he couldn’t stop himself as he reached between his thighs to grab his erection.

“He’s fucking loving this,” Debbie taunted when she saw what he was doing. “We could make this slut do anything we wanted.”

The flare of hot shame made sweat prickle on Ashley’s forehead, but he knew the words were true. He was dressed up in a dolly outfit and being bent over by a little blonde girl, who was going to use him like a slut and it was making him stroke his cock.

Katelynn lifted her fingers to her mouth to suck on them then smeared the wetness around asshole. She did the same again before grabbing hold of the toy. Moving it around made the base rub on her soaking pussy and the ripple of pleasure grew stronger. Debbie dropped down to her knees and spanked Ashley’s ass to make him cry out.

“Stretch it wide,” she urged her girlfriend and sank her fingers in buttocks to keep them parted.

Katelynn brushed the tip of the toy in a circling motion around asshole before settling it in place. She slowly pushed her weight forward and felt the resistance holding her back. It made her giggle, but the sound choked off as she put in more effort.

“Fucking hell,” Debbie said as she ducked her head closer to watch a tight ring slowly succumbing to the pressure.

Ashley’s mouth opened wide and his grip tightened around his cock as the flicker of pain brought on by the forced penetration turned to a burning pleasure that grew better by the second.

“Fuck..., fuck,” Katelynn gasped as her hips juddered.

Her gaze fixed on the way she was making an asshole gape open and the resistance suddenly melted away as she fucked the head of the toy inside. She thrust her hips forward to bury the dildo all the way in and her grinding movements made the base rub against her pussy and clit. It caught her up in a growing hunger to be bad.

Debbie let go of buttocks to move behind her girlfriend. She wrapped her arms around Katelynn’s body to cup breasts before sliding her fingers under the bra to sink her fingers into soft flesh. She bucked her hips forward to bump against ass and heard the groan.

“Fuck him hard,” she urged.

Ashley felt the spank on his ass and the spasms of his muscles made his asshole ripple around the stiff shaft of the toy. The flood of pleasure made him stroke his erection and he could feel his balls already tightening up to his groin. He felt the touch of Katelynn’s hands sink into his hips and closed his eyes tightly.

The delicious sensation of the toy slowly withdrawing made his fingers race along his length and he knew what was coming. Katelynn’s hard thrust crashed against his ass to knock him forward and he groaned as he was made to take the full length of the toy again. The sound of his desperate, gasping groans filled the cubicle as he was taken from behind by a little blonde girl and his excitement mounted as his virgin asshole was ravaged.

Katelynn lost herself to the moment. The groping touch of Debbie’s fingers made her shudder, but it was the growing burn of heat between her thighs that set her body alight. She sank her fingers into hips to pull herself onto her dolly’s gaping asshole and her slamming thrusts made the base of the strap-on jab against her pussy.

Her head rocked back and she was aware of the hands on her tits sliding lower to settle on her hips. She heard the wicked laugh from behind and felt Debbie’s jolting thrusts hammer against her ass. It forced her to quicken the pace of the sex and she threw herself manically forward to ravage virgin asshole. The dirty delight of it was heady and she could feel her excitement climbing out of control.

Her thrusts became ragged as her body started to shake and the flood of arousal took her right to the very edge. She fucked the dildo deep in asshole and shoved her weight forward to grind her pussy against the base of the toy and it was the final push that brought the orgasm crashing down on her. The hands on her hips moved back up to grope her tits as the heat of the climax burned through her body.

Ashley could feel the juddering movements of the girl behind against his butt and it made him stroke his erection all the more frantically. His asshole pulsed fiercely around the toy buried deep inside and the build-up of pleasure was better than anything before. He was lost to it as he stroked himself right to the moment where he couldn’t control things any more. His body bucked as he let go for the third time that day. The spurts of cum weren’t quite as thick as before, but they shot out powerfully as his asshole spasmed around the thick dildo.

Katelynn shuddered almost-violently as the pleasure of her climax peaked and she slumped forward onto Ashley when the moment past. She could feel the trembling of his body and giggled at the sound of his gasping groans.

“That’s it, dolly,” she said. “Get it all out.”

She straightened up to pump her hips forward and continued to fuck asshole until Ashley slumped forward to collapse onto the floor.

“Fucking hell,” Debbie said as she let go of tits. “You have the dirtiest fantasies.”

“That’s only one of my dolly dreams,” Katelynn said. “There’s a whole lot more where that came from.”

Debbie let out a loud, mocking laugh as she leaned forward to hammer her hand down on Ashley’s naked ass.

“You hear that, dolly dress-up boy,” she said. “It’s going to be one hell of a summer.”

Ashley could barely catch his breath, but knew that his first time with Katelynn and Debbie wasn’t going to be his last. He both loved and hated the idea of that, but knew he’d come running whenever they called.


Dolly Dress-Up Toy

“Hi there.”

Ashley recognized the feminine voice right away and his nerves were rattled before he and his Aunt Colleen even turned from the serving counter of the store to the sight of the pretty, blonde girl who’d spoken.

“Oh, hi Katelynn,” Colleen said pleasantly. “In town on chores?”

“Yeah,” Katelynn replied and smiled. “My mum sent me in to buy some fabric for a dress she wants to make.”

“Looks like you took the opportunity to buy some things of your own,” Colleen went on.

Katelynn let out a giggle as she looked down at the bags she was carrying.

“I might have found a few things I like,” she said when she brought her gaze back up.

“You’ve met my nephew, Ashley, haven’t you?”

A smile flitted across Katelynn’s face when she looked at him and he felt the buzz of apprehension making sweat prickle on his brow. The last thing he expected or needed was to bump into the girl who, only a few days previously, dressed him up as a slutty doll then ravaged his asshole with a strap-on dildo. The memory of it made him want to shudder, but he resisted the sensation. He didn’t know what he’d do if his aunt found out the truth of what happened at Debbie’s home. The very idea made his face redden and there was no stopping that.

“Uh huh,” Katelynn answered. “We chatted the other night at Debbie’s house. It’s nice to have someone new around.”

A smile flitted across her face again, but she said no more and there was a slightly awkward silence as they stared at each other. It was Colleen who broke it.

“On your way home?”

“I was going to have a coffee first,” she said. “What about you?”

“We’re just about to head back?” Colleen answered.

“Maybe Ashley would like to join me then and I can show him around town a little,” Katelynn offered. “I have my dad’s car, so can give him a ride home afterwards.”

“I just need him to help me carry these grocery bags to the truck,” Colleen said. “He’s welcome to join you after that if he wants.”

The sound of the store assistant’s voice made her turn back to the counter and Ashley was all too aware of Katelynn’s mischievous gaze settling on him.

“How about it, Ashley?” she said casually. “Would you like me to take you…, for a coffee, that is?

The suggestive nature of the comment wasn’t lost on him and memories of her taking him roughly from behind filled his mind. He glanced at his aunt, but she was busy with the store assistant. His gaze returned to Katelynn’s pretty face and he felt the flutter of arousal coming to life. It reddened his cheeks more, but he managed to fight it off before it had an effect.

“Umm..., yeah, sure,” he agreed and could feel the ripple of nerves taking hold that, for once in his life, a pretty girl was showing an interest in him.

“Take these, Ashley.”

The sound of his aunt’s voice made him look to the counter and he grabbed the bags held out to him.

“Let me help,” Katelynn said.

“Thanks,” Colleen replied and handed over a couple of bags of groceries.

She then picked up the last two and the three of them left the store to set off along the sidewalk. Colleen led the way, with Ashley and Katelynn following and nothing was said until they reached the truck.

“Just dump the bags in the back,” Colleen instructed.

Once the job of loading the truck was finished, she got the keys for the truck from her pocket to unlock the door then turned to look at her nephew.

“Are you going for a coffee?” she asked.

“Yeah, I said I would,” he replied.

“OK, well, I’ll see you later,” she went on.

Ashley nodded his head and watched her get in the truck. The sound of the engine came to life seconds later and the vehicle drew away from the sidewalk to head along the street.

“Come on, dolly,” Katelynn let out and giggled.

Ashley felt the flush of embarrassment, but looked down to the way a hand slipped into his. The flutter of arousal returned and there was no fighting it off now. He could feel the swell of his erection coming to life and looked around nervously.

“Don’t call me that here,” he said.

“Why?” Katelynn teased. “You are my dolly. Debbie sent me the picture of you dressed up all pretty, so I have it on my phone to look at whenever I want.”

“Shit,” Ashley let out.

“Don’t worry,” Katelynn said. “I’m not going to show it to anyone.”

“Yeah, but what about Debbie?” Ashley replied.

“Oh, she’ll probably show it to everyone,” Katelynn went on and saw the wide-eyed look of horror the comment brought on. “I’m kidding..., I’m kidding,” she exclaimed and laughed.

Ashley wasn’t sure what to believe although, in truth, it was far too late to be worrying about it. He’d let himself be dressed up like a blonde dolly and the picture had been taken. There was nothing he could do to change that now.

“Come on,” Katelynn said. “I’ll buy you that coffee.”

She pulled on his hand and he hurried to keep in step with her as they walked along the sidewalk.

“Where are we going?” he asked.

“There’s a café not too far from here,” Katelynn said.

Ashley felt the grip tighten on his hand. It was a simple touch, but enough to really bring his libido to life and he could feel his erection starting to strain against the front of his jeans. He cursed himself for being so weak, but the surge of hot blood was unstoppable and he thanked his lucky stars that his jacket was zipped up. It at least hid the evidence of his excitement.

Nothing more was said as Katelynn led the way to a quiet side street then along to a door. She let go of Ashley’s hand before walking inside the café and he looked around when he followed. The place was quiet, with only a couple of the tables occupied.

“Hey, Katelynn,” the man behind the counter said as way of a greeting when they got to it.

“Hiya, Mr. Halliday,” she replied. “How are you?”

“Doing OK,” he replied. “Who’s your friend?”

“This is Ashley,” Katelynn went in. “The nephew of Joe and Colleen Brady.”

“Well, well,” Mr. Halliday said. “When did you get to town?”

“A few days ago,” Ashley replied. “I’m staying at my aunt and uncle’s farm for a couple of months.”

“A new customer for me then,” Mr. Halliday joked and laughed. “So, what can I get you?”

“I’ll have my usual coffee and chocolate doughnut,” Katelynn said and looked at Ashley.

“Just a white coffee for me,” he said.

“Take a seat and I’ll bring it across to you,” Mr. Halliday told them after Katelynn paid.

Ashley let her move away from the counter first then followed as she walked towards the empty booth in the corner of the café. Putting her bags down on the seat, she slid in beside them and pointed at the seat on the other side of the table. It made him sit opposite her and he felt the brushing touch on his shin right away.

“Did you miss me, dolly?” she asked in a hushed voice and giggled.

Ashley cringed and looked towards the counter. There was no one sitting at the nearby tables and it put them out of sight of everyone except the owner. Katelynn slid her foot up towards his knee and he shuffled around.

“I bet you’re hard already,” she teased. “Holding my hand must have done it. That’s surely enough for a virgin boy to get it up.”

The blush of vivid red on Ashley’s face answered the question and his voice came out nervously.

“Someone will see.”

Katelynn glanced out of the booth.

“The only one with a view in here is Mr. Halliday and he’s paying no attention to us,” she said.

Ashley looked to see the café owner busy behind the counter and returned his gaze to the pretty face opposite.

“We could get caught,” he said.

Katelynn smiled as she pulled her foot away, but he suspected it was only a temporary reprieve.

“Do you want to see what I bought?” she asked and reached for the bags, without waiting for an answer.

Ashley watched as she brought out a box, with the size and shape giving away that it was a pair of shoes. She pulled off the lid and set it down on the table before bringing out a pink stiletto heel.

“Pretty, huh?” she said as she moved it around.

“Yeah,” Ashley said.

“I got it a bit bigger this time, so it should be easier for you to get your foot in it.”

Ashley’s eyes opened wider as he stared at the footwear.

“Shit,” he muttered.

He heard the laugh and it made him look up.

“Don’t you like them?” Katelynn asked and smirked.

“Why are you buying things for me?” Ashley asked.

“I wanted to treat my dolly,’ she teased. “And I can wear them too, if I stuff them with tissue paper first. They’re not just for you.”

Ashley returned his gaze to the pink heels, but was aware of Mr. Halliday approaching and said nothing.

“Treating yourself, Katelynn?” the café owner asked when he put the tray down.

“Yeah,” she replied and held up the shoe. “Do you like it?”

She turned it around to show the black sole and stroked her fingers along the heel. Ashley’s eyes were glued to the sight of it and he realized he wasn’t the only one.

“They are very pink,” Mr. Halliday commented.

“Isn’t that what guys like?” Katelynn replied. “For girls to be girly in pink.”

“I guess so,” Mr. Halliday said and laughed.

His gaze only pulled away from the footwear when he reached out to move the cups and plate from the tray to the table.

“Enjoy the coffee,” he said and his gaze returned to the pretty shoe before he turned to walk away.

“He’s such a dirty bastard,” Katelynn said when the café owner was out of earshot. “Did you see the way his eyes lit up when I stroked the heel? I bet he was thinking about my fingers doing the same to his fat cock.”

Ashley heard the note of excitement in her voice and frowned.

“You’ve got a girlfriend,” he commented.

“So...,” she replied and shrugged her shoulders. “I like being a tease. Most women are smart enough not to fall for that. Men on the other hand...”

Her sniggering laugh came out quietly and Ashley shook his head when she went on speaking.

“I bet the old bastard goes to the restroom right now and jerks off thinking about me. Isn’t that what you’ve been doing for the last few days?”

Ashley cringed, but knew there was no point in denying the comment. Katelynn would know he was lying, so he said nothing. He reached out to pick up his coffee and took a sip as the shoe was returned to the box. It was put back in a bag and he saw the short, pink, off-the-shoulder dress being brought out.

“Ah...., shit,” he let out as he stared at it.

“It’s short on me,” Katelynn said and put a hand to her mouth to stifle another giggle before going on. “The hem will probably skim your ass cheeks when you’re wearing it.”

“Come on,” Ashley whined in a voice even he knew sounded slightly pathetic. “I gave you your fantasy already. Don’t make me dress up again.”

“I told you already that what we did was only one of my fantasies,” Katelynn answered. “It’s time for the next one.”

Ashley’s hand trembled as he picked up his cup to take another sip of coffee and it didn’t go unnoticed.

“Slide forward on your seat, so your butt is perched right on the edge,” Katelynn ordered.

“We can’t...”

“Just do what I tell you,” she said. “No one can see.”

Ashley glanced across to the counter, but Mr. Halliday wasn’t there and the other customers didn’t have a view into the booth. He didn’t need to ask what was about to happen and felt the touch on his shin when he slid forward on the seat. A glance down showed Katelynn’s foot was now bare and it slowly slid up to his knee then along his thigh. He heard the giggle when it got to his crotch. There was no disguising he was fully erect and the touch rubbing against his stiff shaft made him squirm.

“You can’t pretend to me you’re not excited by this,” Katelynn said quietly. “I can feel how hard you are. How boring would your life be if you hadn’t met me and Debbie? We’re going to show you things you’ve never dreamed of.”

“That’s what I’m worried about,” Ashley shot back. “I dreamed of meeting a nice girl and losing my virginity.”

“And what you actually got was your ass fucked by a kinky bitch,” Katelynn replied.

“Yeah, and who knows what I’ll get if I let you dress me up again.”

“You’re getting your hard cock stroked by me right now,” she pointed out. “Doesn’t it feel good?”

“Yes,” Ashley admitted.

“So, what the hell are you complaining about? Maybe I’ll be a good little girl and let you take control next time we’re together in private.”

Ashley frowned as he stared at her. He suspected she was telling lies to get him to go along with what she wanted, but the chance she wasn’t played on his mind.

“Do you really want to miss out?” she asked.

He rocked his head back against the padded seat and closed his eyes. The smart thing was to say yes and walk away. He knew he wasn’t going to do that, however.

“No,” he admitted. “I don’t want to miss out.”

“Then you know what you have to do,” Katelynn said. “If you play along, I promise this time you’ll get pussy.”

She pulled her foot away and Ashley was quick to sit up straight. He glanced out of the booth and was relieved to see the café owner still wasn’t in view.

“This tops off the look for tonight,” Katelynn said.

Ashley almost groaned when she pulled a long, blonde wig out of the bag. He reached out to the cup in front of him and lifted it to his lips.

“You’ll be prettier than me when I’m finished with you,” Katelynn said.

A smile played on her lips as she put the dress and wig away. She took a sip of her coffee and a bite of the doughnut before sliding to the edge of the seat.

“I need to use the restroom,” she said and got up.

She walked away before Ashley could say anything and his eyes remained fixed on her cute behind until it disappeared from view. The sense that he was being watched made him look to the counter and he saw Mr. Halliday staring in his direction. He quickly averted his gaze and didn’t look up from the table until Katelynn returned. The wicked smile on her face wasn’t a good sign.

‘Put your hands under the table,” she said.

He frowned, but did as he was told and felt the brush of silky material against his fingertips.

“Jesus,” he blurted out as he pulled back.

“Take them,” Katelynn urged and her smile grew wider. “I was just wearing them. They’re a little bit wet, so you’ll get the scent.”

“This is crazy,” Ashley hissed.

“Go to the restroom and put them on,” she urged. “I want to know you’re wearing them. You can give them back to me tonight, with the other thing.”

“What other thing?” Ashley asked.

“Take it and you’ll see,” she told him.

Curiosity got the better of Ashley, but he looked across to the counter to make sure he wasn’t being watched as he reached out. He grasped the panties and it was obvious they were wrapped around something. Pulling his hands between his legs, he glanced down and his eyes opened wide when he realized what he uncovered.

“I was wearing that too,” Katelynn said.

Ashley gaze shot up to the sight of a cheeky wink before he looked back down at the panties and butt plug he was holding. He gulped down a nervous breath and wanted to hand them back. Katelynn was already sitting up straight though.

“Go and put them on,” she said. “It’ll get the fun started early.”

“My aunt and uncle would disown me if they found out about this,” Ashley said when he sat back.

“They’re not going to,” Katelynn said. “Unless you’re planning on confessing.”

Ashley could feel the fiercer beat of hot blood making his erection throb. He was on the verge of being dressed up and used again and it brought on nerves and excitement he couldn’t handle.

“I can’t do this,” he mumbled.

“Don’t you want to play with me?” Katelynn asked in a sweet voice.

Ashley stared across the table into wide, blue eyes and felt the weakness taking hold. He wanted to be with Katelynn more than anything, but she was going to get him in trouble. She leaned forward again.

“Give me your free hand,” she said.

Ashley hesitated before doing it and felt his hand being pulled forward under the table. The brush of his fingertips on smooth inner thigh made him shudder.

“Doesn’t that feel oh-so good?” she said.

He closed his eyes when she pushed his hand a little higher up her leg. Knowing that she was naked below her skirt made the tease all the more exhilarating, but his hand was pulled away before he touched on pussy.

“If you want the scent and taste, it’s on the panties,” she told him. “Go and put them on..., and wear the butt plug for me.”

Ashley stared across the table. His pulse hammered as their eyes locked together and it was impossible to deny her what she wanted.

“OK,” he said.

“Hurry,” she told him. “Then we can go for a ride in the car.”

Ashley broke his gaze away from hers and put the panties and plug in his pocket before getting to his feet. He kept his head down as he moved across to the hallway he’d watched Katelynn disappear into a few minutes before. It was only then that he lifted his gaze and he saw the doors for the restrooms.

Walking along to the gents, he stepped inside and looked around. It wasn’t a surprise to see there was no one there and he quickly went inside the toilet cubicle. He locked the door and brought the panties out right away. Bringing them to his face got him the scent of pussy and he shuddered as he flicked out his tongue to press it on the wet material.

“Fucking pervert,” he accused himself, but there was no stopping.

He closed his eyes and rubbed his free hand against his crotch as he kept the panties pressed to his face. It made him squirm and the temptation to get his erection out was impossible to resist. He could feel his excitement coming to a peak as he stroked along his length, but he stopped before he lost control.

The comment about going for a ride in the car played on his mind and he found himself hoping it would get him a whole lot more than masturbating in a toilet cubicle. He groaned as he pulled the panties from his face and reached in his pocket to bring out the butt plug.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered as he stared at the toy.

The narrow tip swelled out to a thick body that tapered back to a round end, which was decorated with a pink crystal.

“What the hell are you getting yourself into?” he let out and shook his head.

He closed the toilet lid to put the panties and plug down then quickly stripped off his trainers, jeans and boxer shorts. Picking up the plug was enough to make his asshole pucker tightly. He grabbed at his left buttock with his free hand and pulled on it. The clenching of his tight ring grew stronger still when he settled the tip of the toy against it.

Memories of Katelynn fucking him with the strap-on filled his mind and he let out a whimpering grunt as he eased the plug forward. He squirmed all the more as the narrow tip stretched his asshole wider until it broke the resistance. His mouth opened wide as the flare of pleasure came alive, but the shame burned in him too as he forced the toy deeper.

His hips juddered forward as his asshole pulsed around the penetration and he groaned as his butt muscles did the final work of taking the toy all the way inside. He put down both hands on the toilet seat and closed his eyes, but there was no getting comfortable. The weirdness of the moment wasn’t lost on him, but he wasn’t about to back out.

Pushing himself up straight, he grabbed the panties and stepped into them. Pulling them up into place made his erection throb all the more fiercely and it made his asshole spasm around the thick body of the plug. He was quick to get dressed again and shoved his boxer shorts in his pocket.

“I’m going to hell,” he muttered.

He stood for a few moments in a bid to compose himself, but it didn’t really work and he gritted his teeth when he opened the door of the cubicle to step outside. The strangeness of having the plug inserted made him wiggle his butt around as he walked. He came to a stop at the sinks and stared at his reflection in the mirror.

“Dickhead,” he cursed himself before switching on the water to splash some on his face.

He forced himself to walk as normally as he could when he left the restroom and moved back in the direction of the table, but couldn’t shake off the notion that everyone in the place was staring at him. His buttocks clenched when he sat down and he saw the amused smile on Katelynn’s face.

“It’s not funny,” he said.

“Speak for yourself,” she shot back and laughed.

Ashley picked up his coffee to take a drink and watched as she did the same.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” she said.

“Feels bloody strange,” he replied.

“It’s only for a few hours,” she told him. “It’ll come out tonight.”

“And then what?”

A wide smile broke out on Katelynn’s face.

“You’ll get pussy,” she told him.

He narrowed his eyes as he stared at her.

“I’m not sure I believe you,” he said and felt his heartbeat race.

“Hand on heart,” she said. “When the plug comes out, I promise you’ll get pussy. Now drink up and let’s go.”

He was quick to do it and watched as she enjoyed her coffee and doughnut. They got up straight away when they finished.

“I’ll be seeing you, Mr. Halliday,” Katelynn said.

He lifted a hand to wave at them and they returned the gesture before moving across to the door. When they left the café, Katelynn led the way to her father’s car. She looked around to make sure there was no one in sight and Ashley was too slow to react when he realized what was about to happen. The hard spank on his butt made his asshole spasm around the plug and he let out a loud gasp.

“Time for some fun,” Katelynn said. “Get in.”

Ashley moved around the vehicle. The mix of delicious pain and growing excitement was heady and there was also the mystery of not knowing exactly what he was letting himself in for. He squirmed around when he sat down and heard the hushed titter.

“Is your asshole twitching?” Katelynn joked as she put the key in the ignition.

Ashley grimaced as he tried to get comfortable, but it was a forlorn effort and he gave up trying as the journey got underway. The movement caught his attention and he looked to see Katelynn sliding the hem of her skirt up. There was no pulling his eyes from it because he knew she was naked below, but she stopped short of showing him what he really wanted.

“Are you thinking about cunt?” she asked.

He slowly brought his gaze up to see her glance at him and nodded his head.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get pussy tonight,” she went on.

The sight of her slipping her fingers below her skirt then spreading her legs wider made his gaze slide back down and his excitement leapt when he heard the sound of her groan. The tease only lasted a second before she pulled her hand back out.

“Show me the panties,” she said.

Ashley looked out of the window of the car. They were still in town although there weren’t many people in sight.

“I don’t want to get caught,” he said.

“Show me,” she urged.

“Fuck,” Ashley let out.

He looked around again before reaching for the button and zipper of his jeans to loosen them. Pulling the flaps of denim aside put the panties on view and there was no missing the way his erection stretched the material.

“You get so fucking hard for me,” Katelynn said. “Have you been thinking about me every time you jerked yourself off in the last few days?”

“What do you think?” he replied and heard the giggle.

He’s lost count of the number of times he’s played with himself since the encounter at Debbie’s house.

“Let me see you doing it again,” she told him.

He closed his eyes and rocked his head back.

“We’ll get in trouble,” he said.

“No one will see,” Katelynn replied. “We’re almost out of town.”

Ashley opened his eyes to look around and saw she was right. They were passing through the outskirts, but he waited until it was only fields around them before giving her what she wanted. He forced his fingers under the panties to grip his cock and pulled it fully into sight.

“Bad boy,” Katelynn teased when she glanced at him.

“You’re making me do it.”

“Can’t help it,” she told him. “The rush of teasing a virgin cock so hard is the best thing ever. It’s so hot knowing you can’t control yourself around me.”

Ashley shuddered as he stroked his fingers along his throbbing erection, but found himself hoping he’d get more. It made him hold back from going all out in masturbating and he knew things were about to get kinkier when Katelynn turned off the main road to head along a narrow track. It got them in the shade of some trees and she brought the vehicle to a stop.

“I want to see it shoot all over your belly and chest again,” she said. “Like the first time, when Debbie made you do it and facetimed it to me.”

She reached to the lever at the side of the passenger seat and Ashley gripped hold as it reclined to leave him almost lying down. His excitement leapt when she got up and moved to straddle his thighs. She held her skirt down to keep herself covered and smiled at him when she spoke.

“Did you sniff my panties in the restroom?”

“Fucking hell, Katelynn,” Ashley blurted out.

“Tell me,” she said.

The heat flared on Ashley’s cheeks, but he nodded he head.

“That’s so fucking dirty,” Katelynn said and the exhilaration showed in her voice. “Did it make you think about my cunt?”

“Of course,” Ashley said.

“How much do you want to see it?”

“I’m desperate,” he admitted.

“I shaved it this morning.”

It was clear she was enjoying the tease and she slipped her fingers back under her skirt and shivered as she brushed her fingers across her naked skin.

“Pull up your t-shirt,” she told him.

Ashley did it straight away and watched as she pulled her fingers out from under her skirt. The glisten on them made the breath catch in his throat and he shuddered when she wiped the pussy wetness on his chest. Suddenly his fingers were racing along his length in a growing frenzy as she put her hand back under her skirt.

“Tell me when you’re going to unload and I’ll give you a peek,” she told him.

His gaze was locked on her hand as she pulled it out from under her skirt again. She reached out to dangle her fingers over his mouth, but kept them just out of reach and it drove him crazy. The hunger to taste her pussy was overwhelming and he started to beg for it. His hand raced along his cock and he could feel the pressure in his balls rising towards a peak.

“We’re going to let you lick out cunt tonight,” Katelynn said. “You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he gasped.

“Then here’s a little taster for you,” she said and forced her fingers between his lips.

Ashley sucked frantically at them and he could feel the pulsing spasm of his asshole around the butt plug as his lust mounted towards a high.

“Can’t hold it back,” he groaned when he finally felt the hot tingle of arousal between his thighs burning out of control.

Katelynn pulled her hand from his mouth and reached to the hem of her skirt. Ashley’s gaze fixed on what she was doing and his eyes opened wide as she took the tease further. The flashing glimpse of her shaved pussy was too much and his back arched. He tried to clench his buttocks to hold back, but it only clamped his asshole around the thick plug and his hips bucked.

“Fuck yeah,” Katelynn said as she watched the dirty show.

The streaming spurts of cum showered Ashley’s belly and chest as the strong release burst to life and it was made all the more powerful by the toy in his asshole. The sound of his groans filled the car as he stared at pussy and let go with every last drop from his balls. His hips kept jolting as he succumbed to the delicious pleasure engulfing his body.

“Oh shit, I bet that feels good,” Katelynn exclaimed as her eyes remained fixed on the show.

Ashley’s chest heaved as the climax came to an end and he slumped down into the seat. He watched Katelynn’s fingertips brush through the sticky streaks and didn’t have the strength to turn away when she forced them into his mouth.

“Clean them,” she told him.

He grimaced as he licked the cum from her fingers and gasped for breath when they were pulled away. Katelynn pulled her skirt down and scrambled back across to the driver’s seat. She opened the glove box to get some tissues and held them out.

“You’re making a habit of this, virgin boy,” she teased and laughed.

Ashley took the tissues to clean himself up as best he could. He pulled his t-shirt down before bringing the seat upright to throw what he was holding out the window. Katelynn fired up the engine to get them moving and nothing more passed between them until they were almost at the junction of the road to his aunt and uncle’s farm.

“You keep the panties on and the plug in,” Katelynn told him. “Be at Debbie’s for seven again and make sure you’re shaved. It’ll save time and we can get onto the good stuff.”

“Will she pick me up?”

“No, you’ll need to make your own way there tonight,” Katelynn told him. “Don’t be late. I want my dolly looking pretty again.”

Ashley looked at her and she smiled as she leaned across to brush her lips on his. Her arm came around his neck to pull him closer and she slid her lips to his ear.

“Try not to think about my cunt too much,” she whispered and giggled. “Save your strength for tonight.”

Ashley shivered as her lips nuzzled his ear for a brief instant before she pulled away. He stared for a few seconds at her beautiful face, but she didn’t give any more instructions.

“See you later,” he said and opened the door to get out.

He stood watching as the car pulled away and disappeared into the distance before setting off along the road to the farm

“Getting in too deep, Ashley,” he told himself and shook his head. “Way too fucking deep and it’s going to bite you.”

He knew that was true, but also that nothing would stop him turning up at Debbie’s home that evening.

***

“Thanks for letting me borrow the moped,” Ashley said. “I appreciate it.”

“No problem,” his uncle replied. “Can’t have you asking for rides all the time. It’s better if you can get around yourself, since you’re here for a couple of months. Where you headed?”

“Do some exploring and might drop in to see Debbie,” Ashley replied as casually as he could.

“That sounds like a plan,” his uncle went on in a knowing voice and laughed. “I can understand that? She’s a pretty girl.”

“Just friends,” Ashley let out, but felt the flare of heat on his cheeks and knew they would be glowing.

He was trying to be as truthful as he could, so he didn’t get himself caught in an outright lie although he wasn’t about to admit the real reason he was going out.

“Sure, if you say so,” his uncle joked and stepped back.

Ashley turned the key in the ignition to bring the engine to life and lifted his hand as a parting gesture before setting off. He felt the relief that he’d escaped without any more questioning, but knew things were getting a lot more complicated than he wanted. The idea of a relaxing two months on the farm, where he did not much more than help around the place was shot to pieces and he knew that Debbie and Katelynn weren’t going to back off anytime soon. Not that he wanted them to, if he was honest

He was sure they wouldn’t say anything, but the risk of things coming out into the open wasn’t lost on him. They both had a picture of him dressed up like a dolly on their phones and the thought of his aunt or uncle seeing it made him grimace. He tried to put the worries out of his mind as he made his way in the direction of the next farm and the thrill of another encounter with two kinky girls came to life. It was starting to get dark when he arrived at the place and he could only assume that Debbie’s father was out again.

Bringing the moped to a stop in front of the house, he checked his watch to see it was ten minutes to seven. He got off and moved across to knock on the door. It was a few seconds before he heard movement from within and the tension gripped hold as he prepared himself to go into the lion’s den once more.

“Well, well..., what do we have here?” Debbie mused in a sarcastic voice when she opened the door and a smirk played on her lips. “I’ve been hearing stories about you.”

Ashley felt his cheeks flush and didn’t need to ask what the stories were. It was clear that Katelynn had passed on the tale of that afternoon in town. Debbie stood aside and held out her hand to invite him in and her palm cracked on his butt when he moved past her. He cursed as the sting of pain made his asshole pulse around the thick plug he still wore.

“I hear you’re getting a fetish for girl’s panties..., amongst other things,” she taunted and it was clear she knew he was wearing the anal toy. “You better be careful, it’s a slippery slope. Before you know it, you’ll be getting the operation to make you a dolly girl rather than a dolly boy.”

“Katelynn made me wear them,” he protested.

Debbie let out a laugh as she closed the door then lifted her hand again, but the threat of another spank was enough to make Ashley move out of her reach.

“Well, if you don’t want to wear them..., don’t,” she went on. “Take them off.”

“Umm..., no, I...”

“Take them off,” Debbie snapped.

“What, like..., right here you mean?”

“Uh huh,” she said. “Katelynn wants you naked for her dolly dress-up games. She’s upstairs already.”

“But...”

“Do you want to suffer the humiliation of me holding you down and stripping you naked?” Debbie butted in and stepped forward.

“No, no,” Ashley said and held up his hands. “I can do it myself.”

“Everything,” she said and leaned against the wall to watch.

He let out a sigh as the first humiliation of the evening took hold and wondered what else he’d be made to do. Grabbing his t-shirt, he dragged it up over his head and dropped it on the floor. His trainers and jeans were next and he scowled at the sound of the laugh as he stripped down to the panties.

“How fucking ridiculous do you look?” Debbie tossed at him. “Katelynn’s panties, a butt plug and hardon. I should throw you out of here like that. I’d love to see you explain your way out of that one when you got home.”

Ashley knew it wasn’t going to happen. It was Debbie having her fun in mocking him and he tried to ignore it as he slipped his thumbs under the sides of the panties.

“Leave them on,” Debbie barked.

“But you said...”

“And now I’m saying different,” she went on. “Pick up your things and get moving to the bedroom.”

She stepped forward and he knew what was coming when he bent down to get his clothes. There was no avoiding the sting of the hard spank landing on his ass and it was made all the more painful and pleasurable by the plug buried deep in his butt. He stumbled forward to try and get out of reach, but the spanks continued to torment him as he hurried to the stairs to make his way up to the first floor of the property. They only stopped when he got in the bedroom.

“Don’t break my dolly before I’ve even dressed her,” Katelynn said and smirked.

“Couldn’t help myself and your dolly likes it,” Debbie shot back and laughed. “Look how hard she is.”

“It is impressive,” Katelynn joked. “He shot a load for me this afternoon and it looks like he’s ready to give up another one.”

“Why didn’t you facetime it to me, you bitch,” Debbie said.

“Sorry, got excited,” Katelynn said in a sweet voice before turning her attention to Ashley. “Did you shave?”

“Yes,” he told her.

“Let me see.”

“Do I take the panties off?” he asked her.

“No, those are yours for tonight,” she told him. “Just ease them down and show me.”

He moved out of Debbie’s reach to avoid any more punishment before sliding the panties down a little to reveal smooth, bare skin. A smile spread across Katelynn’s face as she stared.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now show me you’re still wearing the plug.”

Ashley squirmed as he turned around and bent forward. He pulled the panties further down to reveal the pink end of the toy. Katelynn got up to move behind him and he clenched his buttocks in expectation of another spank. It didn’t happen, however. Instead, he got the touch of her fingertips grazing across the end of the plug to brush against his skin. It made him gasp and he wanted more, but her hand pulled away.

“Time to get you ready for pussy,” she said.

The words were enough to make Ashley’s erection twitch and throb as the pulse of hot-blooded lust grew stronger. Katelynn pointed to the dressing table to get him moving and followed across to it.

“Sit,” she said and put her hands on his shoulders when he did. “Time to prettify that cute face.”

Ashley felt her breasts rub against his shoulder as she leaned past him to pick up the eyeliner pencil and he tilted his head back as the transformation to a dolly boy got underway. Fifteen minutes later, he barely recognized himself in the mirror as he stared at the slutty make-over. On this occasion he was sporting fake eyelashes and heavily-lined eyes made all the more striking by deep purple eyeshadow. His cheeks were blushed red and the look was finished off by darkly-outlined lips colored a vivid pink to make them look plump.

“I’m so good,” Katelynn joked as she stared in the mirror to admire her work.

“Needs a few final touches,” Debbie said and stepped forward.

Katelynn said nothing when her girlfriend picked up a red lipstick and opened it.

“Lean forward,” Debbie said and pushed on Ashley’s shoulder.

He did as he was told and felt the touch on his back.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Never you mind,” Debbie said. “It’s not for you.”

A smile played on her lips as she drew a large heart on his lower back then wrote the words ‘slutty dolly’ below it in vivid red. She finished it off by writing ‘fuck this’ in smaller letters and pointing an arrow from the words down towards his asshole.

“I think he’ll like that,” Katelynn said.

“I’ll like what?” Ashley said.

He saw the two girls look at each other and burst out laughing, but didn’t get the chance to ask any more when he was dragged to his feet and pulled across to the bed. Debbie sat down to reach in a bag and Ashley saw a bra being pulled out.

“Do I really need to wear that?” he let out.

“How will you keep your titties in place if you don’t?” Katelynn said.

Debbie reached back in the bag to get the breast pad inserts and Ashley suffered the indignity of being dressed up in a bra.

“Push your cock under the panties,” Katelynn told him.

He did it and saw the off-the-shoulder, pink dress he’d been shown that afternoon being brought into view from another bag. It was pulled over his head and down into place before being zipped up.

“That really is ass-skimming on him,” Debbie joked as she stared.

Ashley grabbed at the hem, but he was stopped from pulling it lower.

“Keep it like that,” Katelynn ordered. “It looks good.”

The pink heels were next and he was made to return to the dressing table afterwards for the long, blonde wig to be put on him. Katelynn put her hands on his shoulder afterwards then leaned forward to brush her lips against his ear.

“Hello dolly dress-up toy,” she said.

“Don’t you mean boy?” he replied.

“Nope,” she went on. “Tonight, you’re a toy. Get up and give us some poses.”

Ashley scowled as he got to his feet and moved away from the dressing table.

“Come on dolly,” Debbie yelled and laughed. “Show us how sexy you are if you want cunt.”

Katelynn went to sit down beside her girlfriend on the bed and joined in the encouragement. Ashley turned away from them and lifted his hands to drape his arms across the top of his head as he shimmied his hips. It caught him up in another mix of shamefully humiliating excitement, but he was all too aware of the throb of his erection below the pink dress.

“OK,” Debbie said after a few moments. “It’s time to go.”

Ashley felt the panic erupt as he spun around to face them.

“What do you mean?” he blurted out. “Go where?”

“There’s only one place people go around here for their first taste of pussy,” Katelynn said and laughed.

“Ah..., fuck off,” Ashley cursed as he remembered Debbie giving him a tour of the area the day after his arrival and he didn’t need the girls to tell him where they were going.

***

“I’m not doing this.”

Ashley crossed his arms over his chest as he spoke the words and stared at the two girls approaching him.

“Yes, you are,” Debbie snapped. “Well, if you want pussy you are.”

“Come on, Ashley,” Katelynn said in a cajoling voice. “Didn’t you like what I showed you this afternoon?”

“Yes, but...”

His protest came to a stop when Katelynn grabbed the hem of her skirt and swung the loose material from side to side. It gave a tantalizing glimpse below and it was clear she wasn’t wearing any panties. The sight of shaved, naked skin brought on a desire that weakened his resolve and he let out a groan.

“Can’t we stay here?” he wailed.

“We did that last time,” Debbie said. “You already got a taste of playing in public today. Didn’t it give you a buzz for more?”

Ashley closed his eyes as they moved closer still. He knew it was insane to agree to what they wanted, but could feel himself losing the will to resist.

“Someone might see us,” he let out as he tried to muster the effort to keep protesting

“Who the hell is going to recognize you?” Debbie scoffed. “If I hadn’t witnessed the transformation, I could pass you by in the street dolled up like that and not have the slightest idea it was you. And I assume you know where we’re going.”

“Yeah..., Cherry Popper Woods,” he muttered and opened his eyes.

“No fooling you,” Debbie went on. “And trust me, anyone who has fun there isn’t likely to advertise the fact by talking about it. They tend to keep that part of their life well hidden.”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Ashley hissed through clenched teeth as he rocked his head back.

“Please,” Katelynn said.

He looked down to sight of her touch sliding under the hem of the pink dress he wore and shuddered when she stroked on his erection through the silky material. There was no resisting her.

“OK..., OK,” he agreed.

The giggling of the two girls filled the room as they grabbed his wrists and Ashley was being led out of the bedroom before he knew what was happening. The struggle to balance on the stiletto heels made more curses spill from his lips and he was sure he was going to break an ankle before he even got out of the property.

“How the hell do girls walk in these things?” he complained, but he got no answer.

He was falling deeper into the illicit games of two kinky girls and really didn’t know what it was going to get him. The only thing he knew for sure was the pulse of hot blood surging through his veins was growing stronger as he was led down the stairs to the front door of the property. Debbie opened it, but let the other two step outside first. She secured the lock when she followed then led the way over to the quad bike.

“We’re all going on that?” Ashley let out in an incredulous voice.

“We’ll manage,” Debbie said and slung her leg over to get on. “You next.”

Ashley shook his head grimly as he moved up to the vehicle and mounted it. He could feel his erection pressing against Debbie’s back as he shuffled forward and it reminded him of his second morning on the farm. He was a virgin desperate for some action when he got on the quad bike that first time. Well, he’d definitely got some action. There was no doubt about that and he was about to get some more. The only problem was he had no idea what he was being set up for.

“Budge up,” Katelynn said when she got on.

Ashley felt her body pressing against his and it trapped him between two pretty girls. It was something he would have died for only a week before, but there was no holding down the ominous sense of foreboding as the engine fired to life.

“Here we go,” Debbie said and flicked on the headlights to get them moving.

Ashley closed his eyes as they drove away from the property and his grip on Debbie tightened as the quad bike picked up speed. He could feel the wind whipping against his face as they headed out into the countryside and knew they were approaching their destination when the vehicle slowed down. It prompted him to open his eyes and he saw the darkness of the trees ahead of them.

Debbie slowed the vehicle even more when they entered the small woodland and they eventually reached the clearing. Ashley remembered being made to masturbate for the entertainment of the two girls on his first visit to the place, but suspected he was about to do a lot more than that when he saw what they were approaching. The headlights illuminated the pickup truck parked on the grass and he let out a curse as his panic returned.

“What is this?” he asked, but didn’t get an answer.

Debbie brought the quad bike to a stop around ten feet from the side of the truck and left the engine idling, so the headlights lit up the scene. Katelynn was quick to get off, but Ashley remained seated.

“Off,” Debbie barked.

“What is this?” he repeated.

“This is the kinkiest couple you’re ever likely to meet,” Debbie said. “They have some fantasies they want to play out for real. Now, get off.”

Ashley reluctantly did as he was told and stood nervously.

“Come on,” Katelynn said and grabbed his arm. “Let’s get you some pussy.”

His suspicious the two girls wouldn’t actually be involved in the fun were being realized and he wasn’t sure what to do. It made him resist the pull on his arm, but that became impossible when Debbie joined in. He was no match for the combined efforts of two dominant girls who were intent on making him a dolly dress-up toy and he was dragged towards the pickup truck. Walking on grass made it even more difficult to balance on the heels and he almost lost his footing a couple of times.

“I can’t move in these bloody things,” he complained.

“Won’t matter when you’re on your knees,” Debbie said and sniggered.

“Fucking hell,” Ashley groaned and pulled against the grip leading him on.

The three of them came to a stop when the door of the pickup truck opened and Ashley held his breath.

“This is Billy,” Katelynn said when the man came in view.

The shock hit Ashley when he realized how he’d been set up.

“Hey, Ashley,” Billy said. “Bet you didn’t expect to see me.”

Ashley turned to look at Katelynn and saw the smirk on her face.

“Sorry,” she said in a voice that showed she was anything but. “He wanted to see what you looked like without the dolly dress-up gear and I promised him I’d take you to the café.”

Ashley turned his gaze back on Mr. Halliday and couldn’t quite believe what was happening. He now knew the café owner’s first name was Billy and part of the kinkiest couple he was ever likely to meet. That didn’t bode well for him and he tried to back off, but the grip on his arms tightened.

“Is everyone around here a fucking pervert?” he let out.

The ripple of laughter that surrounded him was hardly comforting.

“It’s why you fit right in,” Debbie said.

Ashley yelped when her free hand spanked on his ass and his mind was brought back to the butt plug as the stinging pain made his muscles spasm.

“Fuck off,” he protested.

“Is Andrea ready for him?” Katelynn asked.

“Oh yeah,” Billy said and moved out of the way when he pulled the driver-side door of the truck wide open. “She’s wet as hell.”

The light picked out Andrea sitting on the passenger seat facing them, with her thighs spread wide to reveal her nakedness. Ashley felt the pulsing beat of his lust grow stronger as he stared at her open-legged pose. It was the dirtiest thing he’d ever seen and he was transfixed as his gaze fixed on the pussy that was his if he wanted it.

“I want to lick her out myself,” Debbie said and giggled.

“Nuh-uh,” Andrea replied and waggled her finger in front of her face. “I want the pretty, virgin boy or no one.”

"There it is,” Katelynn said to Ashley and put her hand on his butt to grope it. “The pussy I promised you. How about it..., are you up for licking her out and getting your tongue in wet cunt for the first time?”

He glanced at her before bringing his gaze back between Andrea’s spread thighs. He was desperate to do it, but suspected there would be a price to pay and was sure he knew what it was.

“What about Mr. Halliday?” he asked.

“He’s being good enough to put aside his jealousy and let you get your first real taste,” Debbie joked. “You have to give him something in return.”

“Shit,” Ashley muttered and scowled.

To get to Andrea, he would need to drop to his knees and lean across the driver seat of the truck. That would leave him bent over and vulnerable and he was now certain of what he’d have to give. If he submitted to the dirty game, he’d be licking out pussy while his asshole was fucked and it would be no strap-on dildo this time.

“You fucking set me up again,” he said when he looked at Katelynn.

She brought a hand up to his face to caress his cheek and smiled.

“You’re my dolly,” she said. “That means I get to do whatever I want with you.”

“And what if I say no?”

He tensed as her hand slid away from his face to trail down his body and under the pink dress.

“You’re not going to say no to me, are you?” she said as she brushed her fingers on his erection.

“Are we doing this or what?” Billy asked impatiently.

Ashley looked at the cafe owner and there was no missing the hard bulge showing through dark pants. He wondered if Andrea had been sucking her husband’s cock as the pair of them waited, but there was no way of knowing and he wasn’t about to ask. All he needed to decide was whether he was willing to trade his asshole for pussy and he closed his eyes.

It only made him all the more aware of the way Katelynn’s fingers were toying with his erection and the brushing touches made him shudder. Saying no to what he was being asked might mean he would never feel it again. It was the hope he might eventually get more from her which pushed him into agreeing.

“OK,” he let out and heard the murmur of excitement come to life around him.

Katelynn pulled her hand out from under the dress and grabbed his hand to lead him to the door of the pickup truck. She leaned in close to kiss him on the cheek and he heard her whisper.

“Put your tongue deep in her cunt to make her scream like a dirty slut. I love hearing that.”

She moved back and he glanced towards the edges of the clearing. That there might be people watching gave him pause to wonder if he was being an idiot for letting himself be talked into the kinky game, but a touch on his shoulder told him it was too late to back out. The pressure increased to force him to his knees and he stared inside the truck.

“She’s done a good job on you,” Andrea said and slid a hand between her spread thighs to stroke her pussy. “You look just like the slutty sissy boy I fantasize about.”

Ashley gasped when a shove on his back knocked him down across the driver seat and it put his face only inches from wet pussy for the first time in his life. He held his breath as Andrea dipped her fingers inside then wiped them across his lips.

“Does that taste good, honey?” she asked.

He glanced at her face to see the excitement shining in her eyes and nodded.

“Then go get you some more,” she went on and laughed.

Ashley dropped his gaze back between her thighs to watch fingers spreading plump labia and it revealed a slick pussy opening to him.

“Fuck me,” he let out as he thrust his head forward to kiss on glistening pink.

Chubby thighs closed around his head to trap him in heaven as he swept his tongue across slick skin and he could feel his lips getting soaked as he waggled his head about. His excitement erupted to more as the taste of pussy filled his mouth and he shuddered as he dipped a touch inside cunt.

“Yeah, that’s it, honey,” Andrea gasped when she felt the penetration slipping inside. “Go deeper.”

Ashley gave her what she wanted and there was no catching his breath as he plunged his tongue further in. It was drenched in an instant as he swirled it around, but his actions came to an abrupt halt when he felt the hem of the pink dress being dragged up. The knickers were ripped partway down his thighs and he lot out a muffled groan when a hand spanked on his naked butt. It made his asshole ripple around the plug and he heard the hushed amusement from behind.

“Keep going, honey,” Andrea encouraged.

Ashley felt her hand gripping on the nape of his neck to pull his head forward and he got his tongue working again as she circled her hips to grind against his mouth. The sound of her groans filled the truck as she used him to get her pleasure, but he was all too aware of what was going on behind.

“We wrote something for you,” Debbie said.

Billy let out a laugh when he pushed the dress higher to see the writing on Ashley’s back.

“I don’t need instructions,” he said.

“Then hurry up and let us watch you doing him,” Debbie urged in an excited voice.

Ashley shuddered when the butt plug was eased out. The thick body of the toy stretched his asshole wide and there was both shock and surprise at just how pleasurable the withdrawal was. It made his hips judder and he worked his tongue around in pussy more vigorously as he continued to pleasure Andrea.

There was no knowing who pulled the butt plug out, but he was in no doubt who dropped down behind him. The groping of his buttocks was rough and he heard Katelynn and Debbie’s shouts of encouragement. It spurred Billy on and he dragged his pants down then grabbed his erection to spank it on ass.

Ashley tried to pull back to gasp for breath, but Andrea’s grip stopped him and suddenly he was trapped in the middle of a kinky couple when Billy moved forward. It got him hard cock rubbing on his ass to slide between his cheeks, as well as pussy grinding on his mouth as he licked out cunt.

He gave in to it and concentrated on thrusting his tongue deeper and lashing it around. The sound of Andrea’s squealing groans grew louder. She obviously loved his attention and she thrashed around on the seat as she forced her pussy onto his mouth.

“Come on, fuck that asshole,” Katelynn encouraged and her words moved things on.

Ashley had no idea whose hands it was spreading his butt cheeks, but it left him at the mercy of a dirty, older man. Billy gasped as he gripped his erection tighter to spank the head on asshole. He grunted when he finally settled the tip in place and increased the pressure. There was an excitement to the resistance that held him back, but the shouted encouragement of Katelynn and Debbie stoked his lust to make him put in more effort.

The pressure from behind pushed Ashley forward and he could barely catch a breath as the grinding of pussy rubbed against his mouth. The roiling touch of his tongue as he continued to lash it around in pussy made Andrea shriek loudly and she started to buck her hips around as she was consumed by the growing hunger for an orgasm.

She released her grip on Ashley’s head to get her fingers to her clitoris and her desperate, gasping moans grew louder still as she stroked touches on the engorged, swollen nub. Her head rocked back as her body responded to the delicious sensations engulfing it and she heard the muffled groan of the sissy boy between her thighs. She knew what it meant.

“Does my husband’s cock feel good,” she said in a breathless voice.

There was no way for Ashley to answer as he continued licking out cunt, but he was all too aware of the way the head of Billy’s cock finally drilled past the clenching resistance of his asshole. The flare of pain came alive when a hand slapped on his naked butt, but all he could do was take what he was given as a hard, throbbing erection violated him. It made him close his eyes tightly and he heard the grunts as the man behind gave him everything.

Billy slapped a hand down onto bare back and pushed the pink dress higher to read the words. He bucked his hips forward to work his cock around in the soft tightness of asshole as he spoke to his wife.

“We got ourselves a slutty dolly, Andrea.”

“Oh fuck, this sissy boy licks so good for someone new to it,” she replied. “Be a beast with him and fuck that tight hole hard to push him onto me.”

Billy gave his wife what she wanted and pressed his hand down harder on Ashley’s back when he started to rock his hips. The sound of his grunts rang out as the delight of fucking into virgin asshole took hold and he heard Andrea’s squeals as his actions forced the tongue of their pretty toy deeper in her cunt.

It spurred him on to more vigorous thrusts and he could feel the rush of pleasure rippling through his veins. He cried out as the spanks of Katelynn and Debbie landed on his naked butt to make him throw himself forward with more force and the hot pain built his lust until he was crashing frantically against Ashley’s naked butt.

Andrea punished her clit with rough, circling strokes of her fingertips as she reveled in the swirling touch of a sissy boy’s tongue and it pushed her to the very edge. Her squeals grew ever more high-pitched as she teetered on the cusp of losing control and her body suddenly stiffened for a brief instant before the burning heat of orgasm erupted between her thighs.

The bucking movements of her hips became desperate as the climax ravaged her body and her squealing yelps set off her husband even more. The slapping sound of naked skin coming together in a frantic rhythm surrounded them as Billy destroyed virgin asshole with savage thrusts until he couldn’t hold back the pressure in his balls. It made him bury his cock deep and the spanks on his ass didn’t stop as he let go with powerful, gushing streams of cum.

Ashley was trapped between husband and wife as they rode out their pleasure all the way to the very top. He could feel the squirting spurts erupting in his asshole each time Billy bucked against him and Andrea grabbed his head to force herself harder onto his mouth as convulsions wracked her body. She finally let go to collapse down on the seat when her passion was spent.

Billy clenched his ass cheeks as the torment of the spanks continued and it kept his cock buried deep in asshole as his climax came to an end. He shuddered as he slumped forward to press his face into the pink material of the dress.

Ashley gasped for breath as he tried to recover from the threesome and he could feel the incessant throb of his erection. He flinched when a hand slid under his body to grab hold and he grimaced when he found out it was Billy’s.

“Need to finish this off,” the café owner said as he squeezed his fingers tightly around hard cock.

“Get him over the hood of the truck then,” Andrea said.

Ashley shuddered when the grip around his stiff shaft was released and clamped his lips together to hold in the groan as he felt a still throbbing erection slowly withdrawing from his quivering asshole. The pleasure of it wasn’t lost on him, but he didn’t want to show it. Billy moved back and it was Debbie and Katelynn that grabbed hold of their dolly boy to get him up.

“Wait,” he let out in a gasping voice, but there was no respite.

The kiss from Debbie took him by surprise and he felt her tongue slide between his lips.

“He tastes good,” she said when she backed off and licked the pussy wetness from her lips.

“Lean forward and hands on the vehicle,” Katelynn ordered.

“But...,” Ashley started.

The stinging spank on his ass made him shut up and he leaned forward to do as he’d been told. His nerves flared as Debbie leaned in.

“Andrea just let you borrow her husband’s cum,” she whispered and let out a hushed laugh. “Time for her to get it back.”

Ashley was all too aware of Andrea moving behind him and it wasn’t until she dropped to her knees that he understood Debbie’s comment.

“Ah fuck..., fuck,” he gasped when a smack on his inner thigh made him spread his feet wide apart.

The hem of the pink dress was pushed up to expose naked skin and his buttocks clenched when he felt the teasing touch of Andrea’s tongue sliding along the crease of his ass. It appeared she wanted to do some licking of her own and his head rocked back when he felt her fingers sink into his cheeks to spread them apart.

She leaned in to touch her tongue on the very end of the dribble of white sliding down his thigh then followed it all the way up to asshole. Ashley made no attempt to hold in the groan now as the dirty delight of the illicit touch flooded his veins. A hand came between his thighs to grab hold of his erection and he let out a gasp as it was pulled down aggressively until the tip was almost pointing to the ground.

Rough, stroking touches dragged along his throbbing shaft as Andreas swept licks across his asshole more forcefully. The flare of hot pleasure weakened his legs and he leaned forward to put more of his weight on his arms. Wearing a butt plug most of the day then being ravaged by Billy had loosened his tight hole and it let the tip of a stiff tongue slip inside.

The wriggling, licking touch inside was unbelievable and he could feel Andrea’s lips sticking to his puckered skin as she forced the penetration deeper to go after sticky white. She pulled down on cock like she was milking it as she licked out asshole and Ashley heard the murmur of excited voices around him. There was no doubt he was the center of attention for everyone now and he closed his eyes to block them from his view.

Andrea started to waggle her head as she lapped at the cum in asshole and she sped up the movements of her hand until Ashley was unable to take it anymore. The pulsing of his asshole grew stronger as gripping fingers yanked at his cock to make him lose control. He shouted a warning and felt the licking become fiercer as he succumbed to the pleasure.

His knees started to buckle as the spurts of cum erupted and Andrea kept licking and stroking until she milked the last drop from virgin balls. It was only then that she moved back.

“There you go sissy boy,” she said. “All finished.”

She spanked a hand on ass before getting to her feet.

“Let’s go,” Billy said right away.

Andrea nodded her head and got in the truck. She was followed by her husband and Ashley pushed himself away from the vehicle when the engine roared to life.

“We better get moving too,” Katelynn said when the truck drove off.

“I’m so fucking wet,” Debbie said. “That was so disgustingly hot.”

Ashley grabbed for the panties around his thighs, with the intention of pulling them back into place. He didn’t get the chance to though.

“Plug,” Katelynn said and held it up.

“Enough,” Ashley protested in a whining voice.

“It’s enough when I say,” Katelynn said.

Ashley grimaced as he was made to turn and lean forward. He gritted his teeth as the butt plug was forced into his asshole and it was only when it was fully inserted that he pulled the panties up.

“Let’s move,” Debbie urged and they hurried over to the quad bike.

***

“OK, we’ll see you again soon,” Debbie said when she got off the bike at the farmhouse.

“Wait..., what?” Ashley blurted out. “I can’t bloody go home like this.”

“I’m sure your aunt and uncle won’t mind,” Debbie went on mocking. “They’ll just think you’re putting that technical theater degree to good use. You can tell them you’re in practice for a play or some shit like that. Enjoy the ride home.”

“I’ll be working behind the scenes on a job,” he blurted out. “How the hell would I explain being dressed up in a pink dress, blonde wig and stiletto heels for that?”

“Well then, just inform them you’re coming out as your dolly dress-up alter ego,” she went on and sniggered. “I’m sure they’ll understand. I mean, from what I've seen, you do seem to like it. Maybe it really is your thing.”

“You’re shitting me, right?” he said.

Debbie put her arm around Katelynn’s shoulder to lead her to door of the house. She unlocked it so they could walk inside and Ashley jolted as the door slammed shut. He let out a nervous laugh as he looked around.

“They’re fucking with you,” he told himself, but nerves turned to panic as the minutes ticked past.

He felt the relief when he saw the door finally open again and let out a sigh. Moving forward, he stepped inside and the door slammed shut. He was left standing as Debbie chased Katelynn along towards the stairs and he reached down to take the pink stiletto heels off before following.

The girls seemed more interested in each other now and he guessed the excitement of watching the dirty action at Cherry Popper Woods got them horny. He sucked in a sharp breath when he walked into the bedroom to the sight of them embracing passionately. There was no taking his gaze from it until their lips parted, but he knew he’d been caught staring

“Are we getting you hard again?” Katelynn teased.

“No,” Ashley replied.

“Oh, that’s a shame,” she said and giggled. “It might have been fun to play.”

“Fuck off, you’re mine now,” Debbie said. “Dolly boy had his fun. I want mine now.”

Katelynn squealed as she was dragged to another kiss and Ashley couldn’t take his eyes from it. The ripple of excitement came alive as he watched and he waited until it ended before speaking.

“Can have a shower?” he asked.

“Knock yourself out,” Debbie said.

Katelynn didn’t protest as she was pushed down on the bed. Her girlfriend dropped down to pin her to the mattress and Ashley was treated to the sight of another kiss. He couldn’t get himself to move as he watched the girls groping each other.

“Fuck off, you pervert,” Debbie said when she lifted her head. “Get in the bathroom and stay there.”

Ashley went to get his clothes before moving across the room to step in the bathroom. He took one last look at the girls before closing the door. Catching sight of himself in the mirror made him grimace, but he walked across to it.

“Looking good, Ashley,” he mocked himself, but knew that he’d let himself be dressed up again.

He pulled the fake eyelashes off then turned on the water to wash his face. The last remnants of the makeup still showed on his skin when he checked his reflection, but he decided to clean the rest off in the shower. The sound of excited giggles came to him through the door and he looked across to it. He wished he had the nerve to go back through to the bedroom, but he couldn’t make himself do it. Removing the dress and underwear, he leaned against the sink and again felt the pleasure of slowly withdrawing the butt plug from his asshole.

“Pervert,” he muttered.

The dribble of cum sliding out made him scowl and he moved to the shower cubicle then slid the door aside to get in. He closed it again before turning on the water and the sound of the rushing jets stopped him hearing the noises from the bedroom.

He grabbed the soap to start washing himself clean, but froze when he thought he heard a sound. The breath stuck in his throat as he listened, but all he could hear was the water. He began to use the soap again when the door of the cubicle crashed open and the shock of the surprise melted away when two naked girls piled in beside him.

“Hands above your head and close your eyes,” Debbie ordered.

“What the hell is this?” he let out as he complied.

“We’ve come to help,” Katelynn said and giggled as she grabbed the soap from his hand.

Ashley’s excitement came alive as naked, soapy bodies began to rub against him a few seconds later.

“You were a good dolly tonight,” Katelynn said. “So, we decided to give you a reward.”

Blood pumped to Ashley’s cock to make it swell, but it didn’t put the girls off. They continued to press against him and the feel of their bare, slippery skin rubbing against his was one of the best moments of his life. His head rocked back as fingers slid between his ass cheeks to brush across his asshole and it brought him fully erect.

“Look at him,” Debbie said and laughed. “He’s a fucking horny little prick.”

“Third time today,” Katelynn said as she caressed her fingers around hard cock. “He’s got it so bad for us.”

“Yeah, well after tonight, I’d say he would pretty much do anything we wanted,” Debbie replied. “We’ll have to think up something really nasty.”

“You’ll come back here again, won’t you,” Katelynn said.

“Yes,” Ashley gasped.

He wanted to open his eyes to look down at the way her fingers slid slowly along his stiff length, but didn’t dare do it. The grip on his hair pulled his head back and he gasped as the pain flared.

“Do you want to lose your virginity?” she hissed.

“Yes,” he blurted out.

“Then be here at seven on Saturday night,” she said. “Now, fuck off.”

The door of the cubicle slid open and he was shoved out. He turned quickly, but the door was already closing and he only caught a fleeting glimpse of naked bodies.

“Shit,” he muttered as he listened to the sound of the girls playing under the water.

A body pressed against the frosted glass of the door and it got him the sight of soapy breasts. The giggling was definitely Katelynn’s, but the sound turned to groans and he couldn’t stop himself grabbing his cock.

The sounds of the sex and the fleeting impressions of bodies rubbing against glass was more than enough to have him masturbating and he could feel the pressure building in his balls as he pushed himself close. The feeling of being caught in a web of the girl’s making came over him and he cursed himself for being weak, but there was no stopping himself.

He moved to the sink as he quickened the pace of the stroking. Memories of the evening flashed through his head as he took himself all the way and he groaned as he let go once more to the sounds of the girls having sex. The burst of cum erupted over the sink and he closed his eyes to block off the sight of himself in the mirror as he let the moment wash over him. His breath rasped out as the release came to an end and he pulled his hand from his erection.

The noise from the shower cubicle was louder still and he pictured what was going on as he cleaned the sink. Grabbing a towel, he dried himself and got dressed. He moved close to the cubicle and saw breasts rubbing against frosted glass again.

“I’m going,” he said, but wasn’t surprised that no response came back.

The girls were finished with him for the night and only interested in each other now. Walking out of the bathroom, he looked around as he moved over to the bedroom door and came to a stop. He knew he’d be back and the thought of that made a shiver ripple down his spine. A sigh spilled from his lips as he got going again and the sound of the girls faded as he made his way down the stairs to leave the house.

“What next?” he muttered as he got back on the moped, but there was no way of knowing.

Debbie’s comment about losing his virginity could simply be a lure to get him back in the house, but he’d return at seven o’clock on Saturday.

There was no doubt in his mind about that.


Dolly Dress-Up Joy

The sound of the approaching vehicle gave Ashley pause for thought and he stopped the work he was doing to move across the barn. He’d expected to walk back to the farm cottage when he finished and wondered why his uncle had returned. The engine cut out just as he got to the door and he started speaking as he walked outside.

“Don’t you trust me to...”

The rest of the comment died on his lips when he saw it wasn’t who he expected and his mouth clamped shut.

“Of course, I trust you,” Debbie said in a mocking tone. “I know you’d do anything for me. Isn’t that right, dolly boy?”

“Shit,” Ashley muttered and his nerves came to life as he stared.

It had been less than a week since he set eyes on the pretty girl sitting on the quad bike and he wiped the back of his hand across his cheek as his gaze slid from her face to the tight, denim shorts she wore. He hated the fact it brought a flutter of arousal, but there was no suppressing it as he ogled bare legs. Memories of their last meeting flitted through his head and he let out a slow breath as he tried to fight off a growing excitement at her unexpected appearance.

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

“That’s not very friendly now, is it?” Debbie answered as she got off the vehicle and a smile flashed across her face. “Haven’t you missed me?”

“Not you,” he muttered.

“You’ll get me jealous with talk like that,” Debbie went on and laughed as she moved to the rear of the quad bike to pick up the brown paper package sitting in the basket. “Have you been jacking off that dirty dick of yours to thoughts of my cute girlfriend?”

“No,” Ashley blurted out defensively, but mention of Katelynn brought an image of the pretty, little blonde girl into his mind.

In truth, he’d masturbated every night since his last encounter with the two girls and it was always Katelynn on his mind when he did. He was getting almost embarrassed at his growing infatuation. The mere thought of her could bring him erect, but he found himself fantasizing about a lot more and scowled as he felt his cock begin to swell yet again.

“Must be me you’re thinking about then,” Debbie said and sniggered.

Ashley saw her glance towards his crotch, but didn’t get the chance to refute the comment when the package was tossed to him.

“It’s a present from your dream girl,” Debbie told him. “She wants you at my house tonight.”

“Your final words the last time were for me to return at seven o’clock on Saturday,” he replied.

“And now I’m telling you different,” she shot back. “My dad will be away tonight, so Katelynn wants you dollied up in pink and looking your best.”

“Ah, fuck off,” Ashley let out as he glanced at what he was holding. “How the hell am I supposed to manage that? What if my aunt or uncle catch me?”

“That’s your problem,” Debbie said. “Katelynn wants you dressed up when you arrive this time.”

“How did you even know I was here?” he asked.

“Your aunt told me,” she replied and stepped forward.

Ashley backed off towards the barn as she approached him, but he came to a stop when he reached the door. He looked at the package again then lifted his gaze.

“What’s in it?” he asked.

Debbie shrugged her shoulders.

“Katelynn just told me it’s your outfit for tonight and asked me to give it to you. Whatever it is, I’m sure you’ll look a very cute sissy boy in it.”

Ashley was all too conscious of the flush of heat on his face and knew color would be flooding his cheeks. There was no hiding it.

“What if I don’t do what you say?” he asked.

“Your loss,” Debbie said nonchalantly when she moved right in front of him. “You might get something special if you turn up and there’s always a chance that rumors might start to circulate if you don’t.”

"That’s blackmail,” Ashley said.

Debbie let out a raucous laugh and shook her head.

“Let’s not waste our time playing this game,” she said. “We both know you’ll be at my house this evening and I don’t need to blackmail you. All that’s needed is your horny, out-of-control, virgin libido and the hope you’ll finally get that dirty dick of yours in wet cunt.”

The words took him back to their last meeting and her comment about him finally losing his virginity.

“And will I?” Ashley asked.

“Well, you won’t get mine,” Debbie retorted. “But I can’t speak for Katelynn. There’s no predicting what that perfect little weirdo will do. Surely you know that by now.”

Ashley’s eyes narrowed as he stared at her. He was sure it was more temptation being put in his way to get him to play along.

“Yeah, right,” he muttered in a skeptical voice. “You got me in your house the first time by telling me Katelynn wanted anal.”

“She did,” Debbie replied and guffawed.

“Uh-huh, but it was my ass that got fucked..., by her, with a strap-on.”

“So, that’s anal,” Debbie mocked. “It’s not my fault if your perverted mind was imagining something else. Anyway, would you rather have been at home sipping hot cocoa with your aunt and uncle? You were a prissy, college-boy virgin who’d probably never kissed a girl before you met us. We shook you out of that and got you pussy.”

Ashley closed his eyes as he remembered the scene in the woods during their last encounter. He’d got to lick out a stranger’s wet cunt, but had to give up his asshole again and it was no strap-on he took on that occasion. The lure of pussy was being dangled in front of him again although, in all likelihood, he was being set up for something more.

He knew Debbie’s words were right though. They both did. He’d be at her home that evening, dressed up in the clothes from the package he was holding. It would get him under the control of two kinky girls yet again and there was no way he’d be able to resist being their plaything. His cock was already stiffening in his pants and it didn’t go unnoticed.

“Libido kicking in, virgin boy?” Debbie said in a taunting voice. “Do you want me to get Katelynn on facetime, so I can livestream you jacking off again? You’re getting good at it.”

“Fuck off,” he retorted.

Debbie’s derisive peal of laughter filled the air as she returned to the quad bike.

“You need to get that dirty dick of yours under control, dolly boy,” she mocked. “It’s going to get you in trouble.”

“It already has,” he said, but his words were lost in the roar of the engine coming to life.

“Seven o’clock,” Debbie shouted and flashed a wicked smile at him before driving away.

He watched her disappear into the distance then walked back inside the barn and closed the door. Moving to the far corner of the building, he dropped down on a bale of hay and sat the package down on his lap.

“You know you’re going to do it,” he muttered as he stared at the brown paper.

There was no holding in the curse, but he grabbed at the tape holding the paper shut to peel it away. He caught the flash of pink as he unwrapped the package and saw some things that he recognized and some that he didn’t.

The pink heels were definitely the ones he wore on the last occasion, as were the panties and his excitement surged as he picked the underwear up. Knowing it belonged to Katelynn brought his cock fully erect and he wondered if she’d been wearing them. Bringing them to his face, he breathed in deeply and caught the scent of pussy.

“Fuck..., fuck,” he cursed as the urge to masturbate came over him once more.

He tried to resist it by putting the pink panties down on top of the heels to look at what else he’d been given. The black nylon was still in the original packaging, but he could see through the clear plastic to the pink detailing on the stocking tops. It made him shake his head and he saw the suspender belt sitting below when he picked the stockings up. The last piece of clothing was what he’d be wearing and he grabbed the lingerie to unfold it.

“A pink babydoll nightie,” he muttered as he stared at it.

The frilled bottom of the garment made it appear all the more girlie to him and he let out a slow breath as he pictured himself wearing it. He looked down at the rest of the items to see makeup, the breast pad inserts, the blonde wig and the fake red nails.

“Yeah, you’re going to look something fucking special, Ashley,” he derided himself as he put everything back in the brown paper and set the package on the ground.

A glance down got him a sight of the panties and he couldn’t stop himself. Dropping to the straw on the floor, he grabbed the pretty underwear and brought it to his face again as he lay staring up at the roof. His eyes closed after a couple of seconds as he concentrated on the scent and he could feel the throb of his erection making it strain against his jeans.

The risk of his aunt or uncle making an appearance was at the back of his mind, but he couldn’t resist the temptation to play. He kept the panties pressed against his nose as he slid his free hand to his crotch and unzipped his jeans. The image of Katelynn’s shaved pussy came into his head and he shuddered as he worked his hand through the gap to get to his erection.

He started stroking as soon as he got his cock out and closed his eyes tighter as dirtier thoughts flitted through his mind. His back arched up as he quickened the pace of his fingers until they were racing up and down. The urge to do more than sniff the panties came to him, so he pulled them from his face and dropped them on his groin. Letting go of his erection, he grabbed the soft material and scrambled up to his hands and knees.

There was an embarrassment to giving in to the cravings so easily, but he couldn’t fight them. They were too strong. Balancing himself on one hand, he wrapped the panties around his cock and resumed stroking. The silky feel of the material rubbing against him made jacking off better than ever and he let the fantasies of Katelynn run wild in his head as he took himself to the very cusp of letting go.

He clenched his buttocks and slowed the stroking to keep edging for as long as he could, but there was finally no holding back the hot pressure. It made him quicken the pace of the stroking until the pleasure overwhelmed him and he clamped his lips together to hold in the groan as the shooting spurts of cum rained down on the straw in front of him.

He dragged his hand down to his balls to make sure the panties didn’t get stained and held them there until the climax finally peaked. Tremors rippled through his body as the spurts of cum dried up and he pulled his hand from his cock as the power drained from him.

“Fuck,” he groaned as the slight sense of shame came alive.

He was getting in way too deep, with two kinky girls. There was no defying them though and he dragged the panties away from his groin to put them back with the other items. Stuffing his erection back in his pants, he zipped up his jeans and forced himself to get up.

His gaze settled on the package and he wondered what to do with it. The chances of bumping into his aunt or uncle when he returned to the cottage meant he couldn’t risk taking it with him, so he wrapped it up tightly again and hid it behind the bale of hay he’d sat on.

“Let’s hope it’s not found,” he muttered and a cold shudder trickled down his spine at the idea of that.

He looked at his watch to see it was almost three. That meant the package would only be there for a few hours before he returned to the barn that evening, so the chances of it being discovered were remote. Whether he’d be caught when he was wearing the gear was another thing altogether though. He shook off the thought as he got back to the work he’d been interrupted from doing by Debbie and concentrated on getting it finished as quickly as he could.

***

Ashley couldn’t stop his foot tapping as he sat on the edge of his bed. He knew he would need to say something to his aunt and uncle when he left the cottage and hoped he could just shout some words from the hallway, without having to see them. That might not happen though. His mind was conjuring up the things that could go wrong and the nerves it brought on meant he was struggling to leave his bedroom.

A glance at the clock showed it was almost five thirty and he didn’t want to wait much longer. He needed to get back to the barn while there was still enough light for him to get ready. It would be much harder to put on the outfit in the dark although he wanted the fading light of dusk to surround him when he finally made the journey to Debbie’s home. It would give him some cover and hopefully ensure he made it there without being spotted.

The idea that he might knock on the door to find it being opened by Debbie’s father popped into his mind and he grimaced. He couldn’t believe the girls would actually do that to him. There was no doubt they liked to use and torment him, but they weren’t nasty.

“Are you sure of that?” he muttered.

He forced himself up to his feet and walked across the room.

“Be natural,” he said and inhaled deeply before opening the door.

His hope that he could leave the cottage, without being seen disappeared immediately when he saw his aunt walking out of the lounge. She stopped when she caught sight of him and all he could do was put a smile on his face as he walked along the hallway towards her. He wasn’t sure if the expression on his face looked natural or not, but he could feel the prickle of sweat on his forehead.

“What are you up to?” she asked.

It was an innocent question, but there was no holding down the swell of nerves it brought on. He didn’t really like lying to his aunt, but he could hardly come out with the truth about what he was about to do.

“It’s a nice evening, so I thought I’d go for a ride to explore some more,” he said and dropped his gaze to the floor.

“Well, be careful,” she said and turned away to head along to the kitchen.

He felt the relief of not being asked any more questions and walked along behind her. When she stepped in the kitchen, he quickened his pace to get to the front door and opened it to leave the property. He got the key for the moped from his pocket and slotted it in place when he mounted the vehicle.

The engine coming to life allowed him to escape and the sense of relief grew until he reached the barn. Switching the engine off, he moved to the door of the farm building to open it. Returning to the moped, he grabbed the handlebars to roll the vehicle inside then closed the door.

“Well, you got this far,” he muttered under his breath and sucked in a deep breath before letting the air flood back out.

It did nothing to take away the anxiety he was now feeling as he moved across to the far corner of the barn. The package was sitting where he left it on the floor, so he picked it up to set it down on the hay bale and opened it up. There was no choice but to get ready before the light faded. He would then have to wait until as close to seven as possible before making a dash for Debbie’s home.

Slipping a hand in his pocket, he brought out the small mirror he’d found in the chest of drawers in his room. He guessed it belonged to his aunt, but assumed she wouldn’t miss it. Sitting down on the ground, he managed to prop the mirror up on top of the bale of hay before reaching for the tube of mascara.

“How the fuck did my life come to this?” he muttered as he stared at his reflection.

The comment made him shake his head, but he carried on with what he was doing. He had no experience of putting on makeup other than sitting to let Katelynn prettify his face on their previous encounters. Opening the mascara, he worked the brush in and out in the way he’d seen her do it before starting to apply it to his lashes. His lips pouted as he worked and he finally reckoned he’d done his best.

He closed the mascara to put if down and picked up the blusher. It was more difficult for him to apply and he stared at himself in the mirror as he worked the soft brush on his cheekbones. He wasn’t sure if he liked the look or not when he finished, but eventually settled for it and picked up the lipstick. Opening it up got him the sight of the vivid red color and he pouted his lips as he leaned closer to the mirror.

It was harder to put on than he imagined and he needed to keep stopping to wipe away smudges around his mouth. When he finished, he sat staring at his face and scowled. He realized why it didn’t look right and picked up the blonde wig to put it on. The reflection in the mirror was suddenly more feminine.

“Yeah, you’re fucking hot, Ashley,” he mocked himself when he realized he was taking too much interest in the way he looked. “You’ll be buying your own fucking outfit next.”

He set the mirror down flat to take away the sight of his face and picked up the small box containing the fake nails. They were relatively straightforward to apply and he got to his feet when he finished.

He glanced towards the door of the barn, but it was still shut and he hoped that if someone did show up he would hear them before they came inside.

“Yeah and what would you do then?” he muttered and let out a humorless laugh.

It wasn’t like there was anywhere to hide himself, let alone the moped, and getting the makeup off would take a lot longer than putting it on. The chance of a visitor arriving was remote, but there was no holding down the apprehension of being caught as he removed the wig then started to strip off his clothes.

His erection began to swell the second he picked up the panties. He remembered Debbie’s mocking comment earlier in the day about controlling his dirty dick. There was no chance of that and he was almost fully erect by the time he pulled the panties into place around his waist. All he could do was stuff his cock under the material and try to fight the rush of arousal.

"You’re getting to like this too much,” he accused himself.

There was no stopping though, so he picked up the suspender belt. He leaned down to step into it and the flush of humiliation was there as he pulled it up into place around his midriff. Suddenly he wasn’t liking things quite so much and he looked down to stare at the way the straps hung down to his thighs.

He sat on the bale of hay and shifted around uncomfortably as he picked up the clear plastic package. Opening it up, he took out the stockings and let them hang down. It was something new for him and he stared at them for a few seconds before putting one down and rolling the other one up.

He bent forward to ease the nylon over his foot then worked the sheer material up his leg into place. Grabbing hold of the strap at the front of his leg, he worked out how to attach it to the stocking top and did so. It wasn’t quite so easy to do with the strap at the back of his thigh, but he finally managed it then put on the other stocking.

The silky material felt nicer against his skin than he’d expected and he stroked his fingertips on it as he stood up. Turning around, he picked up the babydoll nightie and pulled it over his head. He got the straps sitting properly on his shoulders then grabbed the hem to pull it down. It barely reached the top of his thighs and he couldn’t get comfortable as he moved around.

The darkness of dusk was starting to surround him, so he quickly put his jeans and t-shirt on over the outfit and sat down. He picked up the wig to put it back on and it was only then that he saw the breast pad inserts still sitting in the brown paper.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath as he picked them up.

Taking off his t-shirt, he slipped the pads in place below the nightie and the tightness of the pink material held them in place against his skin. He put his t-shirt on again then sat with his eyes closed for a while. It was fifteen minutes to seven when he finally looked at his watch, so he got up to slip his feet into the heels. He remembered the difficulty of walking in them and tried some practice steps before wrapping up the items he didn’t need in the brown paper then hiding the package behind the bale of hay.

Walking over to the door of the barn, he came to a stop and tried to gather himself. That was easier said than done as his erection throbbed more fiercely than ever. There was nothing he could do about that, so he sucked in a couple of deep breaths before opening the door. He rolled the moped outside then shut the door and looked around. The worry that someone would see him played on his mind. It wasn’t about to stop him, however, and he got on the moped then started the engine.

“Get moving,” he muttered and revved the engine to head off into the growing gloom.

***

The darkness of the building wasn’t what Ashley expected to see as he coasted to a silent stop in front of it and the idea he’d been set up flashed through his head. He’d switched off the moped engine far enough away from Debbie’s home in the hope his approach would go unnoticed to let him take his jeans and t-shirt off. He was suddenly contemplating whether he should bother doing that at all.

“They’re trying to mess with your head,” he muttered as he stared at the house.

There was no point in coming so far only to turn back, so he went ahead and got off the moped then removed his jeans and t-shirt. All he could do was leave his clothes on the seat of the vehicle and the sudden embarrassment of the moment washed over him as he stood in front of the property in pink lingerie, a blonde wig, stockings and heels.

“If anyone who knows you could see you now,” he muttered under his breath as he dragged the frilled hem of the babydoll nightgown lower to try and cover the pink panties.

He remembered earlier in the evening thinking about the door being opened by Debbie’s father. It sent a cold shiver rippling down his spine and he shrugged the unwanted thought aside. He was sure the girls wouldn’t do that to him. Making him get all dressed up and leaving him hanging was another thing altogether though. They would probably think that was hilarious and he wondered if it was about to happen.

“Only one way to find out.”

The murmured words spurred him to action. He moved across to the door and sucked in a deep breath before lifting his hand. A momentary hesitation ended when he knocked. The sound of it made him glance around nervously, but all was quiet in the darkness surrounding him. Too quiet and the fact that no light came on in the property heightened his anxieties.

“Come on, come on,” he let out through gritted teeth.

His urgings went unanswered as did knocking again and he started to think he’d been pranked as the seconds ticked by. He was almost on the verge of walking away when the flare of light showed through the small window in the door. His relief was tempered by the thought of Debbie’s father again and his body was stiffened to a statue by nerves. It made the breath catch in his throat and the air came rushing back out when he was greeted by the person opening the door.

“Hello, dolly boy,” Katelynn said and smiled.

It was all that was needed for Ashley to be caught in the spell of a pretty girl again. His gaze slid down to see her outfit was similar to his and the pulse of hot blood was unstoppable as he stared at stocking tops adorned with pink hoops.

“They look better on you,” he said.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Katelynn said and reached out to grab his wrist.

Ashley didn’t resist the pull that brought him inside the hallway and he tensed when the door slammed shut.

“Let me look at you,” Katelynn went on.

She moved forward to stare at his face and Ashley was all the more spellbound when she let out a giggle.

“It’s not too bad,” she said. “But I’ll have to give you some makeup lessons for the next time.”

Ashley stood compliantly as a hand caressed on his cheek before the touch slid down to his chest.

“Your tits are squint,” Katelynn joked and let out another giggle as she adjusted the breast pads under the pink material. “Do you like your outfit?”

“Yes,” Ashley blurted out and tensed as her hand slid lower on his body.

“Oh yes, so you do,” Katelynn teased when she pressed her palm against the hardness of a full erection. “You’ll fucking ruin those panties with that thing trying to burst out every time you wear them. Did you use them this afternoon?”

Ashley screwed up his face as he recalled masturbating in the barn and he didn’t need to say anything. The flush of hot red on his face was answer enough.

“I rubbed my wet cunt through them before putting them in the package for you,” Katelynn told him.

The sound of the dirty words coming out of her pretty mouth was kryptonite to Ashley and he felt the trembling of his legs as his knees weakened. Her hand pressed more firmly against his erection and there was no disguising the fierce throbbing of his out-of-control lust.

“Fuck,” he let out as he closed his eyes.

“And here you are wearing the panties for me,” Katelynn went on. “I knew you would.”

Ashley kept his eyes tightly shut as her hand pulled away, but he was all too aware of her walking around him. He shuddered when he heard the whispered comment.

“But I’m not wearing any.”

His shudders grew stronger as her fingertips brushed on the stocking tops. The sensual caress slid from nylon to naked skin and back again a few times before trailing slowly up the back of his thigh.

Katelynn’s hand slipped under the hem of the nightie to stroke on the naked skin just above the waistband of the panties. Ashley clenched his buttocks when the touch slipped below the material and he felt her grip sink into his cheeks. Nails dug into his flesh to bring him both pleasure and pain. He’d barely walked in the door, but he was already immersed in another dirty fantasy and there was no knowing what it would lead him to.

Katelynn released her grip to tease a fingertip along the crease of his ass and he felt it pushing between his taut cheeks. It settled in place and his hips juddered as the clenching twitch of his muscles made his asshole pulse.

“Mmm...,” Katelynn let out. “I love the feel of that.”

Ashley gasped as her finger pressed harder on his asshole. It brought a question into his head about what might happen and his trepidation showed when he put it into voice.

“Are you going to fuck me with a strap-on again?”

“Don’t worry,” Katelynn said. “I tried that fantasy already. I’m not going to do it again.”

“So, what are you going to do?”

“That would be telling,” Katelynn teased.

She wiggled her finger against asshole and felt the clenching resistance to her touch.

“Trying to keep me out?” she asked and sniggered.

Ashley didn’t get the chance to answer before her hand pulled out from under the panties. She moved past him and grabbed his wrist to lead him along to the bottom of the stairs.

“Who’s up there?” Ashley asked.

“Just Debbie,” Katelynn said.

“Why didn’t she answer the door?” he went on.

He got no answer this time and didn’t think to ask again when his attention was taken by something else as they began to climb toward the first floor of the property. Katelynn being ahead of him meant he could see up the short babydoll nightie she wore and it got him a glimpse of naked ass cheeks. His gaze stayed on them all the way up to the top of the stairs, where he was led along to the door of Debbie’s bedroom.

“Ready?” Katelynn asked.

He nodded his head and she opened the door to walk inside. The grip on his wrist pulled him with her and he let out a groan when he saw Debbie sitting on a seat.

“You said my ass wouldn’t get fucked,” he blurted out.

“No, I didn’t,” Katelynn replied and smirked when she turned to look at him. “I said I wouldn’t fuck your ass and I’m not going to.”

Ashley flinched when the door was slammed shut. His gaze went back to Debbie and there was no doubt she was making a show of stroking her fingers along the strap-on she wore to torment him.

“I lubed it up nice and slippery for you,” she said and a wide smile spread across her face.

Ashley was rooted to the spot and shuddered when Katelynn’s hand slipped back under the material of the pink panties he wore. Her touch on his asshole made his erection throb. He sucked in a deep breath as he stared at the glisten on the dildo as Debbie stroked her fingers along its length. It wasn’t the one used on him before. If anything, it looked bigger and the pulsing of his tiny, puckered hole didn’t go unnoticed.

“I think he’s looking forward to it,” Katelynn said.

Ashley groaned as the pressure of her finger increased to slip past the puckered resistance holding it back.

“Fuck,” he let out through gritted teeth as he gasped for a breath.

“How about this?” Debbie said and revealed what she was holding. “Will he like me using this?”

“Ah, come on,” Ashley whined, but his words only brought out the giggles of the two girls.

His face screwed up as he stared at the wooden paddle and he didn’t need to be told how it would be used on him.

“You are going to let us play, aren’t you?” Katelynn said.

Ashley squirmed as her finger slipped a little deeper. The delicious feel of his asshole rippling around the penetration made his breath spill out in ragged gasps.

“He’s not going to stop us,” Debbie said as she resumed stroking her fingers along the slippery, black dildo. “Let me see how hard our fuck doll is.”

Katelynn slid her free hand around Ashley’s body to ease the hem of the babydoll nightie up. There was no need to do anything else. The throbbing pulse of hot blood pumping was all too visible through the panties. That only grew stronger when her fingers stroked along the solid outline bulging out the pink material.

“He’s a bigger pervert than you are,” Debbie teased her girlfriend. “Look at what he lets us do to him. We’ve got him dressed up like Barbie’s slutty sister again and this time he did it all himself.”

Katelynn pulled her hands away from Ashley’s ass and cock before moving over to the bed. She dropped down to her knees on it and leaned forward onto all fours to crawl up towards the headboard.

Ashley’s gaze was locked on her ass now and he stared at the way the nightie rode up to give him another teasing glimpse of rounded cheeks. She finally dropped down and rolled onto her back, but held the material down between her thighs to cover herself when she spread her legs.

“I’ll take my hand away if you get on your knees for us at the bottom of the bed,” she told him.

Ashley worked his tongue around his lips as he let his gaze slide up her perfect, stocking-clad legs. It was the most beautiful sight in the world and would be better still if she pulled her hand away. He already knew she wasn’t wearing panties and it would put her shaved pussy on full view to him. The glimpses he’d got on their previous encounters made him want to do it, but his nerves flared when he caught the movement out of the corner of his eye. He turned his head to see Debbie getting up.

“Just like the last time in the woods,” she said as she moved closer. “Except, now you’ll be licking out the wet cunt of your dream girl instead of some stranger.”

Ashley couldn’t count the number of times he’d imagined himself doing that in the last few days, but he knew what he’d have to give up for it. In all honesty, there wasn’t any guarantee he would get to lick anything. If he assumed the position at the bed, Debbie would trap him in place and he might only get the sight of pussy while his ass was used.

The chance of getting more was one he had to take though.

His chest heaved as he moved to the side of the bed, dropped to his knees then leaned his upper body down on the mattress. He kept his attention between spread legs. Katelynn pretended to move her hand away a couple of times before actually doing it and his eyes opened wide when he caught sight of what he wanted.

“I shaved it today..., just for you,” she said.

There was no pulling his gaze away as she stroked her fingers gently along her tight slit then used two fingers to spread herself open.

“Look how fucking wet I am already,” she said and giggled as she pulled her touch away slightly.

The dewy strings of pussy wetness stretched between her fingertips and shaved skin. Ashley watched intently and it meant he didn’t see the spank coming until it actually landed. The shock of the stinging pain made him cry out and his muscles protested the ache by stiffening for a second or two before the rippling heat of agony sent a shudder running through his body. He grabbed hold of the bedcovers and his knuckles whitened.

“Doesn’t it feel good,” Katelynn said.

Ashley saw her head was propped up on pillows when he looked at her face. She showed no signs of moving towards him and their eyes remained locked together until the paddle whacked on his ass again. The material of the pink panties did nothing to protect him from the burn of the spank and the tension in his muscles gave way to more juddering spasms. His mouth tightened to a grimace as he tried to cope with the agony.

“Fuck,” he cursed, but he understood what Katelynn meant.

His cock throbbed all the more fiercely and the pain rippling through his veins seemed to heighten the pleasure. He heard the gasping breaths from behind, but didn’t look when the pink panties were yanked partway down his thighs to expose his naked skin.

“Look at me,” Katelynn said.

Ashley met her gaze and he could see the excitement in her eyes. The paddle landed on his bare behind to send another burst of agony searing through him and his hips bucked against the side of the bed. It made another desperate curse spill from between his clenched lips and he tried to suck in breaths. He dropped his gaze back between Katelynn’s spread thighs to see she was spreading the plump curves of her labia wider still and he focused his attention on the pretty sight as the punishment continued.

The spanks cracking onto his exposed butt reddened his skin and he tried to push his hips forward. There was no escape from the dominant girl behind him, however, and she was in her element as she swung the paddle relentlessly to show who was boss. It trapped him against the side of the bed and he could feel the intense throbbing of his erection as the agony and ecstasy of the moment mixed together in a cocktail of delicious sensations. He kept his eyes open to watch Katelynn play and cursed when he saw her slip the fingers of her free hand into her pussy as she continued to hold it wide open.

“Do you want to taste?” she teased him when she pulled her sticky fingers out.

She pushed herself up to stretch her hand out, but kept her fingertips just out of reach. The torture of that was almost as bad as the spanks that continued to hammer onto his ass and he started to beg for an end to the stinging punishment.

“You know what will happen if I stop,” Debbie said and laughed. “Are you sure you want me to?” She swung her hand again and shuddered as the jolt of hammering the spanking toy against taut buttocks rippled up her arm.

“Yes,” Ashley yelled.

“Then get on your back on the bed,” she said when she took a step away.

“I thought you wanted me like this,” Ashley gasped.

“No, the pretty little weirdo wants you on your back,” Debbie went on. “Just fucking do what you’re told.”

She whacked the spanking paddle on ass again to make her point and Ashley scrambled up.

“Sit down then lie back,” Katelynn said.

Ashley grimaced when he perched his aching ass on the edge of the bed then threw himself down.

“Now bring your feet up,” Debbie said and dropped the spanking paddle on the floor before slapping her free hand on Ashley’s knee.

He caught on to what was about to happen and realized he wouldn’t be on his hands and knees to get fucked this time. Debbie’s hand slapped on his leg again and he saw the smirk on her face when he looked at her.

“Having fun, dolly boy?” she taunted him and grabbed hold of the strap-on dildo to stroke her fingers along it as she shuffled forward on her knees. “Everyone else has had a go at your tight asshole, so I reckoned I should get my chance to stretch it open.”

Her words were an exaggeration. It would be the third time since he met the girls that his asshole had been fucked though and he wondered what it would get him on this occasion. The first time was a handjob, the second was to lick out a stranger’s pussy then have a naked shower with the two girls. He was hoping things went even further this time.

He waited until the pink panties were pulled off him before lifting his feet to settle the heels of the pink shoes he wore on the bed and it left him with his ass perched right on the very edge of the mattress. It was the most vulnerable he’d ever been in his life, but his erection jerked and throbbed as the rush of hot-blooded lust grew stronger.

“Now isn’t that a sight,” Debbie mocked as she placed her hands on his thighs to push them apart. “A pretty, pink dolly spread wide to be used.”

She grabbed hold of the dildo to rub the tip on the stocking tops before sliding the toy higher to spank it on Ashley’s balls and he winced as she gave him more pain. He closed his eyes tightly when he felt the thick head of the toy settle against his exposed asshole and his breath rasped out as the pressure increased. The movement of the bed on either side of his head made his eyes snap back open and he shuddered when he found himself staring up at shaved pussy.

Katelynn looked down at him as she slid her hand between her thighs to stroke touches along her pussy lips then brushed her wet fingers across his gasping mouth. Ashley flicked out his tongue to go after her taste, but the hand was pulled away from him quickly.

“You like that?” she asked.

He wasn’t sure if she was talking about the sight or taste of her pussy. It didn’t really matter though. They were both something special and he nodded his head. His face screwed up when he felt the instinctive resistance of his asshole being broken to start stretching it open. It made him squirm around and Katelynn glanced over her shoulder.

“Told you it was good,” she said to her girlfriend.

Debbie glanced up to see she was being watched, but said nothing in reply before returning her gaze to the sight of an asshole surrendering to her efforts. She wore nothing below the strap-on, so could feel the textured surface of the base rubbing against her skin and wanted more. It made her grab hold of Ashley’s nylon-clad legs to hold on as she pulled herself onto him to fuck the thick toy deeper into his asshole. A final thrust gave him the full length and she began to grind herself against him to make the base rub harder against her naked pussy.

“You’re mine tonight, dolly boy,” she growled and groaned as she forced herself forward.

“Mine too,” Katelynn said and returned her attention to the boy lying below her spread thighs. “Do you want more of the taste?”

“Yes,” Ashley let out in a strained voice.

The grinding movements of the girl using his asshole were making it pulse around the thick shaft buried deep inside, but his concentration was focused on the pretty sight above his face. He waited for Katelynn to slide her hand between her thighs again, but realized he was about to get more when she lowered herself down to him. It was a moment he’d been dreaming of and he lifted his head to kiss on shaved skin. The flood of sweetness filled his mouth as he began to fervently lick on pussy.

He groaned when a thrust from Debbie fucked the dildo into his asshole, but he didn’t let it put him off. Stiffening his tongue, he forced it between slick pussy lips and heard the groan. Katelynn pushed her weight down on him as her excitement mounted. It trapped Ashley’s head on the mattress, but he wasn’t complaining. He lashed his tongue around inside a wet cunt grinding down onto his mouth.

Debbie heard the groans of her girlfriend and the sound excited her. She drew her hips slowly back until only the thick tip of the glistening dildo was spreading asshole open. The sight of it made her reach down to brush her fingertips on puckered skin, but it wasn’t long before she wanted more. She pulled her hand away as she thrust forward and it was her groan that lit up when she drove the full length in asshole again to make the base abrade her naked skin.

The rush of pleasure rippled through her and she gasped for breath as she grabbed hold of Ashley’s legs again to hold on. It made her nails sink into his flesh through the sheer nylon. The gyrating movements of her hips were more forceful now and the friction of the rough surface rubbing against her made her shudder.

“Fuck, you were right,” she gasped.

Katelynn heard the comment and glanced over her shoulder to look at her girlfriend.

“I told you,” she said. “It’s a rush to dominate a boy and make him your bitch, isn’t it?”

Debbie held Katelynn’s gaze as she pulled her hips back then hammered them forward again to fuck the dildo into asshole. The base of the strap-on jolted against her pussy to send the rush of pleasure searing through her and she rocked back her head.

“Harder,” Katelynn urged as she pushed down to force herself onto the tongue lashing around in her cunt.

Debbie drew back her hips again and her grip tightened as she threw herself forward. The slippery lubrication on the toy made it slide smoothly into asshole and she quickened the rhythm.

“Go on,” Katelynn encouraged. “Fucking destroy it.”

Ashley grimaced as ravaging thrusts began to hammer against his body. He could feel Debbie’s midriff slapping against his balls as she powered herself forward with increasing effort and pain mixed with pleasure as he was used like a slut. It didn’t stop him licking out cunt though and he pushed his mouth up against shaved skin to force his tongue deeper. He gasped for breath when Katelynn pulled herself up and shuddered when her fingers brushed across his soaking lips.

“Not yet,” she said and smirked.

He didn’t understand what she meant, but she said no more as she turned around and moved down his body to sit on his midriff. It made him tense his muscles against the weight pressing down on them and he heard the sound of Katelynn urging her girlfriend on.

Debbie was lost in her own world as she reveled in the pleasure of using a boy’s asshole for the first time in her life. She pulled herself onto Ashley in an increasingly frantic onslaught to go after more of the growing pleasure between her thighs.

Katelynn reached out to push her hands below Debbie’s top and managed to get her fingers under the silky material of her girlfriend’s bra. Her groping touches sank her fingers into soft flesh as she watched, but her gaze slid down to a throbbing cock and she pulled her hands free.

“I want it in me,” she said.

Debbie shuddered as she slowed down, but she didn’t stop altogether and continued to stroke the dildo all the way into asshole to make the base of the strap-on rub against her. She could feel herself teetering on the edge of a climax as she stared into pretty eyes.

“You’re not talking about the dildo, are you?” she said.

“No,” Katelynn said as she lifted her gaze from hard cock.

“Pervert,” Debbie said, but a broad smile spread across her face.

Katelynn squealed as she turned around to look towards Ashley’s face then moved back until she was straddling his groin on her knees.

“Hold it for me,” she said.

Debbie fucked the dildo all the way in and started to grind herself against Ashley’s butt again as she reached out. Katelynn’s squeal was louder when a hard spank cracked on her butt.

“Fuck off,” she gasped.

Her protest got her another spank and her mouth twisted to a grimace as the sharp sting of pain flared.

“You’re lucky it’s only my hand and not the paddle I gave him,” Debbie said.

“Just hold his fucking dick for me,” Katelynn pleaded.

“Fuck..., fuck..., fuck...,” Ashley gasped at the realization of what he was about to get.

“Is this your fantasy?” Katelynn asked when she caught his gaze.

“Yes,” he admitted.

He dropped his gaze to the sight of Debbie’s fingers wrapping around his erection to make it stand up from his groin. The curses started to spill from his mouth again when Katelynn lowered herself to his stiff shaft and he pressed his head back onto the bed when she rubbed her pussy on the tip.

“Hurry up,” Debbie said and spanked her free hand on ass.

Katelynn gasped as the flare of burning pain erupted again. She squirmed around to get in position and pushed down. Ashley dragged his head up to watch as his throbbing erection slid into the delicious softness of her velvety depths to give him the sex he dreamed about. His butt juddered up, but the weight coming down forced him back to the mattress as his full length fucked into cunt. It was better than anything he’d ever imagined and he let out a loud groan as his back arched. The rippling pulse of his asshole made him all the more aware of the dildo buried deep inside and he heard the sound of another spank.

The stinging ache of a hand smacking on her butt again made Katelynn squirm and Ashley tried to push up as his erection moved around inside her. His breath rasped out as the pleasure of the moment started to overwhelm him. He kept motionless to try and calm himself, but it was almost impossible to hold himself back as the delight of losing his virginity came alive.

He felt the dildo being withdrawn and tried to prepare himself, but the hard thrust that crashed against him sent convulsions rippling through his body. Clenching his ass was usually a way to stem the hot lust from boiling over to a climax, but this time it only made him want to unload all the more as the dirty delight of the anal sex took hold.

Debbie grabbed hold of her girlfriend’s hips and sank her fingernails into flesh as she pulled herself forward to go after what she wanted. Her thrusts became more powerful in a desperate attempt to make the base of the strap-on rub against her pussy and clitoris. There was no stopping now as her excitement mounted towards a high until the pleasure of ravaging an asshole finally became too much.

She fucked the dildo all the way in and the gyrations of her hips took her crashing over the edge of an orgasm. The tension gripped her body for a brief instant before the rush of hot ecstasy sent shudders racing through her body. The sound of her gasping squeals filled the bedroom as she was caught up in a delicious moment that kept getting better and better until her passion hit a high. Her juddering movements continued as the pleasure stretched out, but the climax finally began to fade and she released her tight grip on her girlfriend’s hips.

“Keep it in him,” Katelynn said.

She leaned forward to press her hands down on Ashley’s chest as she began to ride his cock. The desperation for a high made her movements frantic and she slammed herself down onto a throbbing erection.

“Can’t hold it,” Ashley gasped as his back arched.

“Try,” Katelynn urged as she forced herself down onto him.

The rippling pulse of his asshole around the thick dildo meant keeping himself under control was impossible though and he groaned as his first sex brought the rush of pleasure to a high that was too good. His body bucked as he gave up trying to hold the ejaculation at bay and his groans were louder as the gushing spurts of cum began to erupt inside wet cunt.

Katelynn stopped riding his cock to sit all the way down on it and watched his face as the streaming spurts filled her pussy with cum. She closed her eyes and rocked her body until the release came to an end then looked down at the shining excitement on the face of the boy whose virginity she just took.

“Fucking prick,” she complained and laughed. “You’re supposed to wait for the girl to get there first.”

“I couldn’t stop it,” Ashley said and squirmed around. “Sorry.”

“Use his mouth to finish,” Debbie said and sniggered.

A wide smile spread across Katelynn’s face as she stared at Ashley. He gasped as the dildo was slowly withdrawn from his asshole to let it close up. His body felt limp, but he knew things weren’t over and shuddered when he saw cum sliding down his fading erection as Katelynn finally lifted herself off it. She was quick to shuffle up his body until she was straddling his head again.

“Oh fuck,” Debbie said when she scrambled up the bed. “You’re going to make him eat his own cum.”

“He’s a good boy,” Katelynn said. “He’ll do anything for me.”

She slid her fingers in her cunt then pulled them back out to brush them across Ashley’s lips. It wasn’t the taste of pussy he got this time and he gasped. There was nothing he could do but give Katelynn what she wanted though. She wasted no time in dropping down to grind against his lips.

“Put your tongue in,” she urged him.

Cum flooded his mouth when he did it and he started to lick frantically in an effort to get things over and done with.

“That’s the dirtiest thing I’ve ever seen,” Debbie blurted out.

She moved closer to get her fingers to Katelynn’s clit and punished the erect bud as she watched the kinky sight of a cum-filled cunt being licked out. Ashley closed his eyes tightly as he pushed his tongue deeper still and lashed it around in sticky depths. Thick white spilled out to soak his mouth and he could feel it running across his skin. It wasn’t how he imagined his first sex ending, but there was no stopping the action.

Katelynn gasped for breath as the heat between her thighs burned to more. She forced herself down onto Ashley as he worked his tongue around inside her, but it was the rough touches on her clit that brought her to the verge of climaxing.

“Yes..., yes,” she started to shout as her body succumbed to the attention being lavished on it.

She rocked her hips frantically to take herself all the way until her excitement peaked. The sound of her desperate, whimpering breaths came alive as the orgasm erupted to ravage her. Wave after wave of hot pleasure wracked her body in convulsing shudders that grew more intense as she climbed to a shattering high that sucked the power from her body.

Her movements began to slow as the delight of the climax died down and she knocked Debbie’s hand away as she gasped for breath. When she finally lifted up, she slid a hand between her thighs to hold her pussy open and let more of the cum drop down onto Ashley’s mouth.

“Kiss him,” she said and looked at her girlfriend.

“Fuck off..., you kiss him,” Debbie shot back and moved to the side of the bed.

Katelynn threw herself down beside Ashley and stroked her fingers across his sticky mouth. She brushed them on her own lips to get the taste before leaning across to a quick kiss.

“You’re a pervert,” she teased him when she dropped her head to the bed.

“I’m in the right place then,” he said.

Katelynn let out a giggle, but said no more as she looked at her girlfriend.

“Time for a shower?” she asked.

“Uh-huh,” Debbie replied and held out her hand.

Katelynn took hold to be pulled across the room, but looked back to Ashley before they walked in the bathroom.

“Coming?” she asked and winked.

Ashley scrambled up from the bed before the two girls disappeared from sight. He knew he was just their plaything and that they would probably kick him out after the shower, so they could be alone. He’d got something he desperately wanted though, when Katelynn took his virginity. There was no way of knowing if he would get more that night, but he was certain he’d be back in the bedroom at some point and willingly being the dolly dress-up boy of two kinky girls again.


Creamy Relief

The ache was there in Arlene’s breasts when she woke and her lips tightened together as she deliberately jabbed her elbow into her boyfriend’s side.

“What…, what?” Darren muttered in a drowsy voice as his night of sleep came to an abrupt end.

“Sorry, accident,” Arlene said and a sly smile flashed across her face.

All she’d wanted was to give him a moment of discomfort. It was nothing in comparison to what he’d given her and she pulled back the covers to see the damp patches on her nightgown. She lifted a hand to wipe it across her forehead and let out a sigh. Not for the first time in the last few months, she silently took her boyfriend’s name in vain because he’d knocked her up.

She couldn’t really put all the blame on him though. It did take two to tango, but he was the one who talked her into seeing things through when she realized she’d fallen pregnant. She thought she was too young to have a kid. If it had been up to her, she would have waited a few more years before having children to put her energies into building her career as a college lecturer first.

It was too late for that now though and her body was going through changes that were something of a frustration to her. The milk coming in was one of the worst. Well, as far as she was concerned it was and she let out another sigh as she returned her attention to the damp patches on her nightgown before looking at the clock on the bedside table.

“Time to get up,” she said and dug her elbow into Darren’s side again.

He mumbled a complaint then pulled the covers over his head and stayed where he was. His flexible working hours meant he was in a less of a rush to give up the warmth of the bed, but Arlene had little choice in the matter. If she wanted to be on time for her first class of the day, she needed to get moving. She put a hand on her extended belly as she walked through to the bathroom. The first thing she did was brush her teeth and that got her a sight of herself in the mirror over the sink.

“Looking good, Arlene,” she said in a downcast tone and put her free hand on her belly again.

She suspected her changed appearance was the reason Darren had barely touched her in recent weeks and that was another frustration. It wasn’t as if her sex drive disappeared because of the pregnancy, but it was her boyfriend who seemed completely uninterested in making love and his excuses were starting to get on her nerves. She tried to clear the thoughts from her head when she finished brushing her teeth and rinsed out her mouth.

Turning away from the sink, she stripped off her nightgown and yawned as she walked over to the shower cubicle. She slid the door open to move inside, but stayed out from under the showerhead when she switched on the water. It wasn’t until she got the temperature just right that she stepped below the jets and turned her face up to them. She stayed like that for a few seconds before slicking the hair back from her forehead.

She then reached for the shower cream and poured some in her hand to start washing herself. A quiet curse spilled from her mouth when she worked the soap into her breasts. They felt bigger than ever and she glanced down when she cupped her fingers around them. It brought home how sensitive they were becoming and she was aware of the ache again. There was nothing she could do about it though. She slid her hands lower to carry on washing herself before tilting her face up to the water again to let it rinse the soapy lather from her body.

She finally got out to dry herself then walked back through to the bedroom. The flare of jealousy welled up when she caught sight of Darren snuggled comfortably under the covers, but she brushed it aside quickly as she moved to the wardrobe to get the clothes she’d wear that day. The bra she’d bought the week before was already starting to feel tight on her and it was another sign of how the milk was making her breasts swell. There was no getting comfortable, so she finally gave up trying and finished getting dressed.

A scowl spread across her face when she checked her appearance. Her blouse was stretched so tightly across her chest that the buttons looked fit to pop and there were gaps giving glimpses to her bra below.

“Shit,” she muttered under her breath as she adjusted the material to get it looking as good as she could.

The sound of movement made her glance over her shoulder and she saw Darren raising his arm as he yawned. He was paying her no attention though and it irked her.

“Get up,” she said when she moved towards the bed.

He was too slow in reacting and she yanked the covers off him before he got the chance to stop her. She sniggered when she saw the way his pajama bottoms were being bulged out by morning wood.

“Been dreaming about me?” she joked as she sat down on the edge of the bed.

It was the first time she’d seen him hard in weeks and she grabbed hold of his erection through the pajamas.

“You should use this on me,” she said as she squeezed her fingers tightly around hard flesh.

“Come on, you’re pregnant,” he replied. “I don’t want…”

“So,” Arlene interrupted. “The books I’ve read say it’s safe to have sex.”

“We can make love all you want after the baby is born,” he told her and snatched her hand to pull it away.

“I want it now,” she complained.

Her lips tightened together when he rolled to the other side of the bed to get up. The flush of excitement at touching his stiff cock was there, but there was nothing she could do about it as he headed for the bathroom.

“I’ll be home late tonight,” she said when she got to her feet.

Darren came to a stop and turned.

“Staff meeting?” he asked.

“No, I got some extra work,” she replied. “The parents of one of my students want me to tutor him. They offered decent money, so it was too good to turn down. I’ll be doing it twice a week for an hour and their home is close to the college, so it’s no hardship to get there”

“You don’t want to tire yourself out,” Darren said.

“I’ll be fine,” Arlene replied and couldn’t resist the cheeky comment. “Think of me when you’re finishing that off.”

He looked down to the way his erection pushed out the material at his groin, but said nothing as he turned away to carry on walking towards the bathroom door.

Arlene left the bedroom and headed to the kitchen to make herself some toast. When she finished eating, she went in the lounge to collect what she needed for the day then moved to the front door of the apartment.

“Remember I’ll be home later,” she yelled.

“Yeah, have a good day,” Darren shouted back.

She opened the door to leave and made her way to the bus stop at the end of the street. It got her journey underway and it came to an end when the bus reached the stop at the college gates. She got off then headed for her office and was aware of the gazes coming towards her from some of the students she passed. It was something she’d noticed more in recent weeks as her breasts swelled in size. There was an embarrassment to it although she couldn’t pretend she hated the attention and it was clear there were plenty of boys and girls that liked the sight of big tits.

It was just a pity her boyfriend didn’t feel the same way. He seemed uninterested in taking advantage of her bigger breasts and the thought of that brought back the frustration. When she reached her office, she locked herself inside and sat down at the desk. Closing her eyes, she tried to clear her mind as she meditated for a short while before getting on with the preparations for her first lesson.

As the time approached nine, she gathered what she needed and left her office to walk to the lecture theater. The class was already assembling and she was again aware of gazes on her as she walked to the front of the large room. She waited until the clock on the wall showed exactly nine o’clock before raising her voice to catch the attention of the students and it got a busy day underway.

Her last class ended at five and she found herself wondering if it had been such a smart move to take on extra work. She returned to her office to sit for a while, but there was no getting comfortable. The straps of her bra cut into her flesh and the ache in her breasts was more noticeable than ever.

There was no choice but to get going when the time approached five thirty and she picked up her bag to leave the office. The short walk got her to a large house on a nearby street and she rang the doorbell. She expected that Elijah’s mother or father would open the door to greet her on her first visit, but it was the boy she’d be tutoring who came into sight.

“Hi, Miss Clark,” he said. “Come on in.”

“Are your parents here?” Arlene asked as she walked inside.

“No,” Elijah replied. “They don’t usually get home from work until after seven thirty. Is that a problem?”

“No…, no, not at all,” she replied. “It’s you I’m here to see. Where will we be doing the work?”

“We can use my father’s study,” Elijah said.

He closed the door, but didn’t move and Arlene was aware of the way he towered over her. She glanced up and caught the way he averted his gaze from her chest.

“It’s, umm…, this way,” he stammered and turned away to start walking along the hallway.

A smile played on Arlene’s lips when she followed and she let her gaze slide down to the way denim stretched across taut buttocks. She knew she shouldn’t be ogling a student, but there was no harm in it and Elijah certainly had an impressive physique.

When they moved inside the small study, she focused her attention on work and made Elijah sit at the desk to start the session. They were around twenty minutes into it when she got him doing an exercise then moved across to the window to look outside while she waited for him to finish. She could feel the straps of her bra cutting into her flesh all the more and tried to adjust them as she stared out into the garden. A question broke the quiet in the room and it had nothing to do with studying.

“Do they hurt?”

A frown creased Arlene’s brow as she dropped her hand away from her chest and she saw the flush of red on a handsome face when she turned around. The silence seemed to unnerve Elijah.

“Sorry, I shouldn’t have asked,” he blurted out and dropped his gaze back to the exercise he was trying to complete.

Arlene wasn’t sure she should answer his question, but something made her do it anyway.

“Yes, they ache.”

There was a look of surprise on Elijah’s face when he lifted his gaze.

“That’s what my ex-girlfriend’s sister said.”

“She was pregnant, I take it,” Arlene replied.

Elijah nodded his head.

“She wasn’t shy about saying things,” he went on and paused for a second before speaking again. “She told me the only way she got some relief was by the milk being suckled.”

It was Arlene’s expression that showed surprise now. A discussion about milk-filled breasts was the last thing she expected when she walked through the door of the large house. She knew she should probably end it and get back to the business in hand, but she found herself intrigued by Elijah’s apparent interest. It made her stroke a hand over her large belly before she spoke.

“I’ve got a few weeks left before any milk gets suckled,” she said.

Elijah wiped the back of his hand across his mouth and the way he shuffled around on the seat was an indication of his apprehension. He cleared his throat before speaking again.

“What she told me about was before the baby was born.”

Arlene narrowed her eyes as she stepped away from the window.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

Nerves seemed to get the better of Elijah.

“No, it doesn’t matter,” he said.

Arlene stepped closer to the desk, but Elijah’s gaze was now fixed on the papers in front of him.

“Tell me,” she said.

He grimaced as he lifted his head, but he avoided any eye contact and it was a few seconds before he said anything.

“Well, she told me that her, uh…, boyfriend helped her. She said it was him that suckled her in the lead up to the baby being born to take the milk and help ease the ache.”

There was no missing the note of excitement in the way he said the words and Arlene felt her curiosity growing.

“Did she say it helped?” she asked.

Elijah nodded.

“Yeah,” he answered. “She said it gave her relief for a while.”

Arlene caught the way he looked at her breasts and it suddenly dawned on her why he brought the subject up. The slight flush of arousal she felt came as a shock although she realized it was down to the sexual frustration of the last few weeks. Not getting any was making her horny. She knew it would be wrong of her to act on it, but the urge to do so was there.

“My boyfriend would never do that,” she said.

Elijah wiped his hand across his mouth as his gaze flitted to her breasts again. She knew what was on his mind and it came as no surprise when he finally said the words.

“I could help.”

She remembered squeezing her fingers around her boyfriend’s hard cock that very morning. She’d wanted to do more, but he’d rolled away to stop her. There was no doubt in her mind that the student in front of her was sporting a boner already. More than that, he definitely wouldn’t stop her if she gave him the fantasy he so obviously wanted. Cheating on Darren wasn’t something she’d ever considered, but the opportunity was there to get what he wasn’t giving her.

“You like the idea of suckling breasts filled with milk?” she asked.

The flush of red became more apparent on Elijah’s cheeks.

“Hearing my ex-girlfriend’s sister talking about it gave me fantasies,” he admitted. “Would you let me?”

Arlene was all too aware of the prickle of heat between her thighs. She sucked in heavy breaths as she stared at a handsome face and muscular body. It brought on a stronger longing for some relief of the ache, but it would only be the start. A touch on her breasts would spark the arousal she was already feeling to more and she knew she’d get carried away.

“I promise I won’t tell anyone,” Elijah said.

Arlene slid her tongue around her lips.

“Your parents,” she said.

“I told you,” Elijah replied. “They never get home until after seven thirty.”

He got to his feet and Arlene saw the hardness of a stiff cock showing through the tight denim. It made her think of when she grabbed her boyfriend’s erection earlier in the day and the hunger to touch hard flesh grew stronger.

“Shit,” she muttered under her breath as she gave in to the craving. “We can’t do it here.”

“There’s a downstairs bathroom,” Elijah said as he moved around the desk. He walked across to the door and looked back when he opened it.

Arlene hesitated as doubts pierced her excitement, but she couldn’t stop herself. As soon as she moved, Elijah walked out of the door and she followed him along the hallway. He walked inside the small bathroom then waited until she was inside before closing the door and locking it.

“Your parents better not come home,” Arlene said.

“They won’t,” Elijah replied.

Arlene sucked in a deep breath before going on.

“Then show me.”

He immediately reached for the zipper of his jeans, but she wanted to see more than just his erection.

“No,” she said. “Take off everything.”

She glanced over her shoulder before moving back to lean against the wall. Her gaze settled on Elijah as he pulled his top up to reveal a strapping physique. He dropped the t-shirt on the floor before kicking off his trainers and kneeling down to remove his socks. The urgency he showed to get naked was a turn on, but she made him stop when he kicked away his jeans.

“Let me take the boxer shorts down,” she said.

He was quick to move across the room to stand in front of her and she immediately grasped his erection through the thin material. The hardness of youth excited her and she squeezed hard to feel the throb of hot blood.

“Can I undo some buttons?” Elijah asked.

She released her grip on his erection to drag his underwear down and felt the rush of excitement as she got her first sight of his rigidly erect cock. He kicked away his boxer shorts when they slid to his ankles and Arlene was quick to grab hold again.

“Now you can do it,” she said as she squeezed her fingers tightly around throbbing flesh.

She could see the way his hands trembled as he reached out and his fumbling touch loosened a couple of buttons to reveal her cleavage. A shudder rippled through her when he brushed his fingers on her naked skin and the fiercer pulsing of his erection showed she wasn’t the only one getting massively turned on.

“They’re beautiful,” Elijah said.

Arlene loosened her grip on his cock and made him move back a little, so she could watch what she was doing when she stroked her fingers up and down. Bulging veins stood out on hard flesh and she could see that Elijah’s erection was bigger than her boyfriend’s.

“That’s gorgeous,” she said and smirked.

The way it stood straight up was perfect and there was no missing the little bead of pre-cum that appeared as she continued to stroke her fingers along an impressive length. She ran them up to clamp them in place just below the head and brushed a touch through the sticky droplet. The sound of an excited groan made her squirm and she could feel the slick wetness of her arousal.

A glance down showed more buttons being undone and she waited until the last one was loosened before releasing her grip on cock. She pulled her blouse out from her skirt and shrugged the material from her shoulders to let it slip down her arms.

“Loosen my bra,” she said and turned around.

It took Elijah a few seconds to manage it and Arlene grabbed at her bra to pull it off. Her excitement climbed as she turned to the sight of eyes opening wide.

“Make the milk come out,” Elijah said.

“Wait, I need to get my skirt off,” Arlene said.

She loosened the buttons at her hip to make the skirt slide down her legs and kicked it away. Lifting her hands to her breasts, she cupped fingers around them and felt the ache when she squeezed gently. The droplets of white appeared immediately and she gasped when Elijah leaned in to sweep his tongue across her nipples.

She let out a hissed curse and clamped her lips together as the swell of pleasure erupted. A hand touched on her extended belly, but it in no way put off Elijah as he waited for the next drops of milk to show. His tongue swept across Arlene’s nipples again to take the creamy white and there was an excitement to feeling the pink buds stiffening.

“Take more,” Arlene urged and gripped her breasts tighter to offer them up to her naughty student.

Elijah didn’t need to be told twice. He leaned in and brushed a touch across a nipple to make it stiffen more before wrapping his lips around it. A flood of milk gushed into his mouth when he started to suckle and his excitement leapt as his fantasy came to life. It was even better than he imagined and his erection throbbed harder as he pushed his head forward. The warm liquid began to spill over his bottom lip, but it didn’t stop him and he sucked harder to get more.

The burst of relief made Arlene’s mouth open wide as her head rocked back and she began to tremble. She released the grip on her breasts to get hands to the nape of Elijah’s neck and brushed her fingers into his hair to cling on as he continued to suckle her like a baby. The delicious sensation of the milk flowing made a groan come out and she could feel the ache in her breast melting away.

Elijah let out a gasp when he moved his head back. His gaze fixed on the drops of white that continued to leak out then trickle across smooth skin. The sight of them excited him even more and he licked at them as he sucked in air. It wasn’t long before the grip on his hair tightened to pull his head across Arlene’s chest and there was no mistaking the note of gratification in her voice.

“The other one…, do the other one.”

Her groan was loud when he latched his lips onto her leaking teat and he started sucking straight away to get the milk gushing again. He swallowed as much as he could, but backed off when it began to spill over his bottom lip.

“Does it feel better?” he asked.

“Yes,” Arlene said in a rush of breath. “Keep doing it.”

Elijah looked down to the white on the floor.

“Go in the shower cubicle,” he said. “It’ll be easier to clean up afterwards.”

Arlene nodded her head and stepped into the small space after him when he slid the door open. She saw the stool in the corner and grabbed for it to take the weight off her feet. Elijah dropped down to his knees and she spread her legs open to invite in between. She saw his gaze fix on her panties and there was no hiding the dark patch on the material. It showed she was getting more than relief, but she grabbed his hair to bring his mouth back to her naked breasts.

She let out a whimper of delight as he began to suckle her again and she dragged his head from side to side to use him for the relief she craved. It was something more she started to feel as the ache in her breasts receded and the touch of his lips made a stronger prickle of heat erupt between her thighs. When she finally dragged his head back, he let milk spill from his mouth to soak her breasts and there was no doubt it was deliberate.

“Bad boy,” she said and released her grip on his hair.

She looked around and caught sight of the empty soap dish on the shelf, so reached out to get it. Her breath rasped out and she couldn’t quite believe what was on the tip of her tongue, but she forced herself to say it.

“Fill it with milk.”

She gasped when Elijah’s mouth wrapped around a nipple again and she put the plastic container under his chin to catch the milk he let run over his bottom lip. Pushing his head back, she lifted the dish and caught his gaze as she slowly tipped the creamy white over her chest. There was no missing the hushed curse he let out as he watched and she glanced down to his erection. The urge to take things further was one she couldn’t resist and she made him fill the dish again.

“Stand up,” she said afterwards.

Elijah couldn’t believe his luck and wasted no time in scrambling to his feet. It was him that let out a whimper now when the dish was brought to the head of his cock.

“No fucking way,” he blurted out.

Arlene looked up to see the excitement on his face and knew he wanted it. She curled the fingers of her free hand loosely around his stiff shaft then slowly let some of the warm milk spill from the dish.

Elijah slapped his hands against the wall as his legs weakened. He really was living a fantasy as his pregnant tutor gave him more than he could have ever imagined. His head rocked back when fingers began to stroke along his milk-soaked erection and he could feel his knees threatening to buckle.

He caught sight of the dish being lifted, but Arlene didn’t spill any more of the milk. There was a smirk on her face when she looked up. She knew she was being bad, but she couldn’t stop herself.

“Do you want to fuck them?” she asked.

Elijah’s eyes opened wide when the grip on his erection was released. There was no hesitation as he shoved his groin forward to press his cock into Arlene’s cleavage and he sank his fingers into soft flesh to squash it around his throbbing length. It was the moment milk began to spill over pendulous breasts and he couldn’t contain his lust. He started to thrust into a drenched cleavage as his excitement spiraled higher.

Arlene finished pouring the milk and dropped the container on the floor. She wrapped her hands around Elijah’s waist to sink her fingernails into his taut buttocks and it got her more as she looked down to the way her breasts were being bounced around. The sound of loud groans reverberating around the small space grew desperate and it prompted her to push her young lover back.

“Not yet,” she said and spread her legs wider.

It was an invitation Elijah willingly accepted and he dropped back to his knees. Leaning in, he latched onto a dripping teat to get milk flowing again although he drank none of it. Instead, he let a torrent of white run down between Arlene’s spread thighs to soak her panties. She pushed on his head to make him kiss down her milky-wet body and she let out a gasping groan when she got the lapping touch she wanted on her panties.

She grabbed Elijah’s hair to hold him in place and shuffled forward to grind herself against his mouth. His tongue continued to pleasure her as he went after the taste of both milk and pussy. A rushing pulse of pleasure swept through her body and made her actions all the more frantic as she gave in to an irresistible longing. It spurred her on to be naughtier still to rid herself of the sexual frustrations of the previous few weeks.

“Stand up,” she said when she pulled Elijah’s head back.

It was only when Arlene did the same that he realized he was about to get even more than he could have hoped for.

“Sit,” Arlene instructed.

He was quick to do it and she moved forward to straddle his legs. Her belly made it awkward, but she wasn’t about to miss out on what she craved.

“Fuck…, fuck,” Elijah gasped as he put his hands on her hips to help.

He looked down to the sight of soaking wet panties being pulled to the side and he reacted when he heard the words.

“Hold it steady for me.”

He brought a hand to his erection and clasped his fingers around it. His mouth opened wide when wet pussy lips rubbed on the thick head of his cock to make it slide between slick folds of skin.

Arlene groaned as she slowly lowered herself until she’d taken his full length. She grabbed hold of his shoulders and started to rock her body. The feel of her slick vaginal walls rippling around hard flesh as she forced herself onto it left her gasping for breath. After a few seconds, she slid her hands down to her breasts and offered them up. Her mouth opened wide when lips wrapped around a puffy nipple to start sucking.

There was only one thought on Elijah’s mind and he let the milk slide over his bottom lip to run down Arlene’s body. He could feel the warmth of it on the base of his cock and balls as she continued to squirm around on him. She dropped a hand down to get fingers to her clit and her movements became more frantic as she chased what she wanted. It still wasn’t enough though and she forced herself back to her feet.

“Get up,” she said and pulled her panties down.

It was all she needed to say and Elijah was quick to move behind her naked butt when she placed her hands on the stool to bend forward. She balanced herself on one to get the other between her thighs and felt the rush of exhilaration when she grabbed hold of a raging erection to lead the head to her slick opening.

The thrill of being bad for a younger man made her legs tremble and she let go when hard cock fucked into her. It allowed her to get her fingers back to her clit and she punished the erect bud roughly as Elijah’s hands sank into her hips. His grinding moments quickly turned to thrusts and his muscular midriff crashed against her butt as he threw himself at her.

The lactation play had built his excitement towards fever pitch and the fact that he didn’t hold back because she was pregnant excited Arlene all the more. She kept the pressure on her clitoris with circling touches as the frantic thrusts of her excited student took her all the way.

She pulled her hand from between her thighs as the tingling ripples of heat brought a tension to her body. It stiffened her muscles for a brief instant before fierce contractions tightened her pussy around a still-thrusting erection to send a burning rush of pleasure through her veins. Her mouth gaped wide as she succumbed to the hot shudders of bliss that left her shaking and breathless when the orgasm climbed to a peak.

“Finish it,” she gasped as she reveled in the moment.

Elijah’s fingers sank into her hips as he pounded his cock into her wet cunt in a relentless onslaught that he finally couldn’t resist. He fucked his stiff shaft deep to hold it inside as he lost control and his body jerked as the gushing spurts of his seed erupted inside pussy.

His back arched tightly as he forced himself forward to take every last bit of enjoyment from the strong release and it was only when his excitement faded that the tension left his muscles. He slumped forward and couldn’t resist the final delight of sliding his hands up to big breasts to hold on as his erection slowly died away to slip out of pussy.

Arlene felt the slight shame of letting herself get so carried away, but she knew she couldn’t have stopped herself. The ache was gone from her breasts, as were the frustrations of a few weeks without sex.

“We should shower,” she said and bumped her ass against Elijah’s groin to make him back off.

“How many more weeks before you give birth?” he asked.

A smirk played on Arlene’s lips when she turned around to look at him. She knew why he’d asked and saw the flush of red on his cheeks.

“Enough,” she replied.

“So you might need relief when you come to tutor me again.”

“Uh-huh,” she said and suspected she’d give in to the temptation every time she visited the house. “I think I just might.”


Shy Girl Spanked

Penelope sensed the approach from behind at the very last second and tension took a vice-like grip just before a finger poked into her side. She let out a stifled shriek to bring the gazes of those at the surrounding tables in the college refectory to her. It put her in a situation she hated more than anything as she became the center of attention and crimson flushed onto her face until it almost matched the color of her long, red hair. The heat blazed on her cheeks and she dropped her gaze to the sandwich in front of her.

“Not going to say hello, Penelope?” Sean joked in a loud voice to make sure everyone around them heard.

Sweat prickled on Penelope’s brow when the ripple of laughter erupted, but she said nothing and hoped Sean would get bored quickly and move on. Unfortunately for her, he didn’t.

“You know how much I love you,” he went on. “Won’t you say the same about me?”

The laughter grew louder and Penelope screwed up her face. She dreaded the attention of boys her own age and there was no doubt Sean was all too aware of that. He seemed to revel in teasing her whenever the opportunity presented itself and it mortified her each and every time.

“I just want to have my lunch in peace,” she mumbled.

“You’re going to break my heart,” Sean said and put his hands to his chest in dramatic fashion. “I…”

“Come on,” a female voice cut in to interrupt him. “I want to get something to eat.”

Penelope glanced over her shoulder to see it was Gabrielle who’d spoke. Their gazes met for an instant before she broke the eye contact. It wasn’t like they were friends or anything, but she was glad of the intervention.

“Yeah, let’s go,” another voice said. “You don’t want to annoy the teacher’s pet. What would Professor Seymour say?”

Penelope grimaced as another ripple of laughter broke out, but she saw Sean leaning in this time and clamped her lips together to hold in the sound when his finger poked in her side again.

“Be seeing you dream girl,” he said and laughed.

It brought the encounter to an end as he and his friends moved off. That didn’t mean there weren’t people still looking in Penelope’s direction to keep her the center of attention, but she did her best to ignore the staring as she tried to get her racing heartbeat to slow down. The interest in her eventually waned and she felt the relief of becoming anonymous again.

She picked up her sandwich, but did little more than nibble at the edge of it. Her appetite was gone, but it wasn’t Sean’s stupid teasing that caused it. The snarky comment about her being the teacher’s pet had made her cringe. In truth, she was a lot more than that to Professor Seymour and she dreaded the truth coming out.

She’d always been shy. It could be almost crippling at times and left her wondering if she’d ever have a relationship, so it came as a shock when she found how easily she could talk to Professor Seymour. Apart from her father, she’d never really known any older men. It meant her first visit to the professor’s office had been a revelation. His friendly smile and disarming charm had put her at ease almost instantly and she relaxed into a conversation with a member of the opposite sex for the first time in her life.

It put her under a spell and it wasn’t long before their relationship became more than teacher and pupil. They’d shared a first kiss less than a week after that initial meeting and it quickly led to more. Her shyness melted away when she was around Professor Seymour and the invitation she’d received the day before made her wonder if they were on the cusp of making love again.

She’d jumped at the chance of attending a get-together of his friends and hoped she’d still be there at the end of the evening when everyone else left. It would give them a chance to get intimate and she desperately wanted that. There was no shaking off the usual dread of attending a party although for once she intended to push herself past it and make a real attempt to enjoy herself in the company of others.

The sound of a bell ringing brought her out of the thoughts of what she’d be doing that evening and she looked at her watch to see lunchtime was over. She picked up the sandwich to take a last bite then finished the carton of fruit juice before getting to her feet. No one paid her any attention now and that suited her fine as she made her way to her next class.

The afternoon passed by slowly while she moved from lecture to lecture and she was glad when the last one came to an end. It allowed her to make her way home and she threw herself down on her bed to have a rest when she got there. There was no relaxing, however. Lying in the quiet only allowed her mind to focus on the upcoming party and it brought a nervous energy that made her fidget. It started to irk her that she couldn’t remain still, so she gave up trying and went to have a shower.

When she returned to the bedroom, she sat down at the dressing table and looked at the small bottles and tubs on it. Bringing attention to herself was something she avoided at all costs, so she rarely used makeup. She debated whether to do so, but finally gave in to the temptation and leaned forward to get started. Her attempts were slightly clumsy, but she leaned forward to stare at her appearance when she finished and liked what she saw. She hoped Professor Seymour would too and thoughts of him brought back the idea they might end up in bed together before the night was out.

Getting up from the seat at the dressing table, she crossed the room to a chest of drawers to get her underwear. The black, high-waist briefs came up to her belly button when she pulled them on, but the frilled edge, velvety material and tight fit gave them a sexy appearance on her trim figure. She put on the matching bra before pulling the stockings out of the drawer and moving over to the bed.

Her breath came out slowly as she rubbed her fingertips on the silky material. She’d only worn them once before and that was simply to try them on in the privacy of her bedroom. Wearing them to a party seemed risqué to her and brought on a ripple of nerves, but she wanted to look her best for Professor Seymour. The material felt nice against her skin as she slid it up into place then got to her feet.

She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror as she approached the wardrobe and it brought her to a stop. Putting her hands on her hips, she turned from side to side and liked what she saw even more. Her appearance was definitely sexy and it brought a smile to her lips.

“Temptress,” she teased herself and let out a hushed giggle.

The idea of tempting Professor Seymour into a sexual encounter excited her, but she tried to shrug off the thought as she stepped forward to open the door of the wardrobe. The short, white summer dress she pulled out wasn’t exactly daring, but it put her legs, arms and a hint of cleavage on view. That was a change from the jeans and pullovers she normally wore, which virtually covered her from head to toe. Staring at the outfit when she finished dressing made her nerves jangle, but she wasn’t about to change into something else.

She checked the time to see it was after six and decided to get out of the house before her parents arrived home from work. The story she’d told them the evening before was that she planned to visit a friend to do some coursework and that she’d probably be home late. She didn’t really like lying to them and it would be obvious she had if they saw her outfit, so she quickly finished getting ready then left the house to catch a bus ride towards her destination.

The fact it was still early in the evening made her think she’d be first to arrive at Professor Seymour’s home, but she could hear music coming from an open window when she got to the place. It showed the party was already underway and there was no holding down the apprehension when she reached the door of the property.

“Relax,” she told herself and sucked in a deep breath.

It was a few seconds more before she rang the doorbell and the ripple of panic took hold as she waited. The sound of the door opening made the breath catch in her throat, but excitement pierced through the nerves when she saw the easy smile on the professor’s handsome face.

“You made it,” he said and held out a hand.

“Of course,” Penelope replied. “I told you I would.”

“Then come on in,” he went on.

Penelope inhaled deeply again when she reached out to take his hand. It was enough to get her heartbeat racing faster still as she was pulled inside the hallway.

“Let me take your coat,” Professor Seymour said after closing the door.

Penelope’s hands trembled as she loosened the buttons then took off her coat and held it out. She was all too aware of his gaze roaming over her outfit and her cheeks flushed redder when she heard the compliment.

“You look gorgeous.”

“Oh…, thank you,” she replied and slid her free hand across her midriff to smooth the material in place.

“Come on and I’ll introduce you,” Professor Seymour said.

The coat was taken from her and hung on a hook on the wall before her hand was taken to lead her along to a door. She steeled herself for a moment she hated as they walked inside a lounge.

“Everyone,” Professor Seymour said in a loud voice to be heard above the music. “This is Penelope.”

She forced a smile onto her face as the gazes of those in the room came to her, but the interest only lasted a few seconds. She was thankful for that and let out a slow breath of relief when the people around her returned to their conversations.

“Let me get you a drink,” Professor Seymour said and led her over to a table. “Is white wine OK for you?”

“Yes, that’s fine,” Penelope replied.

She took the opportunity to glance around the room as she waited and it showed her that everyone there was older. That was hardly a surprise though. She’d expected Professor Seymour’s friends and acquaintances to be of a similar age to him and that certainly seemed to be the case. It put her among a more sophisticated group and it seemed her presence at the party didn’t come as a surprise to anyone.

“There you go,” Professor Seymour said.

“Thanks,” Penelope replied as she took the glass being held out to her. “Did people know I was coming?”

“Nope,” he answered and laughed. “But they know my taste in women, so no one will be surprised that you’re here.”

“What is your taste in women?” Penelope asked.

“Smart, beautiful ones,” he said and smiled. “That’s why I can’t get enough of a gorgeous girl like you.”

Penelope was unused to being showered in compliments and felt the embarrassment bring heat to her face. She couldn’t pretend she didn’t like hearing the words though. A smile played on her lips when she lifted the wine to take a sip and it wasn’t long before her glass was being topped up as she and Professor Seymour chatted.

The alcohol was welcome. It helped to dull her nerves and made her a little more relaxed when she was introduced to a few of the guests as they came to the table to get drinks. She liked that Professor Seymour only left her side to answer the doorbell and always came straight back afterwards. It seemed the evening was heading the way she hoped. The idea she might get what she wanted quicker than expected flitted through her mind when she got an invitation around two hours after she arrived.

“Would you like a tour of my home?” Professor Seymour asked.

“Won’t you be missed?” she replied as she looked around the room.

“Everyone is here now and I’m sure they can keep themselves supplied with drinks,” he answered and held out a hand.

Penelope glanced around again, but no one was paying them any attention. Her inhibitions were lowered by the wine she’d enjoyed although that wasn’t the reason she accepted the offer. The opportunity for some alone time with Professor Seymour was enough for her to do that and she nodded her head when she reached out to take his hand. A tug got her moving as she was taken across to the door of the lounge.

“We’ll start upstairs and work our way back down,” Professor Seymour said when they were in the hallway.

He didn’t wait for a reply and Penelope wasn’t about to complain. She willingly followed as she was led up to the first floor of the property. It was no surprise when she saw the room they walked in was a bedroom and she backed herself against the door when it was pushed shut. She held her breath when a hand settled in place beside her head and was all too aware of the prickle of heightened tension.

“I’ve been waiting to do this since I opened the door to you,” Professor Seymour said.

Penelope closed her eyes as a touch caressed on her cheek and the spark of electrical charge made her shiver when lips gently pressed on hers. She forced herself back against the door as her legs trembled and let out a soft gasp when the kiss ended.

“So pretty,” Professor Seymour said.

The touch of fingertips brushing along her jaw made Penelope open her eyes and she felt the passion as they stared at each other.

“Kiss me again,” she said.

A smile played on Professor Seymour’s lips as he gave her what she wanted and Penelope’s head was trapped in place as their lips crushed more forcefully together. She felt a hand settle on the top of her leg and start to inch the hem of her dress higher. The flush of excitement hit harder and she slung her arms around her lover’s neck to hold on.

The kiss ended when fingertips brushed on the top of her stockings and she knew she’d made the right decision to wear them. She willingly parted her legs as the professor’s hand slipped under her dress and she looked deep in his eyes as his hand slowly crept up onto smooth skin. An insatiable craving for the intimate touch took her breath. She shuddered when she got it. Their lips came together again as fingers teased her through the thin material of her panties and she could feel herself getting wetter as the hot flush of arousal took a grip on her body.

She closed her eyes and rocked her head back against the door when the kiss ended. Professor Seymour’s fingers slid to the edge of her panties to slip beneath the tight material and she began to shake when she felt the soft caress on her slick skin. It made her spread her legs wider still, but the touch she wanted didn’t come right away. She felt the tug trying to pull down her panties and there was a thrill to being the naughty girl of her darkest fantasies.

“You’re making me be bad,” she said and heard the hushed laugh.

“I love it when you are,” Professor Seymour said and got both his hands under her dress.

It enabled him to drag her underwear lower and he let go before pulling his hands out from under the dress. Penelope gave him what he wanted by closing her legs to let her panties slide all the way down to her ankles. When she stepped out of them, her hand was grabbed to lead her across the room.

They came to a stop at the side of the bed and another kiss rocked her head back. Their bodies crushed together to show her the effect she was having on Professor Seymour. It made her ease her hips back to get a hand to his groin and she pressed her palm firmly against his swelling erection when she broke their lips apart.

“I think you like bad girls,” she teased him.

“Uh-huh,” he replied as he swept his fingers through her pretty, red tresses. “How bad will you be for me?”

“I’ll do anything you want,” Penelope said.

“What if I put you over my lap downstairs?”

Penelope sucked in a sharp breath and pulled her hand away from his crotch as she stared at him. The idea it was a tease died instantly and she could see he was being serious.

“I can’t,” she said and dropped her gaze.

A touch under her chin made her look up and the ripple of panic came alive.

“It’s what we do at these parties,” Professor Seymour said.

“You let people watch you?” Penelope exclaimed and stepped back.

“And I get to watch others,” he replied. “You will too if you join in.”

Penelope fidgeted nervously as they stared at each other.

“I can’t,” she repeated. “I…”

A kiss silenced her and she closed her eyes tightly as the flare of passion took hold. She desperately wanted to be with Professor Seymour and could feel her resolve weakening as his hands came around her body to pull her to a tight embrace. It let her feel the throb of his lust against her belly and she moved back to get her hand to his crotch again.

“What would you do?” she asked in a tentative voice.

“Show you and the other guests what happens to a naughty girl in my house.”

Penelope gasped when a grip on her arm spun her around. The smack on her butt made her shudder and her breath came out heavily as she was dragged back. It brought their bodies together again, but she could now feel the hardness pressing against her ass. She squirmed around to grind against it and a flutter of pain melded with the rush of pleasure to set her excitement alight. Her hair was swept aside and kisses brushed on the sensitive skin of her neck until she couldn’t resist.

“I don’t want anyone to find out,” she said.

“What happens here stays here and that goes for any party we attend,” Professor Seymour replied. “I know I can trust you. It’s what makes you special to me.”

The words excited Penelope all the more and she gave in to being led over to the door of the bedroom when her hand was grabbed. There was no stopping the ripple of panic taking hold and she let her arm stretch out as they walked to the staircase. Her breathing became more agitated when they reached the bottom of the steps and she started to pull back against the tugging on her arm.

“Wait,” she said and came to a stop.

Professor Seymour halted and Penelope’s chest heaved when she was backed against the wall. She closed her eyes when a kiss pressed on her lips. It was what she wanted and she responded to the passion by pushing forward.

“I don’t like being the center of attention,” she gasped when their lips parted.

“Then close your eyes,” Professor Seymour said. “Pretend it’s just you and me.”

Penelope shuddered as she was pulled away from the wall and led to the door of the lounge. The hair stood up on the back of her neck as her fears grew, but there was a thrill to the moment she didn’t quite understand. It made her tremble as she was led forward and she closed her eyes when she was taken into the room.

There was no pretending it was only her and the professor, however. The murmur of excited voices came to her and she let out gasping breaths. She sneaked a peek to see the chair in the center of the room and knew she’d been set up.

The flush of heat erupted on her face, but the same happened between her thighs and there was no holding down the arousal. That she was getting turned on for the situation was slightly shocking to her, but she could feel herself being infected by the obvious excitement of those around her.

She was made to stop and knew they were at the chair without having to look. It was only when she was pulled across the professor’s lap that she realized he’d sat down and the hardness of his erection pressing into her belly made her squirm around. A hand slipped under the hem of her dress then slid higher to settle on her butt and she held her breath as fingers drummed gently on her naked skin.

“Penelope’s been a bad girl,” Professor Seymour said.

“She needs punished then,” someone shouted.

The cry was taken up and Penelope tensed as the voices calling for her to be disciplined grew louder. She could sense the others in the room crowding around the chair. It made her heartbeat race faster still as the moment of being exposed came closer. She found herself both hating and craving the experience, but there was no escaping it as a touch pressed down on her lower back to hold her in place.

She froze when the professor’s hand pulled out from under her dress. He grabbed the hem to yank it up and she heard the gasp of the watching people as her stockings and ass were exposed. The spank cracked down on her naked skin almost immediately and she let out a yelping cry as the sting of pain lit up in her body. It was something she expected to hate, but that wasn’t what she felt. The rush of exhilaration was heady and she could feel herself getting wetter still when she heard the shout.

“Do it again.”

It made her clench her buttocks tightly, but there was no preparing for more of the public discipline. She jolted around on Professor Seymour’s lap as his hand smacked down on her ass a few more times to redden her skin. There was no missing the fiercer throbbing of his erection against her midriff and it was clear how aroused he was getting for the kinky game they were playing.

Penelope’s world shrunk to the clap of the professor’s hand coming down on her exposed bottom and the sound of her pleading rose above the voices around her. Her exhortations for an end to the stinging chastisement were ignored at first, as she was made to endure more and it was only when Professor Seymour relented that she settled down in place on his lap.

Heavy breaths spilled out as she hung her head down, but she was quick to realize things weren’t about to end with the spanking. The delicious caress of fingers sliding along the crease of her ass brought pleasure to the stinging pain and she groaned when the touch pushed between her thighs. There was no hiding how wet she was and she started to whimper as her body responded to the most intimate of touches.

She wasn’t sure what would happen when the hand pulled from between her thighs, but instinctively tightened her buttocks together in expectation of more of the agonizing punishment. The call for it went up again by those standing around the chair, but Professor Seymour ignored it this time. Penelope gasped when she was pushed off his lap and it ended with her on her knees between his spread legs. Her hand was grabbed to bring it to his crotch and she opened her eyes to look up into his.

She focused her attention on him as he kept hold of her hand to stroke her fingertips along the outline of his erection. They were the center of attention and it brought on the embarrassment she usually felt, but there was something more this time and she didn’t want things to end. It took her by surprise, but she kept stroking her fingers on the bulge of his erection when he let her hand go.

They were about to give the watching crowd more than a naughty spanking show and the excitement of it took hold. She watched as the professor loosened his pants, but it was her that pulled them down when he raised his butt. She then did the same with his underwear to reveal his erect manhood to those around them, but he seemed to revel in the attention as the murmur of excitement grew louder.

His hand touched on her head and she didn’t resist the tug that pulled her forward until she was nuzzling her mouth on the slick head of his erection. She wanted to give him what he so obviously craved and closed her eyes again when she parted her lips to let them slide over the tip. He let go of her hair to grip the sides of the seat as the enjoyment of the touch took hold and his head rocked back.

Penelope lifted a hand to grip around the base of his erection as she slid her lips lower and teased her tongue around his hard flesh. The shouts of encouragement spurred her on to start bobbing her head and she let herself get caught up in a moment that was bringing out the naughty girl of her fantasies. It made her quicken the pace of the blowjob until she was forcing her mouth down on almost the full length of Professor Seymour’s erection and it was only his grip on her arm pulling her up that brought things to an end.

“Get to your feet,” he told her.

She did so and stood on trembling legs as a grip on her hip turned her around to face away from him. He reached out to ease the zipper of her dress down and she grabbed at the material to stop it being pulled from her.

“Let go,” he said.

Penelope’s eyes were wide open as she looked around, but the excitement she saw in the watching eyes was a turn on and she obeyed the command to let the dress slide down her body. The clasp of her bra was loosened and suddenly she was standing in nothing but a pair of stockings and heels in front of a crowd. The grasp on her hips pulled her back and she groaned when she sat down.

Her naked butt settled onto the hardness of the professor’s erection and she groaned as her hair was swept aside. Kisses rained down on the nape of her neck to make her squirm. She was on the verge of having sex in public and knew she wasn’t going to stop it.

“Lift up,” Professor Seymour said.

Penelope pressed her hands down on his thighs to do it. She spread her legs wide to put herself fully on show and shuddered when he grabbed his erection to bring the head to her slick pussy entrance. She let herself slide down his length until she was taking every hard inch and the rush of arousal was stronger than ever. He started to buck up at her and she could feel the movement of his erection inside. It brought out the sound of her whimpering groans and she pressed her hands down on his thighs again to start riding him.

There was no closing her eyes now as she cast her gaze around the watching crowd and being the center of attention was suddenly a thrill. She forced herself down harder onto Professor Seymour’s stiff shaft as the tingling heat burned between her thighs to take her closer to orgasm until the hunger for it was almost overwhelming.

Her muscles began to stiffen as she took herself all the way and Professor Seymour’s hands slid higher to grope her breasts as she gave in to the delicious pleasure completely. She sat down on his erection and rocked her body wildly in the final seconds and groaned when his lips found the side of her neck. His right hand slid down across her midriff then lower to find her clitoris and it was the touch that pushed her over the edge.

Her movements came to a stop as the tension peaked and she was held in a second of exquisite still before the rush of intense sexual pleasure overwhelmed her. She was suddenly writhing frantically as the shuddering contractions of her vaginal walls clamped tightly around Professor Seymour’s throbbing erection. Her head rocked back as kisses played on her neck and her excitement climbed to a high that left her body stretched out and shaking.

There was no catching her breath in the final throes of the climax and she forced herself down onto hard cock as the pleasure peaked in a flurry of shudders that left her shattered. The grip on her hips forced her up almost right away and there was no time to recover. Professor Seymour dragged her down with him when he dropped to his knees and she gasped when she was bent over the chair.

A spank sent a rush of painful pleasure through her veins, but it was the only one she got before hard cock slipped between her thighs from behind. She hung her head down and grabbed the legs of the seat to hold on when a thrust buried the professor’s throbbing manhood inside her again. He gripped hold of her sides as he arched his back to push his groin forward and she was trapped in place as grinding movements pressed against her.

They didn’t last long as the urgency of the professor came out and he started to stroke his erection into her quivering pussy to chase a moment he wanted for himself. Each thrust brought a loud gasp from Penelope’s lips as she was used hard for the watching crowd to enjoy. She was past caring what they thought and focused all her attention on the pleasure of the sex as Professor Seymour took himself to the very brink.

He slowed the pace of his thrusts to keep edging for as long as he could, but the hot bliss of fucking into tight, wet cunt eventually became too much to resist and his actions sped up again as he lost control. A final thrust locked their bodies together and Penelope shuddered as the hot seed of the man she adored flooded her pussy.

She pushed back to hold his jerking erection deep inside until the powerful spurts began to weaken. They eventually ended, but she was held in place over the seat as the power faded from the professor’s erection. It allowed her to feel the dying throbs of his lust and it was only when he pulled back that she registered the murmur of voices around them again. The flare of embarrassment hit hard, so she grabbed for her dress and used it to cover her nakedness when she pushed herself up.

She was helped to her feet by the professor and he led her out of the room. The way he pushed her against the wall in the hallway brought more excitement and she shuddered as a passionate kiss pressed on her lips.

“Never leave me,” he said when he backed off.

“I won’t,” Penelope said then threw her head forward to bring their lips back together.

She wanted to be his, body and soul, and the idea of attending more parties was on her mind before the kiss even ended.


The Nightclub Singer and the Navy Seal

Part One

Chapter One

“And now,” the nightclub owner started. “Would you please put your hands together for the star of the night. She…”

Angie grinned as she stood at the side of the stage and listened to the owner running through his nightly build up to her performance. He wasn’t one for selling things short and his own performance in introducing her seemed to grow longer by the night. Angie always enjoyed the atmosphere it created and she could hear the growing buzz of the watching crowd. The club was a throwback to yesteryear, with the tables, small dance floor and stage more reminiscent of a 1920’s drinking club than a modern nightclub. The concept seemed to be popular though and the venue could certainly draw in the customers. As she listened to the owner coming to the end of his introduction, Angie peeked around the stage curtain and saw that the place was packed again. Rather than making her nervous it sent a thrill through her. She loved the attention, but knew that when the spotlight hit her the watching crowd would fade into the background and she could concentrate on what she did best. And what she did best was singing. Moving back, she took a few deep breaths to get herself ready and waited for her moment.

“… so without further ado,” the owner finally said. “Would you welcome onto the stage for your entertainment Miss Crystal Connors.”

Angie walked out at the sound of her stage name and with a quick thank you for the welcoming applause launched into her set for the evening. Over the next forty five minutes she kept the crowd entertained with a medley of old and new hits, and when the spotlight finally lifted she enjoyed the high of the rapturous applause. It was something she could never get enough of and walking to the front of the stage, she smiled as she accepted a bunch of roses and signed a few autographs. The flowers were a set up by the club owner, but the autographs were genuine from a growing band of ardent admirers. One man in particular seemed to ask each night and Angie saw that he was there yet again.

“I love your singing Miss Connors,” the man said. “Your voice is so gorgeous.”

“Why thank you,” Angie replied as she signed his book again. “It’s sweet of you to say so.”

“Would you join me for a drink?” the man went on eagerly.

“Sorry, but I really need to shower and take a rest,” she said. It was the same answer she gave the man every night although he never seemed to tire of asking the question. Finally moving back, Angie took a quick bow and then moved off the stage. Walking along to her dressing room, she opened the door and was just about to step inside when she heard her real name being called out. She turned to see a muscular looking man in a sharp suit and tie moving towards her.

“I’m sorry, you missed your chance for an autograph,” Angie said thinking it was another fan and stepped inside her dressing room.

“It’s nice of you to offer,” the voice came after her, “but I’m not sure it’s an autograph your mother is after.”

Angie stopped in her tracks and frowned. When she turned the man was standing in the doorway of the dressing room. “My mother?” she queried. “You know my mother?”

“I work for her actually,” the man went on. “My name is Mathew Ashton. If it’s not too much trouble could I have five minutes of your time?”

Angie took a closer look at the man. He was unsmiling and serious looking, although she couldn’t deny that his face was handsome. The short cropped hair and obviously powerful build had a certain military bearing about it. It was something that Angie was familiar with as it reminded her of her uncle, who served time in the marines. “What exactly is it you do for my mother?” she asked.

“Can I come in?” Mathew asked. Angie considered the question. Her relationship with her wealthy mother had broken down a few years previously when she informed the older woman of her career choice. Her mother wasn’t exactly thrilled at her plan to become a singer and was vocal in telling her so. It led to an argument that ran out of control and after Angie left home at the age of eighteen neither had made the effort to patch things up. Looking at Mathew standing at her dressing room door brought the memories flooding back, memories she didn’t exactly cherish. “I only need five minutes of your time,” he went on.

After a brief hesitation, Angie finally sighed and invited him in. He stepped inside, closed the door and when he turned saw her walking across the room to sit at the dressing table. “So what’s this about?” she asked. “If you know my mother then you will likely know we are not exactly on speaking terms.”

“I did hear the story of your departure,” he said. “Your mother seems unhappy about what happened.”

“I doubt that,” Angie replied. “She made her feelings abundantly clear when I left or more to the point when I was thrown out. I seem to remember she told me not to come back.”

“From what I hear you didn’t exactly hold back in telling your mother what you thought about her,” Mathew went on.

Angie flushed a little, remembering the angry words that passed between her and her mother. Over time she had tried to put it to the back of her mind though and get on with life. She wasn’t exactly happy at suddenly being reminded of the fall out they had and let it show as her annoyance welled up. “I’m not exactly looking for a trip down memory lane,” she said harshly. “So what do you want?”

“Your mother wants to see you,” Mathew said calmly, ignoring the harsh tone of the singer.

“What and she couldn’t ask me herself?” Angie asked, her annoyance quickly growing. “She had to send some…, stranger to do it for her.”

“You don’t exactly make yourself easy to find,” Mathew replied. ‘She hired me to track you down and ask to come and see her.”

Angie was suddenly in no mood to talk about her mother. “Well you came and asked, and now you can leave,” she said. She stood up, crossed the room and opened the dressing room door to signal the end of the conversation.

Mathew walked across and stepped outside into the hallway, but then turned back before the door was closed. “From what she told me, your mother really does want to meet with you. Would it harm to show a little compassion and go to see her? You seem a little too old to be playing the spoiled brat.”

The words stung and Angie bristled. “A spoiled brat,” she exclaimed. “Who the hell do you think you…,” but Mathew was already walking away. The anger welled up and she slammed the door shut, cursing loudly as she moved back to the dressing table.

Chapter 2

Angie lay quietly in bed, her mind playing over the fight with her mother again and again. She wanted to sleep, but the memories wouldn’t let her. Did she lack compassion? Was she being a spoiled brat? She didn’t think so, but the accusations from Mathew still stung. She wondered why after nearly three years her mother suddenly wanted to see her and even though she was still sure in her own mind that she didn’t want to make contact she could help being a little bit curious. Her mother hadn’t always been the easiest person to get along with, but then she guessed neither had she. Like mother, like daughter came to mind, but she quickly shrugged it aside.

It was no surprise that a military man came to find her. The look, the confidence and the security of being with that type of man was her weakness after all and it looked as if her mother was playing on it. There was no denying that Mathew was the type of man she would normally go for and under her annoyance there was also a hint of attraction she couldn’t hold back. Angie rolled over and cursed loudly, trying to put memories of her mother and thoughts of Mathew out of her head and she finally sank into a fitful sleep that left her tossing and turning. She was still tired when she woke the next morning and had trouble shaking off the sensation all day.

As she stood at the side of the stage listening to the build up to her performance, Angie tried to use the buzz of the crowd to gee herself up. As usual she peeked around the curtain, but suddenly wished she hadn’t. A groan escaped her lips as she saw Mathew sitting front and center and she quickly pulled her head back. It appeared as if his efforts to convince her to see her mother were only beginning. Angie tried to put everything to the back of her mind when she heard her stage name being announced and walking out on stage, threw herself into the first number. It wasn’t her best performance ever, but the applause still rang out when she finished. As she moved to the front of the stage she half expected Mathew to come and meet her, but only her ardent admirer made a show. She smiled as she signed his book, giving the same excuse as usual as to why she couldn’t join him for a drink before leaving the stage. There was no sign of Mathew as she went to her dressing room and she quickly showered and changed, not planning to give him the chance to talk to her. Walking out of her dressing room, Angie made her way to the door that led to the car park and stepped outside.

“Did you think about meeting your mother yet?’ the voice said. Shit, thought Angie and turned to see Mathew watching her.

“No,” she replied. “I thought I would stick with being a compassionless spoiled brat.” She moved in the direction of her car.

“OK, OK,” Mathew went on. “That was a cheap shot by me and uncalled for. I’m sorry I said it.” Angie turned back to look in his direction. “Look, just have a coffee with me,” he went on.

“No,” Angie replied, not really wanting to get close to the military man. She moved towards her car again.

“Please,” the voice called after her.

Angie sighed and turned around. “You’re not going to give up are you?” she said.

Mathew shook his head. “Bad habit of my special forces training,” he answered. “Navy Seals don’t give up.”

Angie hesitated. “OK,” she finally agreed, “one coffee and no more.” The café was almost empty when they arrived and Angie sat in a booth watching Mathew walk towards her carrying two cups of coffee. The flash of attraction lit up in her mind again and she tried to push it aside as he sat and pushed a cup towards her. “So what’s your story?’ she asked trying to take control of the conversation.

“I thought we were going to talk about your life,” he replied.

“I agreed to have a coffee, nothing more,” Angie shot back. “You want any cooperation from me, you talk first.”

“OK,” Mathew said. “What do you want to know?”

Angie suddenly didn’t know what to say and took a slow sip of her coffee to cover her hesitation. “Were you really a Navy Seal?” she asked.

“For just over three years,” he answered, but said no more.

“When did you quit?” Angie went on.

“About two years ago,” he said.

“Did you lose the killer instinct and become too compassionate or just grow too old?” she asked with a grin.

“OK well that’s the cheap shot thrown back at me, but no I didn’t quit for either of those reasons.”

“So why did you quit then?” Angie went on.

Mathew sat looking at the table. His voice was quiet when he went on. “Made a bad decision and got injured badly enough to pension me out.”

“Oh sorry,” she said, suddenly regretting bringing up the subject.

Mathew shrugged again. “At least I’m still alive,” he said. It was obvious from the way he said it that others hadn’t survived as a result of his bad decision, whatever that had been and she could see the hurt in his eyes. Angie decided not to press the matter and fell silent. She picked up her coffee and sipped at it as the silence stretched out.

“I should really get going,” she finally said.

“What about your mother?” Mathew asked.

“I think she’ll survive without me,” Angie replied.

“And that’s the end of it?” he went on. “You won’t even make the effort to go and see her?”

Angie shrugged. “It’s better to move forward and not look back.” She wasn’t sure if she meant it, but the words came out easily.

“You need to grow up,” Mathew suddenly snapped in an exasperated voice. “You know what I would give to have a second chance. But for me it’s too late. All I have is an injury and bad memories that keep me awake at night. When it’s too late for you and the chance to make up with your mother is gone you’ll regret the decision you’re making now.”

“Hey I didn’t ask for you to come looking for me and I certainly don’t need your advice on how to live my life,” Angie shot back, the anger welling up as she stood. “Thanks for the coffee,” she spat out and walked away, annoyed that she let Mathew get under her skin again. She drove home, trying to calm herself and put the events of the evening out of her mind, but it was another fitful night of sleep.

Chapter 3

There was no sign of Mathew at the club over the next few nights and Angie tried to put thoughts of him out of her mind. She wondered if their brief argument and her walking out on him at the café put him off, but suspected she would see him again sooner rather than later. Whether that was good or bad she wasn’t exactly sure. The attraction she experienced was something she couldn’t deny, but the way he snapped at her about growing up and the accusation of being a spoiled brat still rankled.

It was almost a week before she finally did see him sitting in the crowd at the club again. When she finished her set she knew that he was likely to try and talk to her, but suddenly she was in no mood for it, fearing that it would descend into cross words between them again. As she walked to the front of the stage the idea of how to avoid him started to form in her mind and she decided to do it.

“Would you join me for a drink?” her ardent admirer asked as she signed his book yet again.

Angie smiled sweetly. “Sure, why not,” she replied.

The man’s eyes opened wide at the singer’s sudden change of heart. “My table is over here,” he said pointing towards where he was sitting.

“How about we have a chat and a drink in my dressing room,” Angie said, pointedly linking arms with the man.

“Sure, that would be great,” he said. Angie led him back stage without so much as a glance in Mathew’s direction, but hoped that the fact that she was with someone would put him off. As she and the man stepped into the dressing room, she moved across to a drinks cabinet.

“So what can I get you to drink?” she asked, looking across at him.

“Whisky if you have it,” the man replied

Angie searched through the bottles, pouring a whisky for the man and a glass of wine for herself. She moved back across the room and handed the glass over. “You certainly seem to be a big fan of mine,” she said.

“I love to hear you sing,” the man said, “and I dream about us every night.”

It seemed a strange comment and the alarm bells started to ring in Angie’s head. She suddenly wondered if she had done the right thing by using him to try and avoid Mathew. “So did you enjoy this evening’s performance,” she asked, her nervousness increasing as she saw the way the man was looking at her. She drank her wine in a couple of gulps, hoping the man would follow suit and finish his drink quickly so that she could ask him to leave. He didn’t touch his drink though.

“The performance was wonderful,” he said. He moved around the room and Angie suddenly realized she was in trouble as he locked the door. “Maybe you could show your appreciation for me being such a big fan of yours.”

“Oh look,” she said trying to appear calmer than she suddenly felt. “I should really get showered and changed. Thanks for your…”

“So don’t let me stop you,” the man said. “It would be nice to see what’s under that dress.” He moved in her direction and Angie backed away, but suddenly she was cornered as her back touched the wall. She froze and suddenly the man was on her, his hand clamped around her mouth. She could sense him fumbling with the zipper of her dress and she panicked at the thought of what was about to happen. She started to struggle, but the man slammed her against the wall and tightened his grip on her. “You better just do what I want,” he said menacingly, “if you don’t want to get hurt.” Angie was dazed from hitting her head on the wall, but she was conscious of her dress sliding to the floor, leaving her in only her bra and panties. The man grabbed at her breasts and when he pushed himself against her it was obvious just how hard he was getting. She started to struggle again, but the man didn’t stop, slamming her harder against the wall and forcing his hand down her body towards her panties.

The sudden knock on the door stopped him. “Just stay quiet or you’re dead,” he threatened and clamped his hand tighter around her mouth.

The voice of Mathew sounded through the locked door. “Can we talk Angie?” he said. She realized it was her last chance to avoid being raped and reaching up she grabbed the man’s hand from her mouth and screamed. The pain exploded in her head as the back of his hand cracked across her cheekbone. She heard the rattling of the handle and when it stopped the door suddenly crashed in. Mathew stormed into the room as the man reached into his pocket. Even in her dazed state Angie still screamed again when she saw the knife being pulled out. The man wielded it towards her, but Mathew was on him before he had the chance to use it. The two men grappled, but the man was no match for a former Navy Seal and a vicious punch to the ribs, followed by another to the head saw him drop to the floor, the knife clattering out of his reach.

The club owner was suddenly at the door of the dressing room alerted by the scream. “What the fu..,” he exclaimed.

“Call the cops,” Mathew barked out as he held the man down and the owner grabbed his mobile and dialed the emergency services.

Chapter 4

Angie just wanted to go home and forget what happened. Her head was throbbing from the assault, but she knew she was lucky that some aches and pains was all she’d suffered. She looked across the room at Mathew as he stood talking to a policeman. Her attacker had long been led away in handcuffs and she wondered just how long things were going to take before she could leave. “Can I go home?” she finally asked the cop sitting beside her.

“Do you have someone to take you?” he asked. “You really shouldn’t be driving.”

“I can see her home.” Angie looked up to see Mathew looking at her. She stood and swayed a little, but his strong grip on her arm held her up. “Is there anything else you need?” Mathew asked the cop.

“Not at the moment, but we’ll likely be in touch,” the reply came back. Mathew nodded and led Angie out of the dressing room and towards his car. She got in the passenger side and sat quietly as he drove to her home. He guided her inside and to her bedroom, helping her to sit on the bed.

“Does the cheekbone hurt?’ he asked and Angie just nodded. He moved out of the bedroom and to the kitchen, looking in the fridge to find some ice. Grabbing a small cloth he wrapped it around the ice and walked back to the bedroom. Angie was sitting where he left her, tears streaming down her face. He knelt in front of her. “It’s OK now’” he said quietly, putting the ice on her cheek. “This should help a little.” He wiped away the tears as he held the makeshift icepack in place.

“Thank you,” Angie said.

Mathew smiled but said nothing. He waited until the ice was almost melted before pulling the cloth away. “Does that make it any better?” he asked.

“A little,” she said. “Does it look bad?”

“You do kind of look like you’ve been through a few rounds with Mike Tyson,” he said. “But the bruise should fade in a couple of days. You should get some sleep.” He stood to leave the room.

“Don’t leave me alone,” Angie said looking up at him. Mathew nodded and removing his suit jacket and shoes, lay on the bed beside her and turned out the light.

“Do you really think I’m a spoiled brat?’ she asked.

“No,” he answered, “but now is not really the time to talk about it. Get some rest.”

Angie rolled across the bed towards him. She wrapped her arms around him and suddenly felt secure to have him there. “Thank you,” she said again. “For coming when you did. I shudder to think what might have…”

“Just try to get some sleep,” came back the response and she closed her eyes and tried to relax. The warmth of the body next to her was comforting and she finally sank into sleep.

Angie woke a few hours later and felt a little better. At least the throb in her head seemed to have faded a little, although she could still aware of the pain in her cheekbone. As she came a little more to her senses, her attention suddenly focused on another sensation and she was suddenly aware of the erection pressing against her butt. She turned her head but it was obvious that Mathew was sleeping, his even breathing showing no hint of any excitement. Despite her recent ordeal, Angie felt a shiver run through her body and couldn’t hold back the desire that suddenly welled up. She pushed back against the erection and Mathew stirred. He moved away, but she followed and pressed against the hardness again.

“You’re supposed to be getting some rest,” his voice said quietly.

Angie turned and cradled his face in her hands, pushing forward into a kiss. When it broke he went on.

“We shouldn’t be doing thi…” but the finger on his mouth stopped the words.

Angie moved forward and kissed Mathew again and the passion ignited between them. She slid a hand down his muscular body and fumbled with the zipper of his pants, suddenly wanting the feel of the erection.

Her hand slipped inside the opened zipper and she shuddered as her fingers wrapped around the cock and pulled it out. Mathew groaned at the soft touch of the hand stroking along his full length.

“Are you sure you…” he started, but Angie’s urgent kiss silenced him. She felt his hands caress her body and suddenly there was nothing more she wanted than to have him inside her.

Mathew’s fingers released the zipper of her dress and Angie wriggled as she worked it down her body to leave her in just her panties and bra. She continued to stroke the erection as the strong hands pulled her bra cups down and touched her nipples.

She moaned at the sensation of the fingers brushing gently back and forth over the erect nubs, pushing herself eagerly towards the touch. Mathew moved down the bed and kissed onto a soft mound, letting his lips work over the smooth skin to the nipple. He took it into his mouth, his tongue working around it and Angie sensed her desire running out of control.

She pushed on his shoulders, urging him lower and shuddered at the sensation of the kisses running down her body. They reached the top of the panties and Mathew’s lips touched the silky material. She parted her legs and the kisses worked in between, making her groan as the tongue tracing along the outline of her pussy lips.

Angie eagerly lifted her hips as she felt her panties being pulled lower. Her shudders grew stronger at the touch on her naked skin and the feel of the tongue snaking inside brought a flush of pleasure to her body.

Mathew licked inside, his tongue getting coated with the pussy wetness. He brought fingers to the erect clit and enjoyed the convulsions of Angie’s body as he stroked across it. He worked his fingers and tongue harder onto her, wanting her to lose herself in the pleasure of lovemaking.

She eagerly pushed herself against the touch, groaning at the sensation of the approaching climax. She wanted the erection inside her to bring it out and urged Mathew to make love with her. He slid back up the bed, quickly releasing his pants and pushing them down.

Angie rolled to her side and Mathew moved behind, his cock pressing against her rounded cheeks. She was breathing heavily as the erection stroked between her thighs and pushed her hand down to grab it and guide the head to her wet opening.

As Mathew thrust his hips forward the cock slid inside and Angie shuddered at the sensation of the penetration. She tried to squeeze herself around it, holding it deep inside and sensing her climax move ever nearer.

When Mathew started to thrust his hips at her, the sensation of the cock stroking against her slick pussy walls quickly drove her over the edge. The onset of the orgasm sent a burst of pleasure through her body that left her gasping for breath. Her body tensed at the peak of passion and she groaned loudly as her pussy tightened around the cock inside her, heightening the pleasure she was experiencing.

She urged Mathew to make love harder, craving the sensation of his release inside her. He started to thrust his cock into her frantically as he got caught up in the desire of the moment. He could sense the pressure in his body building to a high and when it finally got too much to hold back, he shuddered as the climax gripped his body.

His cock jerked again and again as the streams of cum suddenly flooded into Angie. She pushed herself onto the cock and squeezed herself around the hardness, shuddering as the passion reached a shattering high and then slowly faded from their bodies. When the erection pulled out of her she turned and sank into her lover’s arms, wanting to be nowhere else than lying in his embrace.

Part 2

Chapter 1

“You’ve made the right decision,” Mathew said.

Angie wasn’t altogether sure and couldn’t hold back the nerves as she looked past the driveway gates towards the large house. Three years earlier when she walked out of the home she vowed never to come back. It took the encounter with the crazed fan to make her realize that life was too short to hold a grudge forever. She turned to Mathew and smiled through the nerves.

“OK, let’s do it.”

He reached out and pressed the buzzer of the intercom at the side of the gates and when they opened he smoothly maneuvered the car up the driveway to a stop outside the home. Angie stepped out and as her mother came into view at the door of the property the bitterness seemed to drain away. She smiled as she walked up to the older woman and was embraced into a hug.

“Thank you,” her mother said to Mathew, but he just smiled and remained standing by the car.

Angie stepped inside the house and her mother led her along to the lounge. “I missed you,” the older woman said as they sat on the sofa together.

“Me too,” Angie replied and was surprised to see that she meant it. “So why did you get in touch.”

“I had a cancer scare,” her mother replied, but held up her hands when she saw the shocked look on her daughter’s face. “I’m OK, it was just a scare and turned out not to be a problem,” she went on, “but it made me realize that I might not be around forever. Not talking to you suddenly seemed…, well stupid I guess is the word.”

“I know what you mean,” Angie said but decided not to elaborate on her reason for making the effort to come back. The two women chatted for the rest of the afternoon and vowed to keep in touch from then on. When Angie finally stepped back out of the house, Mathew got out of the car and opened the door for her. They drove to her home in silence.

“Are you coming in?” she asked when he parked in the street outside her apartment.

Mathew shook his head. “I need to go.”

“Will I see you again?” Angie asked, already suspecting she wouldn’t like the answer she was about to hear.

“My job is done now,” Mathew answered without looking at her.

“So the night we spent together meant nothing to you?” she asked.

“Angie I…” he didn’t seem to know the words to use. “It’s been a long time since I was with anyone,” he finally said. “I need to sort out my own demons.”

Angie’s mind cast back to their encounter in the café and his talk of the injury he took. She wondered exactly what had happened, but the hurt look was in his eyes again and she held back from asking.

“You should go,” Mathew said. Angie stepped out of the car and watched as it disappeared into the distance, the tears slowly welling up in the corner of her eyes and rolling down her cheeks.

Chapter 2

The thrill of performance seemed to be lost in the weeks following Mathew’s disappearance from her life. She tried to forget about him, but their night of passion and her attraction towards him wouldn’t let go and constantly came to mind.

“Is everything OK?” the nightclub owner asked one night as Angie sat in her dressing room following her show. “If you need time off, I don’t have a problem with you taking it. You’ve been through a rough time lately and maybe some time off would help.”

“No,” said Angie, but she knew it was just a kneejerk response.

As she thought about it, having some time to herself didn’t seem such a bad idea and after some more cajoling from the owner she finally agreed to take a couple of weeks rest. It turned out not to be such a good idea though as it just gave her even more time to dwell on Mathew and the fact that she was missing him more than she cared to admit. She finally decided that she needed to see him again and went to see her mother.

“How did you find Mathew Ashton?” she asked as they sat drinking coffee.

“A friend told me about a security firm they used and said they might be able to assist me in finding you,” her mother answered. “I spoke to the manager and asked if there was anything he could do to help and he sent Mathew to see me.” Her eyes narrowed. “Why do you ask?”

“I kind of need to see him?” Angie confessed quietly.

“Did something happen between the two of you?” her mother asked. Angie sighed, but the whole story of how she had been attacked and saved came out. She finished by telling her mother that she spent the night with Mathew and that she couldn’t get him out of her mind.

Her mother nodded and smiled. “I guess this is partly my fault,” she said, “for sending him to find you.”

She stood and went out of the room and when she came back handed her daughter a business card.

“That’s the details of the boss of the security firm,” she said. “You should be able to get to Mathew through him.”

Angie smiled. “Thanks,’ she said, grabbing her bag to leave. “I’ll let you know what happens.”

She went to her car and looked at the address on the business card. She recognized it and decided to go straight away, not wanting to waste any time. As she started the car, her anticipation rose at the prospect that meeting Mathew again was not too far in the future.

Chapter 3

Angie’s heart sank as she sat across from the boss of the security firm and listened to what he was saying.

“Mathew doesn’t work for me anymore,” the man said. “He quit after finishing the job to find you and I haven’t heard from him since.”

“You’ve no idea where he is?” Angie asked.

The man shook his head. “I don’t keep tabs on ex-employees,” he said.

Angie sat quietly wondering what to do next. “You sent someone to track me down,” she suddenly said. “Can’t you do the same with Mathew? You must have someone I can hire to find him.”

“And do what?” the man asked.

“Just tell me where he is,” Angie replied. “All I want to do is speak to him. How much would it cost?”

“Well we normally charge fifty dollars per hour,” the man went on.

“OK, I can live with that.” Angie agreed. It seemed an expense worth paying for if it gave her the chance to see Mathew again.

The man looked at her. “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked. She nodded her head. “Give me your number then,” the man went on, “and I’ll call you when I have any information.”

Angie left the office with renewed hope that she would get to see her Navy Seal again. She had no idea what would happen when she did, but she knew she would regret it if she didn’t at least try. Her hand flew to her phone every time it rang in the next few days, but it was almost a week before the boss of the security firm contacted her and asked her to come and see him.

She opened the first piece of paper he slid across the table to her. The bill for the job came to almost eight hundred dollars. She counted out the money from her bag and pushed it back across the table. Angie felt her pulse rate jump as another piece of paper was pushed towards her. She opened it to see an address.

“You’re sure he’s there?” she asked.

“According to my operative, he’s been there for a couple of weeks,” the man answered. “It’s a cabin resort in the mountains.”

“What’s he doing there?’ asked Angie.

The man shrugged. “A vacation, taking some time out, finding himself, who knows,” he said. “You just asked me to find him.”

Angie thanked the man and finally left his office, her mind already made up to go and see Mathew straight away. She went home and packed a few belongings in a bag, wasting no time in returning to her car.

Chapter 4

The drive to the mountain resort took longer than Angie expected and the cold seeped into her bones when she finally stepped out of the car on her arrival. Walking into the reception building she sat by the fire and tried to warm herself up. Her nerves were jangling when she finally moved across to the desk and explained that she was a friend of Mathew’s and was here to see him.

The receptionist was reluctant to give out the information at first, but with a little financial incentive finally confirmed that Mathew was still staying at the resort and told Angie which of the cabins he was in. She moved back out to her car and followed the signs to the correct building.

There was no response when she knocked on the door and Angie guessed that he must have gone out. She went back to sit in her car and wait, but as the cold started to seep into her bones again she finally went back to the reception building to have something to eat and drink in the resort restaurant.

When she finally finished her meal, Angie decided to go straight back to the cabin and see if Mathew had returned. She decided just to walk and this time as she approached the cabin she couldn’t stop her nerves rise, the car parked in front of the building indicating that someone was inside. Walking up to the door of the building she took a few deep breaths and knocked.

“You don’t make yourself easy to find,” she said when the door opened.

Mathew stood silently. “How did you find me?’ he finally asked.

“I used my mother for inspiration and contacted your ex-boss for some help,” Angie replied. “He has the resources to track people down and his stubborn operatives don’t give up until the job is done. Can I come in?”

“Sure,” he replied and stood aside as Angie stepped into the room. “Would you like a drink?” Mathew asked when he closed the door.

Angie could taste how dry the nerves were making her mouth and decided that a drink seemed like a good idea. “Do you have any wine?” she asked.

“Nope, but you can have some fruit juice,” Mathew replied.

“OK,” she said and moved across to sit down on a sofa as she watched Mathew move to the refrigerator in the corner of the room and pour out a glass of fruit juice. He stepped across to her and handed over the glass, but then moved away to sit on a chair.

“So why did you come?” he asked.

“I…,” suddenly she didn’t know exactly how to start and took a sip of the fruit juice to giver herself a brief moment to think. “You once told me I would regret it if I didn’t take the chance to go and see my mother and you were right. Staying away from her over what was really a stupid fight was foolish and it lost me three years of time with her. I didn’t want to make the same mistake with you. So here I am.”

“Angie, I…” Mathew started, but went silent as she put up her hands.

“Let me finish first,” she said. “I don’t know what happened to cause your injury and what else went with that, but it’s obvious the memories hurt you. But you shouldn’t use it as an excuse for keeping us apart. I felt the passion between us that night and it’s not something you can fake. I don’t want to lose that, I don’t want to lose the chance to be with you.”

Mathew sat quietly at first. “People died because of me,” he said, “people that were my friends, my colleagues. It’s difficult to get past that.”

“But not impossible,” Angie replied. “Let me help you.” She stood up and moved across the room, caressing her hand on Mathew’s cheek as he looked up at her.

“I don’t know if…” he started but the finger on his lips silenced him.

“I want us to be together Mathew,” she said. “I don’t want to regret not trying.”

She reached for his hand and pulled him to his feet. The kiss lingered and Angie couldn’t stop the desire that welled up inside. “Where’s the bedroom?” she asked when the kiss broke. She expected Mathew to protest, but he pointed to a door and the thrill of knowing that he wanted to be with her made her shiver.

She led him across to the bedroom and pulled him inside, drawing him into an embrace after closing the door. They kissed again and it sparked off the passion between them. Angie was suddenly breathing heavily as she pulled Mathew to the bed. She fell down on it, dragging him on top of her, a shudder wracking her body at the hardness growing between them.

The kisses grew more passionate and Angie was suddenly grabbing at the buttons of Mathew’s shirt, loosening them and running her lips over the taut chest muscles. She rolled him to his back and kissed down his body, working to get the zipper and button of the pants free when she reached them.

He lifted his hips as she dragged the pants down and she couldn’t hold in the gasp as the solid erection came into view. She stroked her fingers around it, squeezing it tightly as she kissed the head of the shaft. The feel of it throbbing in her hand spurred her on and she took the cock into her mouth, wanting Mathew to enjoy the pleasure of her touch.

He moaned as she let the erection slide deeper, the warmth of her mouth surrounding the hardness as her tongue worked around it. Angie could feel his fingers caressing her hair as she stroked her lips along the erect length, the shudders wracking her body as she took him into her mouth. There was suddenly no holding back and she worked her lips along the cock with increasing speed, Mathew’s body bucking up from the bed as his desire spiraled out of control.

Angie finally backed off and moved to straddle his body, the excitement of getting him inside suddenly all she could think about. She pulled her skirt up and grabbing the edge of her panties, dragged them to the side.

Another shudder wracked her body as she lowered herself and felt the tip of the erection touch on her pussy lips. She reached under herself, wrapping her fingers around the cock and stroking it to her clit. The touch on the erect nub made her moan and she rubbed it hard against herself, the pleasure of the sensation rushing her senses.

She finally worked the head of the cock back to her wet pussy entrance and as she lowered her hips further took it inside. Mathew jolted up from the bed and the feel of the erection splitting her open and pushing in deep brought out a loud groan from them both.

Angie sat down forcefully and held herself on the erection, circling her hips to work it around inside her. She put her hands down on to Mathew’s chest and looked into his eyes. The desire she could see in them was a massive turn on.

“Promise you won’t ever leave me,” she said.

“I promise,” he replied.

Angie had no idea if it would be true and whether they were heading for a life of happiness together, but the chance that they might was all she needed to know. She started to ride the erection, wanting the pleasure of it stroking inside.

Her climax edged closer and she slid a hand down her body to stroke fingers on her clitoris. The shudders suddenly wouldn’t stop and she threw herself into the lovemaking with increasing abandon. Mathew started to buck his hips up towards her and Angie cried out at the sensation of the cock stroking on her slick pussy walls.

The burst of pleasure as the orgasm ignited brought out a louder cry of passion and her body tensed in a moment of pure bliss. As the tension broke, Angie couldn’t control the shudders which carried her up to a shattering high that had her writhing around on the hardness of the erection.

As her excitement passed she squealed as Mathew grabbed her hips and rolled her to her back. His cock remained inside and as he pushed his weight down on top of her he kissed Angie with a ferocious passion that took her breath away.

As the kiss continued, Mathew started to thrust his hips and she could sense his desire for a release. She wrapped her arms around his back and grabbed at his buttocks, pulling him into her more forcefully with each thrust.

His tempo increased as he pushed himself towards a climax and when the kiss broke, Angie nuzzled his ear, whispering dirty thoughts of how much she wanted him, how much she loved his cock using her. The dirty talk worked and with a final thrust, Mathew suddenly let out a loud cry as his excitement spilled over. The sudden stream of cum made his body tense and the tension remained as his cock continued to unload inside the soft wetness of Angie.

Mathew straightened his arms, pushing himself up and arching his back as the hard spurts continued, but they finally slowed and the climax faded from his body. He collapsed down on Angie and she caressed his head, telling him how good he made her feel. The racing of their heartbeats slowed as they recovered from the heat of the moment and they remained entwined in an embrace.

“Remember your promise,” Angie teased as Mathew rolled off her and rested beside her on the bed.

“I won’t forget,” he said, turning to smile at her. “I want things to work between us. You’re too special to lose.”

Angie grinned at the words, leaning across to plant a kiss on Mathew’s lips and then moving back a little. “So now you’re stuck with me, what do you plan to do?”

Mathew’s hand caressed her face. “Maybe we should stay in bed and discuss that.” he teased.

“That sounds like a good idea,” she shot back, unable to wipe the smile from her face.


Free Fun Zone

“You wouldn’t,” Denise exclaimed in a loud voice.

Emma couldn’t hold in the giggle as she looked at the shocked expression on her friend’s face. It was almost comical and she lifted her hands in a placating gesture.

“I’m joking…, I’m joking,” she said although her words weren’t strictly true.

“I can’t believe any woman would want to go to the Free-Fun Zone,” Denise replied and shuddered as a cold shiver trickled down her spine.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Emma said and pursed her lips for a second before going on. “From what I’ve heard, you could get anything you want there and wouldn’t need to worry about money.”

“Yeah, but you still pay for it,” Denise replied and shook her head. “You’d be nothing more than a piece of meat to men. They can do whatever they want to you there…, any time, any place. That’s the payment.”

“You’re exaggerating,” Emma said and waved off the comment. “The Free-Fun Zone is policed and it’s not like anyone is forced to go there. I’m sure there are plenty of women who fantasize about the place.”

Considering her friend’s reaction, she wasn’t about to admit she was one of them. The stories she’d heard intrigued her although she’d resisted the urge to find out if they were true for herself. Well, so far she had.

“Why are we even talking about it?” Denise complained and shook her head.

“I told you,” Emma said. “I’m heading across the border tomorrow.”

“But your sister’s place is in the neighboring city. You’ll get off the train long before the Free-Fun Zone.”

“It’s only one stop further,” Emma said and shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe I’ll go and have a look. See what it’s really like.”

“Don’t even joke about something like that,” Denise replied in a voice filled with dread. “I know you’ve always been adventurous and want to try new things, but surely you’re not that idiotic. What if you…”

“Relax,” Emma interrupted and rolled her eyes. “I told you, I’m going to see my sister.”

“Well make sure you do,” Denise said and stood up.

“Yes mother,” Emma teased her friend and giggled.

“I’m serious,” Denise insisted. “Don’t do anything foolish.”

“OK, OK, I hear you,” Emma said and got to her feet. “Are you heading home?”

“Yeah, I promised my mum I’d help her cleaning the house this evening,” Denise replied. “I better get moving.”

Emma nodded her head and they continued to chat as they made their way out of the bedroom.

“Tell your sister I asked for her,” Denise said when they reached the front door.

“I will,” Emma agreed. “I’ll give you a call when I get back.”

Denise nodded her head and smiled before leaving. Emma watched her friend for a few seconds before closing the door and heading back to her bedroom. She got a small case from the wardrobe to pack what she needed for the trip and a smirk played on her lips when she finished.

Her story of visiting her sister hadn’t been a lie. She really did intend to do that, but not until the day after tomorrow. That would give her time to have some fun although she still wasn’t sure she would go through with her plan.

She traveled to see her sister every couple of months and it always put temptation in her way. So far, she’d chickened out of going the extra stop on the train. The following day would provide a real opportunity to do just that although whether she got off was another matter altogether.

She went to sleep later on with the idea of visiting the Free-Fun Zone still playing on her mind and it was all she could think about on the bus ride the following morning. The ticket she purchased at the train station allowed her to go all the way to the end of the line and put her one step closer to following through on her plan. She went to the station shop to buy a bottle of water then made her way to the correct platform. There were a few people already waiting and the crowd of travelers swelled as the minutes ticked by.

Emma kept an eye on the time and moved to the front of the platform a few minutes before the train was due. It meant she was first to get on when it arrived and that allowed her to nab one of the unoccupied seats. She set her case on her lap as the journey got underway and a sense of anticipation took hold to make her pulse quicken.

Her nervousness only grew stronger at each stop they made until a breathless panic began to take hold. She rose to her feet when she saw they were approaching the station where she normally got off on a visit to her sister’s home. She was by the doors when the train came to a halt, but moved out of the way to let other passengers step down to the platform. The urge to do the same was there, but so was the temptation to keep going and it left her mind in turmoil.

Making a decision was taken from her when the doors closed to keep her onboard and she remained standing as the journey continued. Doubts flooded her mind and they only grew stronger when she felt the train begin to slow down again thirty minutes later. She stared out of the window to get a sight of the station they were approaching and swallowed gulping breaths when she saw the graffiti scrawled across a brick wall in large white letters.

“Free-Fun Zone,” she muttered to say the words and knew temptation was about to be put in her way like never before.

She moved aside when a couple of the other passengers came to stand by the doors. They opened when the train came to a halt and she watched as the men stepped down to the platform. She couldn’t get herself to do the same at first and it was only when she heard the audible signal showing the stop was about to end that she summoned the bravado to do so. Her nerve faltered almost immediately and she turned around, but the doors of the train slid shut to take away the chance to get back on.

“Move back from the edge of the platform,” a voice cried.

She glanced towards the sound and the sight of the uniformed man glaring at her brought color to her cheeks as she obeyed his command. The train started to move and she stood watching while it gathered speed to leave the station. When it disappeared from view, she looked around to see she was the only passenger still on the platform, so she headed towards the concourse.

Her heartbeat raced faster still until it felt like it was going to burst out of her chest. Memories of the previous day’s conversation with Denise flitted through her head. There were no women being treated like pieces of meat, however. Well, not as far as she could see. The scene around her looked completely normal, with people going about their business as they would at any train station.

“It’ll be fine,” she muttered when she came to a stop and looked around.

She caught sight of a bench, so went to sit down as she continued to inspect her surroundings. The expectation that men would come and proposition her straight away didn’t happen and her panicky apprehension began to settle down after a few minutes. In truth, nobody paid her any attention at all and her gaze finally settled on the sign for the restrooms. Getting herself to move proved harder than she imagined, however, but she wanted to do more than simply see the station. She wanted an adventure and it was there for the taking.

“Are you going to do something foolish?” she asked herself as Denise’s words from the day before flitted through her mind.

The answer was yes. She couldn’t stop herself. Getting to her feet, she headed for the restrooms and stepped inside the small room. There was no one there, so she went to a toilet cubicle and locked herself inside. She kicked off her shoes before loosening her jeans to push them down. The denim shorts below left her long legs on view and a smile played on her lips when she opened her case.

She brought out a pair of heels and dropped them to the floor, so she could put them on. They stretched out her lithe legs to make them appear longer still and the sudden rush of exhilaration came alive as she carried on getting ready. Retrieving a pair of sunglasses and a baseball cap from her case, she put them on then packed away her jeans and shoes. She let out a slow breath when she finished, but it did nothing to slow the racing of her pulse.

“Let’s do this,” she said a few seconds later and unlocked the cubicle to leave it.

She was still alone in the restroom when she went to the mirrors over the sink to check her appearance. The large sunglasses and cap helped conceal her face to an extent although she wasn’t expecting to bump into anyone she knew and didn’t really need the disguise. She felt better wearing it though, so left it in place.

Turning away from the mirror, she walked to the door to leave the restroom and her heartbeat raced faster as she made her way to the exit. There still appeared to be no one taking any notice of her. Well, as far as she could make out there wasn’t. When she got outside, she stopped to look around and caught sight of the taxi rank.

The man standing against the side of the vehicle at the head of the rank was a lot older than her, but there was no missing a smile stretching across his face when she glanced in his direction. Suddenly, she was getting the attention she’d expected and it was more of a thrill than she’d anticipated. It convinced her to move towards him and he walked around the taxi to open the passenger-side door as she approached.

“Where to?” he asked.

“Umm…,” Emma let out and an apprehensive smile played on her lips.

“First visit to the Free-Fun Zone?” the driver queried and glanced down at her legs before bringing his gaze back up.

She nodded her head.

“How long are you here for?” he asked.

“Until tomorrow,” she replied.

“You’ll need a place to stay then,” the driver said and motioned for her to get in.

Emma took a last look at the station and nervous trepidation mixed with a growing excitement. She didn’t intend to walk back inside the large building although couldn’t be sure what carrying on would get her.

That wasn’t about to stop her though. She sucked in a deep breath then stepped forward to drop down on the passenger seat. The door slammed shut before the driver walked around the vehicle to get in and turned the key in the ignition. His gaze settled on the smooth skin of her legs, but he looked up to her face when she asked the question.

“You know a place?”

“Yup,” he replied. “My cousin works as a bellhop at a hotel. I’ll take you there.”

“How much is it for the ride?”

“I’m sure we can come to an arrangement,” the driver said as he got the taxi moving.

Emma’s pulse quickened as she considered what that arrangement might be. It wasn’t until they were travelling along a busy highway that the conversation carried on.

“So, what brings you here?” the driver asked.

Emma felt the heat spread up from her neck to her cheeks and knew the visible sign of her embarrassment would show.

“I was, well…, curious,” she admitted in a hushed voice.

“To find out what the Free-Fun Zone is all about?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“Then don’t let me stop you,” the driver said and smiled as he turned his head to glance at her.

“What do you want?” she asked.

“Pretty mouth,” the driver replied and slid forward in his seat.

Emma looked at his crotch, but there was no sign of an erection showing through his pants. His comment could only mean one thing though.

“Are you going to stop somewhere?” she asked.

The man pointed out of the windscreen and she looked to see they were approaching a sign for a picnic area a few miles ahead.

“I’m sure you’ll have me ready by the time we get there,” he said.

Emma brought her gaze back to him and took off the sunglasses and cap. She was about to be more shameless than she’d ever been in her life and it was every bit as thrilling as she imagined. A tingling prickle of heat blossomed between her thighs to make her squirm in the seat as she turned slightly and reached out.

“Yeah, that’s it,” the driver said when a hand settled on the top of his thigh.

He shuffled forward a little more and Emma let her touch slide to his crotch. She could feel his cock through the material and began to brush her fingertips across it. The swell of a stranger’s erection coming to life made her shudder and she leaned closer to watch as she made the thick outline show.

“Kiss it,” the driver urged.

Emma shuffled around on the seat to get into position, so she could lean down and she felt a hand press on the back of her head right away. Not that she needed to be forced. She was living out a scene she’d fantasized about plenty of times and she held her breath as she nuzzled her lips against the stiffening outline. Fingers brushed in her hair and she heard the groan as she worked her mouth along the bulge. She finally straightened up to stare down at the driver’s crotch and wasted no time in getting her hand back to it.

“I think a girl like you is going to enjoy her time here,” he said in a breathless voice.

Emma couldn’t stop herself as she chased the adventure she craved. She grabbed at the zipper of his pants to drag it down and slid her hand through the gap.

“Do you like that?” she asked as she worked her fingers below his underpants to grip his erection.

“Yes,” he gasped when she squeezed tighter.

She fixed her gaze out of the windscreen to watch as they approached the picnic area and decided to wait before going any further, so he could concentrate on getting them safely to a parking spot. She could feel the throbbing of his lust growing fiercer when they finally made the turn. There was one other vehicle there, but no sign of anyone at the tables.

Emma pulled her hand out from the driver’s pants when he brought the vehicle to a stop. She was surprised when he opened his door, but saw what he wanted when he stayed sitting and swiveled in the seat to put his feet on the ground.

“Come around,” he told her.

She opened the passenger door to get out and looked around. As far as she could see, there was no one there. The other parked car suggested they weren’t alone though and the idea they might be watched played on her mind. It didn’t stop her walking around the taxi though and the sight of the driver stroking his erection brought her to a stop.

“Got it out for you,” he said and smirked.

Emma lifted a hand to wipe the back of it across her mouth. She was on the verge of the forbidden encounter she fantasized about and suspected it might only be the start of the fun. There was no taking her gaze from fingers stroking slowly up and down a hard length and she could feel the moist heat staining her panties. She waited until the driver pulled his hand away before stepping forward. Dropping to her knees, she shuffled closer and ran her hands along his thighs until she got them to his crotch.

“Hold on,” he said.

He loosened the button at his waist and lifted his butt to drag his pants and underwear down past his knees.

“Fuck,” Emma muttered as she stared at the way his strong erection jutted out from his groin.

The elation of him getting so hard for her made her lean in again and this time she ran her hands along naked thighs. There was no interruption now and she gripped hold of his erection with one hand, while cupping the fingers of the other around his balls. He reached out to brush a touch in her hair and she caught his gaze.

“You’re my first here,” she said and smirked as she gently massaged his balls.

“Yeah, it’s my lucky day,” he replied. “You’re gorgeous.”

Emma dropped her gaze to what she was doing as she began to stroke his cock. The grip on her hair tightened after a few seconds to show he wanted more than her hand and she let her head be pulled in until she was nuzzling her lips on the glistening tip of his erection. It got her the sound of groans and she glanced up to see his eyes were tightly shut as she pleasured him.

“So good,” he gasped.

Emma pulled her hand away from his balls and clasped firmly around the base of his stiff shaft to hold it in place as she gave him more. Being so slutty was building an excitement she couldn’t control and it pushed her on to slide her lips over the tip of his erection. She clamped them in place just below the thick head and got her tongue working on sensitive skin as she stroked her fingers up and down the rest of his length.

The grip on her hair tightened when the driver started to buck his ass up from the seat. It fucked his cock into her mouth as he took control, but he finally settled down again. That prompted her to start bobbing her head and her breath rasped out in heavy gasps as she enthusiastically stroked her lips along his stiff shaft. She came up to let spit drip onto the tip and got her hand moving to work the lubrication in.

The driver threw himself back to lie across the seats and Emma made his erection stand up from his groin before she leaned in. Wrapping her lips around his cock again, she gradually increased the pace of a blowjob until his gasping cries filled the car.

“Let me feel a deep-throat,” he urged.

Emma slowed the rhythm and started to waggle her head. She pulled her hand away as she forced her lips lower on his shaft. It took her a few attempts to control her gag reflex, but she finally managed to get her lips to balls. A hand pressed down on the back of her head to hold her in place and the ripple of exhilarated panic came alive when she couldn’t catch a breath. It made her force her head up.

“Too much,” the man gasped.

His excited words pushed her on to finish things and she got her hand working frantically to slide it up and down as she bobbed her head in a quickening rhythm until his body went rigid. She knew what it meant and clamped her lips tightly around hard flesh just before his ass jolted up. A powerful gush of sticky cum erupted and she glanced up to hold his gaze as she let him empty his balls into her mouth.

His shuddering movements became more extreme as he completely lost control, but his excitement finally peaked and he slumped down to the seats. Emma held his gaze as she parted her lips slightly to let some of the thick white slide out and run down his still-throbbing length.

“Dirty girl,” he said.

He made no effort to stop her though and continued to watch until she backed off. She opened her mouth to show the white on her tongue before gulping it down. He scrambled up to a sitting position and there was a surprise to him pulling her to a kiss, but she didn’t stop it and saw the smile on his face when it ended.

“You’ve more than earned your ride,” he said as he straightened his clothes. “Let’s get you to your hotel.”

Emma stood up to walk around the vehicle and saw he was on the phone when she got in the passenger seat.

“That’s your room sorted,” he said when he finally hung up the call.

Emma smiled at him, but said nothing as the journey got underway again. The tingle of heat was still there between her thighs, but she suspected that wouldn’t be the case for much longer when they arrived at the hotel. She saw the bellhop approaching the taxi and knew it was the driver’s cousin right away. It seemed like she was being passed along, but that only served to heighten the euphoria she was feeling.

“Enjoy your stay,” the driver said. “My cousin will take good care of you.”

She said nothing as she reached to the back seat to grab her case and the door was being opened when she turned to it.

“Welcome,” the bellhop said and held out his hand.

Emma smiled as she grabbed her sunglasses and cap from the dashboard before handing him the case and getting out of the vehicle. She moved out of the way to let him step forward and took the opportunity to check him out when he leaned in to have a quick word with his cousin.

He was closer in age to her and there was no missing how tightly the smart uniform clung to a muscular frame. Her gaze slid to the way the material stretched over a taut butt and a smile played on her lips. She’d definitely made the right choice to visit the Free-Fun Zone and she was sure things were about to get even more interesting.

“This way,” the bellhop said when he straightened up.

Emma followed as he led the way to the hotel entrance. He held the door open for her to walk inside first and she looked around an impressively decorated lobby. It was a place she probably couldn’t afford to stay if payment was by cash or credit card, but she suspected they wouldn’t be needed on this occasion. She suddenly wondered if her attire was appropriate for such a classy place though and looked down at her t-shirt, denim shorts and heels.

“Is what I’m wearing OK?” she asked.

A smile played on the bellhop’s lips as his gaze slid from head to toe then all the way back up again.

“Looks perfect to me,” he replied.

It wasn’t exactly the answer she wanted, but was a sign that her outfit wouldn’t be a problem. She couldn’t change into something else until she got to the room anyway, so asked another question.

“Do I need to check in?”

“I’ve done that for you already,” he said. “Follow me.”

“OK,” Emma replied.

They walked to the elevator and the doors opened straight away to let them step inside. She watched as the button for the fourth floor was pressed and was aware of the gaze on her when the doors closed.

“I informed the manager of your arrival,” the bellhop said. “He’d like you to join him and his wife for dinner this evening.”

The surprise showed on Emma’s face.

“Really?” she asked.

“Yeah, they’re a nice couple,” the bellhop said. “You’ll like them.”

“Is the meeting how I’ll pay for my stay?” she asked.

The smile on his face seemed to suggest it was, but he said nothing. She was about to repeat her question although didn’t get the chance to when the elevator stopped at the fourth floor. The bellhop was on the move as soon as the doors opened and led the way along to a room.

“This is really nice,” Emma said when she followed him inside.

It was certainly the most luxurious hotel room she’d ever stayed in and she walked across to throw herself down on the large bed. The bellhop closed the door and moved over to a table.

“I’ll leave your case here,” he said.

Emma rolled her head to look at him and knew he wasn’t about to leave. Her pulse quickened as he approached the bed.

“You’re going to take your tip?” she said.

“Uh-huh,” he replied.

She brought a hand to her chest as she watched him remove his jacket then unbutton his shirt. Her gaze followed his hands and it got her the sight of a smooth, toned torso. She scrambled up to sit at the bottom of the bed when he stepped closer and it allowed her to kiss on a rippling six-pack.

“I didn’t realize bellhops got so fit,” she joked when she glanced up.

“Carrying bags is hard work,” he replied.

Emma leaned forward to caress her lips on taut muscles again and brought her hand up to press it against his crotch. She could feel he was already getting hard and the rush of excitement hit harder than before. When she backed off, she reached out to his pants. Her hands were smacked away before she got the chance to loosen the zipper and she gasped when a shove on her shoulder pushed her upper body down to the bed.

A touch on her knees spread them apart and she shuddered as the bellhop dropped down in between. It seemed she was about to receive rather than give and it made her tense up as the anticipation gripped hold. The bottom of her t-shirt was shoved up to bare her belly and she trembled when kisses played on her naked skin.

In a matter of seconds, her breasts were exposed to hungry lips and she groaned when they slid to a nipple. She wrapped her hands around the bellhop’s head to hold him on her as his tongue got to work and the rush of pleasure grew stronger when his teeth grazed across her stiffening bud. It made her buck up and her back stayed arched as his mouth moved back and forth across her chest to pleasure her.

“More,” she gasped and pushed his head lower to show what she wanted.

It was her using him, but she knew that wouldn’t last long. She lifted her butt up as her denim shorts were loosened to drag then from her and the way her panties were ripped down her thighs made her gasp. When they were taken off, she was left wearing nothing but a pair of heels and it was the sexiest moment of her life. She splayed her legs wider apart and the bellhop took the invitation.

Emma let out a stifled squeal when a rasping lick swept along her pussy lips. The pulse of pleasure made her writhe around and she grasped the bedcovers to hold on as the bellhop buried his head between her thighs. The way his tongue found her clitoris set her passion alight and she thrust towards the touches as they started to drive her crazy.

Her head pressed back onto the mattress as the growing tension gripped her body, but she collapsed back down when the touches were taken from her. She wasn’t about to complain though and scrambled all the way onto the bed as she watched the bellhop get to his feet. Her gaze slid to his crotch as he pushed his pants and underwear down and she got a sight of how big his erection was when he straightened up.

He threw himself onto the bed right away and she was trapped in place when his weight came on top of her. There was no catching her breath when his lips found hers and she willingly spread her legs to let him drop in between. His erection pressed against her thigh and she let out a whimpering groan when the kiss ended.

The bellhop pushed himself up on straight arms and Emma looked down between their bodies to the way the head of his erection settled in place against her slick entrance. His gaze met hers when he eased forward to stretch her pussy lips open. The suddenness of a hard thrust gave her his full length and his mouth came down on hers again as the grinding moments of his hips made his stiff shaft move around inside.

It was clear he was going after his own pleasure now and her body was rocked by powerful thrusts when the kiss ended. She reached up to sink her fingernails in his bulging biceps and hung on as his muscular body hammered between her naked thighs. It pounded his erection into her wet cunt in a relentless onslaught that took her to the very edge of orgasm and finally sent her crashing over it.

Her body went rigid for the merest of moments before she was engulfed in hot shudders that left her desperately gasping for breath. It made her fingernails sink deeper into his flesh as he pushed himself on until he lost control. His weight dropped down to trap her in place as he drove his full length inside a final time and the tension in his body was released when his body bucked.

His groan was loud as the pleasure of the climax took hold and he tried to fuck his erection deeper still into the silky softness of wet pussy as he filled it with his hot seed. Emma writhed around under him as her excitement came to a high and she could feel the jerking movements of his cock inside her as he gave her everything.

His head came down on her shoulder when the strong climax finally melted away and it left her pinned to the bed. He was quick to get up though, but she stayed where she was as she watched him get dressed. She kept her legs spread wide and slid a hand between her thighs to brush touches across the cum sliding from her pussy. It brought him to a stop when he glanced towards her and she raised her knees to splay her legs wider apart as she continued to play. She was being bad, but there was no doubt he was enjoying the show she was giving him.

“Did you enjoy your tip?” she teased him and lifted her hand to lick to white from her fingertips.

A smile spread across his face, but it wasn’t an answer to the question he gave when he spoke.

“I’ll come and get you at eight…, wear a skirt.”

“For dinner with the manager?” Emma asked.

He nodded before walking to the door and leaving. A smile played on her lips as she lay looking around the luxurious room. It was hers until the following day, so she closed her eyes to get some rest. It turned into a few hours of sleep when the tiredness of the day caught up with her and she saw it was almost six o’clock when she woke.

Getting up, she went into the bathroom to have a shower and switched on the television when she returned. It brought some sound into the room while she got herself ready for the evening meeting and she was drinking a beer when she heard the knock.

“How do I look?” she asked when she opened the door.

The smile on the bellhop’s face gave her the answer she wanted and she grabbed the collar of his uniform to pull him down to a kiss. He backed out of it quickly though.

“The manager and his wife are waiting,” he said. “Get your key.”

Emma did so and followed along to the elevator. No more was said on the ride to the top floor and she was led out of the elevator when the doors opened. The ripple of apprehension grew stronger as they made their way along to the restaurant then walked over to a table. She hadn’t really known what to expect, but it wasn’t the attractive couple she found herself staring at.

“This is the new guest,” the bellhop said to introduce her.

Emma felt the prickle of embarrassment that he didn’t even know her name and she didn’t know his. It was the same with the taxi driver and she suspected it would be no different with the hotel manager and his wife.

“Nice to meet you,” the manager said and smiled.

“You too,” Emma replied as she reached out to shake his hand then his wife’s.

“If that’s all, I’ll leave you to…,” the bellhop started, but he didn’t get the chance to finish when the wife interrupted him.

“No, you stay here,” she insisted and grabbed his arm to make him stand beside her.

The fact there was no cutlery or plates on the table gave Emma the clue the menu consisted of only one thing and it was her. A glance around the restaurant revealed the attention of everyone on her. It seemed a show was about to be put on and she was the star attraction. She tensed when the hotel manager stood up, but did nothing to stop him pulling her to an embrace.

He grabbed her hair to tilt her face up and his lips found the curve of her throat. She was being wilder than ever before and the fact she was about to let herself be used in public brought a mix of shame and excitement. Both made her wet and she forced herself forward to rub her belly against the manager’s groin. It had the desired effect and she could feel the swelling of his erection.

He continued to sweep kisses across her throat as he slid his hands down her back and she caught on to why she’d been told to wear a skirt. The material was inched up until her panties were on show and he slid his hands under them to grope her ass. It made her hips jut forward against the growing hardness and she was caught up in another rush of exhilaration.

“Nice,” the wife said.

Emma glanced over her shoulder and realized the comment wasn’t about her being groped. She got another sight of the bellhop’s cock as slender fingers teased it erect and there was no taking her gaze from the dirty sight.

It seemed the manager wasn’t the only one who wanted to play and her attention returned to him when his fingers dug harder into her flesh. He pressed his mouth down roughly on hers as he slid a touch between her thighs and the moist heat of her arousal seemed to give him a hunger for more.

“Over the table,” he said when he pulled his hands out from under her panties.

Emma shuddered at the prospect of being taken again and this time there was an audience. She glanced around to see all eyes were still on her and there was something about the way she was being watched that made her want to be bad.

“Anything you say,” she said when she returned her attention to the hotel manager.

She was about to move when she saw him lower the zipper of his pants.

“Let me,” she told him and stepped forward.

He pulled his hand from his crotch to let her slip her fingers through the gap and she worked a touch beneath his underwear to grip his erection. It reminded her of the taxi ride and a shiver trickled down her spine as she squeezed tightly to feel the pulse of hot blood. She glanced towards the two on the other side of the table to see the bellhop was now fully erect and enjoying the touch of an older woman.

Tightening her grip, she pulled the manager’s cock out of his pants and looked down to watch as she copied the actions of his wife. She gasped when he dragged her hand away and manhandled her over the table. It put her face inches from the bellhop’s erection and a feminine laugh rang out as cock was spanked on her mouth.

“Did he take his tip for carrying your bags?” the wife asked.

“Yes,” Emma admitted.

“And now you’re paying for your room.”

Emma’s lips parted as hard cock continued to spank on them. Hands slipped under the hem of her skirt and she closed her eyes as the manager’s touch slid up the back of her thighs to grab her panties. They were yanked partway down her legs before her skirt was hitched up around her waist to bare her bottom. The rough, groping touch of fingers sinking into her flesh made her shudder and she heard the growing murmur of excitement from the watching crowd.

“Fuck her hard, darling,” the wife urged in an excited voice.

The words spurred the manager on to thrust forward and Emma gasped as her legs were trapped against the edge of the table. Cock continued to spank on her lips as grinding touches pressed on her naked ass. She could feel the throb of an older man’s lust as his erection slipped between her buttocks to rub on her puckered skin and she couldn’t believe just how much she wanted the touch.

It made her push back and the manager grabbed her hips to hold on as he continued forcing himself against her. When he finally relented, Emma knew what it meant. His foot knocked between hers to make her spread her legs wider and she felt the tip of his erection slide along the crease of her ass then slip between her thighs to nudge against her slick opening.

“Show me how much you want it,” he said and spanked his hand on ass.

The flare of pain made Emma gasp loudly, but she gave him what he wanted by pressing her hands against the table to push back. His groan was loud as she impaled herself on his stiff shaft and there was no doubt the sound was a turn on for his wife.

Slender fingers began to stroke along the bellhop’s stiff length to a faster rhythm and Emma couldn’t take her eyes from the sight as she rocked her body to fuck her pussy onto hard cock. The manager arched his back to hold himself steady, but it wasn’t long before she wasn’t giving him enough.

Her gasp was loud as he slammed her against the edge of the table. She kept her eyes open as she watched the cock in front of her face being stroked, but it was the grip on her hips that really caught her attention. Fingers sank into her flesh to make her wince and she was trapped in place as the thrusts of the man behind began to crash against her. The murmur of excitement around them grew louder and she heard the voice of the wife urging her husband on.

The table shook as he threw himself at her in a growing frenzy. The excitement of the moment began to overwhelm him and the way his cock drove deep into her slick depths over and over again left Emma gasping for breath.

“Open your mouth wide,” the wife ordered.

Emma obeyed immediately and the imminent mouthful she was about to receive seemed to excite the manager even more. His hips jabbed forward relentlessly as he pushed himself all the way and it took her with him. Her body tensed in the moment before orgasm and the sound of the bellhop’s loud groan set her off.

She began to writhe around as shooting spurts of cum splashed her lips and the sight of it was too much for the manager. He slammed her against the table to trap her in place as he let go and his loud groans matched those of the bellhop as both men gave her everything.

Emma’s excitement came to a high as she was used like a slut and her body tensed in a final flourish of hot pleasure as the orgasm came to an end. Her head flopped down to the table when the bellhop’s release finished, but she was held in place as the manager continued to buck against her ass until his climax faded.

She didn’t have the strength to squeal when his hand clapped on her ass and it was all she could do to get out a breath as she swallowed a sticky load. A grip on her arm dragged her up when the manager’s spent erection pulled out and she saw the smile on his face when she was spun around.

“Enjoy the rest of your stay,” he said. “And be sure to come back. You’re always welcome here.”

Emma grabbed at her panties to pull them up and looked around as she licked the cum from her lips. All eyes were still on her and she felt the shame welling up. It made her head for the elevator and she was still waiting for it to arrive when the bellhop caught up.

“Does his wife use you a lot?” she asked.

“She usually gives me more than a handjob,” he replied.

“I thought it was men who used women here,” Emma said.

The bellhop shrugged his shoulders and smiled as he spoke.

“She’s the boss’s wife. It’s not like I can say no to her and, to be honest, I don’t really want to. Look what it got me tonight.”

The ping signaled the arrival of the elevator and stopped Emma from responding to the comment. When the doors opened, she followed the bellhop inside and couldn’t resist. Her shove crashed him against the wall and she threw her head forward to bring their lips together. She knew she was giving him the taste of his cum when she forced her tongue into his mouth, but the kiss only grew more passionate as their bodies came together.

It wasn’t until another loud ping rang out that she backed off and she glanced at the wall panel to see they were at the fourth floor. The doors opened to let her step out to an empty hallway, but she turned and held out an arm to stop them closing again.

“What time until you finish?” she asked.

“Not until midnight.”

“That’s a long day for you,” Emma went on and winked. “Will you need some rest when you finish work?”

“Never can sleep right away,” the bellhop said.

“Well, maybe you’ll find a way to release some tension,” Emma replied and pulled her arm away.

They stared at each other until the closing doors of the elevator broke the eye contact and she was in no doubt he’d turn up at midnight. Moving along to her room, she let herself in and walked over to throw herself down on the bed.

“Fucking hell,” she let out under her breath.

The flicker of shame was there again when she thought of what she’d just done, but she knew she’d do it again. Being watched as she was fucked over the table was a dirty thrill. She could still almost feel the manager on her and the taste of the bellhop was in her mouth. A shudder rippled through her and images of the scene in the restaurant played on her mind when she closed her eyes. The night was far from over, however, and the thought of that brought a smile to her face.

“Bad, bad girl,” she said when she rolled to the side of the bed and dropped her feet to the floor.

That’s exactly what she planned to be for the rest of her day in the Free-Fun Zone. Getting to her feet, she undressed as she crossed the room and she was naked when she walked in the bathroom.

The hot water felt good when she got in the shower and she tilted her face up to it for a short while before grabbing the soap to wash herself clean of the sex she just enjoyed. Thoughts of it continued to play on her mind as she remained under the cascade of jets, but she knew the fun wasn’t over for the day. The bellhop would definitely come to the room. She was one hundred percent sure of that and it would get her in bed with him again.

When she finally stepped out of the shower, she dried herself although didn’t bother putting on any clothes when she left the bathroom. She switched off the lights, got a beer from the mini-bar and walked across the room to open the curtains. Nothing overlooked the hotel, but she could see people passing by on the street below.

She stayed standing where she was for a while to gaze out the window at the scene around her, but eventually got bored and closed the curtains again before moving back to the bed. She grabbed the remote to switch on the television and found a film to watch as she drank the beer. It passed the time as she waited, but she eventually switched the television off as the time approached midnight.

Getting under the covers, she lay in the darkness with her eyes closed. She wasn’t tired at all though and she could feel the beat of her pulse growing stronger as the anticipation of another encounter with the bellhop approached. When the sound of his arrival came to her, she remained still.

She guessed he’d have a master keycard to let himself into the room, so she didn’t answer the knock on the door. Her pulse ran faster still as she held her breath and she slowly let the air back out when she heard the door opening. It showed she was correct and the light from the hallway gave her a glimpse of his face before she closed her eyes to pretend she was sleeping.

The door closed to plunge the room back into darkness and she could hear the bellhop stripping as he crossed the room. She kept her breathing regular when the covers lifted to let him slip into the bed beside her and his slow movements showed he was trying not to disturb her.

There was an excitement to the moment that went beyond anything she’d felt before and she was sure the bellhop would notice the racing of her heartbeat. Her body tensed when his fingertips touched lightly on her lower back then slowly slid lower to get to her bottom. She fought the urge to squirm around when a caress slid along the crease of her ass.

The illicit touch was making her wet and she could hear the harsher breathing of the man behind as a finger slowly began to wiggle its way between her rounded cheeks. She’d never indulged in any anal play before, but it seemed that was on the bellhop’s mind and she heard a gasp when his fingertip pressed on her asshole. There was no controlling the instinctive pulsing of her muscles, but she still remained motionless.

The game was turning her on even more and it was only when the pressure increased on her asshole that her pretence of sleeping finally slipped. Her gasping giggle came out as she jabbed her hips forward to make his finger slide out from between her cheeks.

“Dirty pervert,” she said and laughed. “You were going to fuck me in my sleep.”

“Come on,” he urged and grabbed hold to pull her back to him.

She felt the hardness of his erection being trapped against her naked butt as their bodies came together and his grip tightened to stop her pulling away.

“Please,” he said and thrust forward to press his erection into the crease of her ass. “I’ve had your cunt and mouth. Let me have this too.”

Emma could feel the throbbing against her asshole and squeezed her eyes tightly shut. She was getting wetter and her chest heaved as the dirty delight of the moment came alive.

“Maybe I’ll just take what I want,” the bellhop said. “Remember, you’re in the Free-Fun Zone.”

The grip tightened on Emma’s hips, but she pulled free of it and turned quickly to roll on top of him. She grabbed his wrists and he didn’t struggle as she pinned them down to the mattress. Wriggling around got her pussy pressing on his erection and her hips gyrated as she rubbed herself against him.

“Third time today you’ve got hard for me,” she said.

“You do have that effect on me,” he replied.

She let out a hushed laugh as she hung her head down until her lips were brushing on his. The feel of the throbbing hardness rubbing against her mound gave her shivers and her breath came out raggedly.

“Do I get what I want?” he asked.

“I thought you were just going to take it,” she teased him before crushing her lips harder against his.

The flare of passion was breathtaking and the way he forced his butt up from the bed to grind against her left her shuddering when their lips parted.

“Maybe I will,” he said.

Emma squealed as he yanked his wrists free of her grip. In an instant, his hands were on her hips to roll her to the side and she found herself on her back looking up at him. She decided to make him work for it, so fought the grip on her hip when he tried to make her turn onto her belly. It was only delaying the inevitable though. He was too strong for her and she pressed her face down into the covers when his weight came down on the back of her thighs.

Her hair was swept aside and she let out a muffled whimper when kisses played on the nape of her neck. They slowly began to slide down her spine and the weight lifted from her as the bellhop got up on all fours. It meant she could roll onto her back again, but she didn’t want to. The soft caress of his lips trailing down the curve of her spine was setting her body alight and she squeezed her thighs tightly together when she lifted her head.

“Too good,” she groaned.

“It gets better,” he told her.

She buried her face back in the covers when a rough grip spread her buttocks to let his tongue sweep across her puckered skin. There was no holding in the whimpering groans as licks swirled around her tight hole. It made her hips buck up as the unexpectedly delicious bliss of the forbidden touch came alive and she pawed at the covers. She lifted her head to start begging, but wasn’t sure what for.

The grip on her buttocks being released made her gasp, but the bellhop’s hands slid under her hips. He easily dragged her ass up in the air and she grabbed hold of the covers when he got in position behind her.

“I’ve never done this,” she gasped.

“A virgin hole for me then,” the bellhop replied.

His finger slipped between her buttocks to brush across her lubricated asshole, but he wanted it wetter. Emma squealed when a spank landed on her ass.

“Show me,” he ordered.

“No, please,” she gasped. “Don’t make me.”

The refusal got her another spank and the sting of agony stiffened her muscles. It made her relent before his hand came down on her ass again. Pressing her face into the covers, she reached back to grip her buttocks and spread them. It was the dirtiest thing she’d ever done for a boy and she groaned when fingers slipped between her thighs to plunge inside her pussy.

The bellhop stirred them around to get them soaked before pulling them out and sliding them to asshole. Emma shuddered as her tiny, puckered hole was lubricated with her own pussy wetness and the same thing was done two more times before a finger settled in place.

“No,” she groaned, but her actions didn’t match her words as she pushed back.

The slipperiness on the bellhop’s finger helped it ease past the clenching tightness and Emma’s back arched tightly as the dirty delight of the penetration took hold. She cried out as the touch fucked knuckle-deep inside and there was no pretending she didn’t like it.

A smack on her butt made her muscles contract and the pleasure intensified as her asshole pulsed around the finger. Her breath came rasping out as the touch was slowly eased back out and the way her asshole closed up took her breath.

“Fuck.., fuck,” she gasped through gritted teeth.

“Want it again,” the bellhop asked as he slid his fingers back in pussy.

Emma pressed her mouth down against the bed to muffle the sound of her agreement. There was an embarrassment to wanting his attention as badly as she did, but there was no denying it. She pulled harder on her buttocks when he settled his finger in place again. Her cry was loud when the resistance of her asshole was easily breached.

“Yeah, I think you like this,” he said as he fucked his slippery finger into tight asshole.

“Make me cum first,” she gasped. “You can do whatever you want with me then.”

She let go of her ass cheeks to get a hand between her thighs and her head reared up when she stroked fingertips to her slick entrance. The bellhop began to work his hand to a faster rhythm and she gasped as the spasms of her muscles grew stronger. Her buttocks clenched tightly when she slid three fingers into her pussy and held them deep inside.

A spank cracked on her butt to bring a sting of pain to the pleasure and her neck stretched out as she lost herself to the sensations accosting her body. She still wanted more and began to finger-fuck her pussy to take herself all the way.

The movements of the bellhop’s hand slowed, but it gave her more as his finger began to slide all the way out to let her asshole close up before he forced it in again. The delicious torment was too much and the juddering contractions of her body grew stronger until she couldn’t hold back.

Pulling her fingers out of her pussy, she circled them frantically on her clitoris until her body tensed in a moment of still. The bellhop plunged his finger deep to send her crashing over the edge and she let out a loud cry as the hot burn of orgasm ripped through her body. The way her asshole pulsed around the stiff penetration made the pleasure all the more potent and she convulsed uncontrollably as she was overwhelmed.

She pushed her face down into the covers to muffle her cries and felt the finger pull out of her asshole before her climax ended. A grip on her hips showed her what was coming and she gasped for breath as the power drained from her body. It left her trembling as the tip of the bellhop’s erection settled in place.

“Too big,” she gasped.

He wasn’t about to be denied what he wanted though. Sliding his fingers just below the head of his stiff shaft, he forced the tip against asshole to stretch it open until the pop of submission let it slide inside.

Emma started to squirm as she was pulled back and her hair was grabbed to yank her head up as she was impaled on every hard inch of the bellhop’s erection. It left her panting for breath and she squealed when a spank made her muscles spasm.

She heard the bellhop’s loud groan as her asshole rippled around his erection. He spanked her again before clamping his hands onto her hips. He then began to slowly rock his body to fuck his cock into asshole, but his movements gradually became more forceful and Emma’s mouth opened wide as he threw himself at her.

His body began to crash against her butt as he ravaged her asshole with a passion that brought him closer to a climax until he was fighting against it. He wanted the moment to last, but the craving for a release from the growing pressure in his balls was too strong. His fingers latched onto Emma’s hips tighter as he pulled himself onto her until it was too much.

He thrust forward a final time to bury his cock deep in the soft, velvety tightness and his groan of pleasure was loud as he let go to fill asshole with cum. The gushing spurts made his body convulse and he held on tightly to keep their bodies locked together until his balls were emptied. The power slowly drained from his body as the climax melted away and he slumped forward as he gasped for breath.

Emma closed her eyes to enjoy the dying throbs inside her asshole, but his cock finally slipped out and she collapsed down to the bed. She groaned when he dropped on top of her and it was a few seconds before he rolled off.

“What time do you leave tomorrow?” he asked after a short while of silence.

“Whatever time I feel like,” Emma replied and laughed. “I have to be at my sister’s home by lunchtime, but it’s only thirty minutes on the train.”

“I have a moped,” he told her. “Just come down to reception and wait for me. I’ll give you a ride to the station.”

“Yeah, sure,” she said and rolled closer to rest her head on his chest. It seemed like a sensible idea and would mean she could get to the station, without having to use her body to pay for a taxi again.

“Will that be the last I see of you?” he asked.

“Maybe,” she said and let out a hushed laugh.

They both knew she’d be back and that she’d come looking for him. One adventure in the Free-Fun Zone would lead on to more and she closed her eyes to enjoy the end of a long day she was never going to forget.


A Boyfriend to Share

“Can I tell you something?” Kylie asked.

“Yeah, sure,” Melinda replied as she looked across the table.

She could see her friend was acting in a slightly skittish manner and the way Kylie glanced around the small coffee shop unnerved her slightly.

“Did something happen?” she went on.

“No, no,” Kylie blurted out and her gaze dropped down to the cup in front of her before coming back up. “Well…, yes.”

“What?” Melinda asked.

“Promise you won’t think I’m weird,” Kylie said.

Melinda brought a hand up to her mouth as she let out a sniggering guffaw.

“How am I supposed to do that?” she teased playfully. “We’ve been friends since kindergarten. I already know you’re weird.”

“Yeah, funny,” Kylie shot back and put a look of mock disapproval on her face. “You haven’t heard what I’m about to say.”

“It can’t be that bad.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Kylie said and pursed her lips. “Some would say it is and plenty of others probably not. It’s certainly not a mainstream activity.”

Melinda frowned as she stared at her friend. All they’d been doing was talking about Kylie’s new boyfriend, Harry, so the strange turn in the conversation left her a little perplexed.

“OK, go on then,” she said. “Tell me.”

“Promise you won’t say anything about it.”

It was Melinda’s turn to put a look of disapproval on her face.

“You know me,” she said. “Anything we share is held in the strictest confidence.”

“Just promise,” Kylie insisted and glanced around the small coffee shop again.

Melinda did the same, but the lunchtime crowds had dispersed. There was only one other occupied table and it was on the other side of the place.

“OK, I promise,” she said when she returned her attention to her friend. “So, come on, spit it out.”

Kylie leaned forward and lowered her voice.

“You know I told you I went to the cinema with my new boyfriend on Saturday night.”

“Yup,” Melinda replied.

“Well, it was a lie,” Kylie went on. “We went to a party.”

Melinda’s nose wrinkled as she screwed up her face.

“That’s it,” she said in a slightly confused voice. “I just promised to keep it a secret that you went to a party with your boyfriend instead of the cinema. You are weird.”

Kylie waved off the cheeky retort.

“I haven’t finished yet,” she said. “This was no ordinary party. Have you heard about swingers?”

The comment made Melinda’s jaw drop, but it was a few seconds before she got over the slight shock of what her friend was obviously telling her.

“You’re kidding me,” she said.

Kylie shook her head.

“Harry talked me into it,” she admitted. “And Saturday wasn’t the first time.”

“Bloody hell,” Melinda let out. “You went to a swinger’s party.”

“Keep your voice down,” Kylie hissed.

Melinda glanced around, but her voice hadn’t been loud enough to catch the attention of the owner behind the counter or the customers at the other table. She let out a slow breath as she brought her gaze back to her friend.

“Sorry,” she said in a quieter voice. “How did you let him talk you into that?”

A smile flashed across Kylie’s face.

“To be honest, he really didn’t have to try too hard,” she confessed. “I was curious as soon as he brought up the idea of doing it.”

“Is he a pervert?”

“Well, if he is, I am too,” Kylie answered.

Melinda leaned back in her chair as she stared at her friend. She was shocked by the revelation, but there was no ignoring that it wasn’t all she felt. A flutter of heat made her want to squirm on the seat, but she stopped herself from doing it. Her curiosity was piqued and she couldn’t stop herself asking the obvious question.

“What did you do?”

Kylie felt the flush of warmth on her face and brought her hand up to a cheek she knew would be reddening. Her voice was lower still when she answered.

“I let Harry take me from behind while there were other guys watching,” she said.

Melinda narrowed her eyes.

“Just watching?” she asked.

“Well…,” Kylie answered, but didn’t go on.

It wasn’t necessary. Melinda understood that the other men didn’t simply watch the sex. She couldn’t quite believe what she was hearing, but the prickle of heat grew stronger as the image of her friend being used flitted through her mind.

“I can’t believe you did it,” she said.

“Yeah, you’re not the only one,” Kylie replied. “It’s not something I saw myself doing, but I got so turned on and, well…, things just got out of hand. I couldn’t stop myself.”

Melinda shook her head, but a smile spread across her face.

“What else did you do?” she asked.

Kylie picked up her cup to finish her coffee then looked at her watch.

“It’s time to head back to college,” she said.

“Fuck that,” Melinda hissed. “You can’t come out with this revelation then not tell me more.”

“This isn’t the time or place,” Kylie said. “Come around to my house after college. My parents are going out for a meal after work, so they won’t get home until late. We’ll have the place to ourselves and I’ll tell you all about it.”

Melinda was surprised at how disappointed she felt at having to wait to hear more, but she glanced at her watch to see lunchtime was almost over. They really did need to get back to college for afternoon lectures, so she picked up her glass to finish her juice. As soon as she put it back down, Kylie got up to lead the way to the door. Nothing more about what they just discussed passed between them on the short walk back to college and they parted ways when they got there.

Trying to focus her attention on what she was being taught proved difficult for Melinda as the day progressed. Her mind kept wandering back to the conversation in the coffee shop. She never would have expected Kylie to get involved in the swinging scene, but there was no pretending that being told about it hadn’t excited her. It made her look forward to hearing more stories and that was the thought on her mind when the last lecture of the day came to an end.

She was quick to pack her belongings in her bag, so she could leave the classroom and make her way to the building exit. When she reached the main gates, she decided to hang around for a while to see if Kylie made an appearance. It didn’t happen though and she finally gave up waiting to head in the direction of her friend’s house. The fifteen minute walk came to an end when she rang the doorbell, with the prospect of hearing more about the swinger’s party giving her butterflies.

“Hey,” Kylie said when she opened the door.

Melinda frowned as she stared at the bathrobe her friend was wearing.

“Did I get you out of the shower or something?” she asked.

“Nope,” Kylie said and glanced down to what she was wearing before bringing her gaze back up. “Come on in.”

Melinda didn’t press the matter of the robe and stayed silent as she walked inside then waited for the door to be closed.

“Go up to my bedroom,” Kylie said.

Melinda nodded before turning to lead the way to the staircase and making her way up to the first floor of the property. She was about to get the conversation going when she walked in the bedroom, but the words died on her lips when she realized she and Kylie weren’t the only two there. Her nerves flared and there was no need to ask who the shirtless boy lying on the bed was.

“This is Harry,” Kylie said to introduce her boyfriend. “I thought it was time he met my best friend.”

“Hi,” Harry said casually and smiled as he lifted a hand in greeting.

“Oh, umm…, hi,” Melinda replied tentatively as she stared at what she could only describe as a gorgeous face.

Her gaze slid lower to a strapping, naked chest. A metal crucifix adorned Harry’s neck and a hint of white briefs could be seen above the waistband of his jeans. It gave him a sexy appearance, with the dark stubble on his face providing the hint of a bad boy vibe. Melinda could definitely see what her friend found attractive and she brought her gaze back to Kylie when she spoke.

“I thought it would just be the two of us.”

“Yeah, that was the plan, but Harry called and wanted to see me,” Kylie replied.

“You should have let me know,” Melinda went on. “We could have met up another time.”

“I thought you wanted to know about the party Harry and I went to,” Kylie said as she moved across the room to sit on the bottom of the bed.

“Well, yeah, I did,” Melinda said and felt the heat spread across her face. “I don’t want to get in the way of you and Harry though.”

“You’re not in the way,” Kylie said and laughed. “I explained that we’ve known each other since Kindergarten and are close enough to share everything. Harry liked the idea of that.”

Melinda glanced at the boy lying on the bed and saw the smile. It suddenly dawned on her what was being suggested and it made her take a step back.

“Oh, wait…,” she let out as her gaze flitted back and forth between the two people on the bed. “You can’t be serious.”

“Isn’t he gorgeous,” Kylie said.

Melinda brought a hand up to her chest and it made her aware of how rapidly her heartbeat was starting to race. Hearing Kylie say Harry was gorgeous chimed with the thought that came in her own mind about him and she let her gaze settle on his naked torso. She’d come to the house expecting to hear some kinky stories, but it was clear that a lot more was on offer and she wasn’t sure quite how to react.

“I wanted to get the two people I love the most together,” Kylie said and held out her hand when she got to her feet. “Don’t you want to see what Harry looks like when we rip those jeans off him?”

“Shit,” Melinda muttered under her breath.

She glanced down to Harry’s crotch and there was no missing that he was already getting turned on for what he might be about to get.

“You can use him like a sex toy,” Kylie said and giggled.

“I don’t think…,” Melinda started, but her words tailed off.

She was shocked by the offer of a threesome with her best friend, but the rush of exhilaration she felt at lunchtime was there again. Her breathing grew shallow as she debated what to do and she took another step back as she was approached.

“I’m ready for some fun,” Kylie said.

Melinda was rooted to the spot as she watched the belt of the robe being loosened. It revealed a naked body when Kylie shrugged the material from her shoulders and let it slide to the floor.

“You set me up,” Melinda said.

“For something special,” Kylie replied. “You’re not going to turn us down are you? We’ll give you a lot more than stories.”

“Get her naked and let me watch the two of you kiss.” Harry said.

Kylie smiled as she looked at her friend.

“Do you want to?”

Melinda opened her mouth, but couldn’t get any words to come out. The mixture of shock and excitement grew stronger and she looked down to the hand that grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt. Her chest heaved as the material was eased up to reveal her naked midriff.

“Wait,” she said and grabbed her friend’s wrist.

“His cock gets so hard,” Kylie said. “And he’ll let us use it any way we want.”

Melinda rocked her head back as the prickle of arousal grew stronger and there was no ignoring the heat it brought between her thighs. Her grip tightened on Kylie’s wrist as she felt the tugging, but her breath rasped out when she finally gave in. She closed her eyes as she unclasped her fingers and lifted her arms to let the t-shirt be pulled from her.

“This is going to be something special,” Kylie said when she leaned in to brush her lips on her friend’s ear.

The touch of naked skin against hers thrilled Melinda. She’d never expected to be in such a compromising position with her best friend and it felt slightly awkward, but the urge to let things get out of control was there in her mind.

“Just feast your eyes on a gorgeous boy,” Kylie said as she moved behind her friend. “Seeing you getting stripped is going to drive him crazy. You’ll see the outline of his dick showing through his jeans.”

Melinda opened her eyes to fix her gaze on Harry’s crotch when the clasp of her bra was loosened. Her nerves flared as the straps were dragged from her shoulders and she resisted the urge to cover her breasts when the silky material fell away from them.

“Fuck, yeah,” Harry said as he wriggled around on the bed.

Melinda kept her eyes glued to his crotch and there was no missing the lust of a young man coming to life. She glanced down for a second when hands came around her waist to loosen the button and zipper of her jeans, but she returned her attention to Harry as the waistband was slowly eased down over her curvy hips. She kicked off her shoes as the denim was dragged all the way to her ankles to be pulled from her. A light spank on her ass came as a surprise and red flared on her cheeks as she let out a squeal.

“See how hard he’s getting for you,” Kylie said.

Melinda stared at the stiff outline of a cock coming fully erect and the ripple of desire grew more intense. Her legs trembled when she felt thumbs slip under the sides of her panties to ease them down her thighs. It bared her to the watching eyes of a virtual stranger and the thrill of it took her by surprise. She looked to Harry’s face and saw his tongue slide around his lips.

“The dirty pervert is thinking about licking you out already,” Kylie said.

She worked the panties to ankles and waited for Melinda to step out of them before straightening up.

“Want them?” she asked her boyfriend when she held out her hand.

“Yes,” Harry replied.

The hoarse desire came through in his voice. Kylie made him wait as a tease, but eventually balled up the panties to toss them across the room.

“Kiss her,” Harry said when he caught the panties.

Melinda saw the way he pressed them to his face and knew he would get her scent. It was dirty, but she felt the unexpected ripple of delight as she watched and couldn’t pull her gaze away from him. The spank on her naked ass made her gasp and it brought her attention back to her friend.

They really had shared everything and that included a first kiss in the early days of experimenting with their sexuality. She’d seen Kylie’s naked body plenty of times, but it was different on this occasion. They were about to indulge in an experience she never saw coming and she closed her eyes when her friend moved in front of her. The touch of lips on hers was soft and a shiver trickled down her spine.

“Do it harder,” Harry encouraged.

Melinda gasped when a fiercer kiss rocked her head back and there was a thrill to the way soft, feminine curves pressed against hers. Her breath rasped out when their lips parted and she opened her eyes to see the wicked smile on her friend’s face.

“We gave him what he wanted,” Kylie said and giggled. “Let’s get what we want for ourselves.”

Melinda didn’t resist the grip on her wrist when it pulled her across the room. She and Kylie came to a stop at the bottom of the bed to stare at Harry. He kept the panties pressed against his face as he squirmed around and it was obvious how turned on he was getting at the prospect of a threesome.

“Come on,” Kylie said and dropped down on the bed.

She crawled up the right side of her boyfriend and squatted down beside his hip. Melinda wasted no time in getting into position on his left side and only pulled her gaze from the way he was using her panties when she heard the comment.

“Feel how hard he is,” Kylie said.

Melinda looked to the way her friend’s fingers teased along the stiff bulge in denim. She held her breath when she reached out and shuddered when she joined her friend in stroking along the outline of an erect cock.

“Fuck yeah,” she let out in a rush of breath. “How big is it?”

“I’ll show you,” Kylie said.

She slid her hand to Harry’s waist to loosen the buttons and pulled the denim material aside to reveal the tight briefs below.

“Lift your ass, hot boy,” she said.

Harry closed his eyes as he raised his butt up to allow his jeans to be pulled down. Melinda saw the way his erection strained against his underwear and took the opportunity to grab hold. She could feel the throb of his lust as she squeezed tightly and her excitement grew when she saw the waistband of the briefs being grasped.

“Let go,” Kylie said.

Melinda did it and her eyes opened wide as the underwear was yanked down. It got her the sight of a thick cock that twitched as hot blood pumped it harder still.

“See what you’re going to get,” Kylie said as she grabbed hold to make her boyfriend’s erection stand up from his groin. “Kiss it.”

Melinda wiped a hand across her mouth as she stared, but a moment of hesitation disappeared and she brushed her hair behind her ear as she leaned in. Pressing her lips against glistening flesh made her shudder and she got the taste of the pre-cum.

“He fucking loves being sucked too,” Kylie said as she leaned in.

She kissed on the tip of Harry’s cock before letting her lips slip over it. The sound of his groans rang out as short, sharp bobs of her head pleasured his erection.

“You do it,” she said when she backed off. “He’ll get more turned on for a new mouth.”

Melinda flicked out her tongue to slide it around slick skin. She was being more adventurous than ever before in her life and it was getting her so wet. It made her squeeze her thighs tightly together as she let her lips slide over the tip of Harry’s erection. He thrust up and she shuddered as hard flesh fucked into her mouth. She started to bob her head to make her lips slide over veins bulging with hot blood.

Kylie stroked her fingers up and down in time with her friend’s mouth. Letting her boyfriend’s cock be used by someone else was a bigger thrill than she imagined and her gaze stayed on the way soft lips slid along hard flesh. Melinda let out a gasp when she finally ended the blowjob.

“Look how big his balls are too,” Kylie said. “Have you ever sucked them for a boy?”

“No,” Melinda replied.

“Harry loves it, so let’s give him both being sucked at once,” Kylie went on and giggled. “Kiss me again.”

Melinda watched her friend part her lips and rest them loosely against the head of Harry’s erection.

“Oh shit,” she murmured when she realized what they were about to share.

She inhaled deeply before leaning in to mimic Kylie’s actions and their lips pressed together, with hard flesh trapped between. She could feel the throb of it and let out an almost-whimpering groan as the strong pulse of adrenaline flooded her veins. It made her squirm and she closed her eyes as the enjoyment of the moment came alive.

Kylie gasped when she pulled back, but she flicked out her tongue immediately and clasped her fingers tighter around the base of her boyfriend’s stiff shaft as she began to lick lower.

Melinda was quick to imitate her friend again when she opened her eyes. She teased the tip of her tongue along bulging veins that snaked across hard flesh. The sound of Harry’s groans rang out and she glanced towards his face to see the excited expression on it.

“Do you hear how much he loves us both?” Kylie said when she moved her head back.

Melinda did the same to watch as hard cock was trapped against a muscular midriff. Kylie forced her palm down to hold her boyfriend’s erection in place as she leaned in to take a ball between her lips. She sucked hard and sniggered when she let it pop free.

“Do it,” she encouraged and leaned in again.

Harry’s back arched up as his excitement surged and the sound of his groans increased in volume. Melinda kept her gaze on the way Kylie was playing with a testicle as she leaned in to do the same. She wrapped her lips around it and sucked eagerly as she pressed her tongue on it.

Curses began to spill from Harry’s lips as his butt slowly rose higher. His squirming movements became almost desperate as the flood of pleasure lit up in his body and he slumped down in a trembling heap when first one then the other of his balls was released.

Kylie grabbed hold of them to lift them up and teased the tip of her tongue on the sensitive skin just behind. When she backed off, Melinda leaned in to keep the pressure on their willing victim and there was a dirty delight to sharing another new experience with her best friend. They tag-teamed Harry as they continued to lick and suck until he finally pulled the panties for his face.

“You’ll make me cum,” he gasped.

Kylie giggled as she slowly stroked her fingers up his length and grasped tightly below the head.

“You fucking control yourself, hot boy,” she said and sniggered. “We’re not finished with you yet.”

She held her grip as she leaned closer to her friend and Melinda brought their lips together as they shared another kiss. Kylie let out a giggle when she pulled back.

“Let’s give him a real taste of your pussy,” she said.

Melinda tensed, but her arm was grabbed to make her shuffle up the bed and she obeyed the order to straddle Harry’s face. Her friend got in place right behind her and she felt hands coming around her body to cup her breasts. The rippling spasms of her thigh muscles made her gasp when she felt a soft lick slide along her tight slit.

“Show him,” Kylie said.

Melinda felt the flicker of embarrassment, but it didn’t stop her obeying another command. She glanced down to a thrilled expression on a handsome face as she slid her hands between her thighs and used fingers to spread slick folds of flesh. Her body was jolted by another lick sweeping across her glistening skin and she groaned as fingers dug deeper into her breasts.

She’d never even fantasized about a threesome, but suddenly she was the center of attention in one and she took full advantage. She pressed herself down onto Harry’s mouth and rolled her hips to grind against him. The swell of pleasure took a stronger hold on her body and her head rocked back. A kiss pressed against her neck to make her shiver.

“Do it harder,” Kylie encouraged.

Melinda’s longing for the touch came out as she forced herself down onto Harry’s mouth. The tip of his tongue found her clitoris and her hips juddered fiercely as the burst of hot bliss erupted. Her squirming movements became ever more frantic as she rocked her body and the pleasure was pierced by a flicker of pain as fingernails dug into her breasts. The sound of her gasping groans filled the small bedroom as the rush towards a climax began to run out of control, but she got up to her knees to bring the growing momentum to a temporary halt when she heard the words whispered in her ear.

“I want to watch his cock fucking into you. Turn around.”

Melinda was quick to comply and straddled Harry’s torso facing towards his feet. It gave her a sight of his throbbing erection when her friend moved out of the way.

“Get in position,” Kylie said as she got over her boyfriend’s thighs.

The words got Melinda moving and she shuffled down Harry’s body on her knees until she was over his waist. She watched as his erection was grabbed to make it stand up and wriggled into position. Her head rocked back when she felt the thick head being stroked along her pussy lips.

“Open yourself up,” Kylie urged.

Melinda squealed when Harry grabbed at her ass cheeks, but she pushed back towards the rough groping as she slid her hands between her thighs. She dug her fingers into plump flesh to spread her vulva again, but it was more than licking she was about to get and she looked down to the sight of the thick head being rubbed against her slick opening. Her breath came out in an excited gasp as she let herself slide down onto the hardness and she didn’t stop until she was taking every throbbing inch.

“Fuck yeah,” Kylie teased. “There’s nothing like the reverse cowboy position.” She leaned down to lick on heavy balls then teased the tip of her tongue higher to get it to her friend’s clitoris.

The spasms of Melinda’s thigh muscles became uncontrollable as the licking sparked a hunger for more. She started to roll her hips to grind herself down onto hard cock as the touch of Kylie’s tongue pleasured her.

“Oh God, I can’t take it,” she moaned as the flare of hot pleasure started to ravage her body.

The words only got her rougher licking and she put her hand down on her friend’s head as a growing tension stiffened her muscles.

“Lift yourself up a little,” Kylie said in a breathless voice when she backed off. “You’ll like what he does.”

Melinda obeyed the order and sank her teeth into her bottom lip when her friend’s thumb settled against her clitoris. Harry’s grip slid to her hips and she felt his fingers dig into her flesh to hold on. Her head rocked back when he started to power his butt up from the bed and the slapping sound of naked skin hammering together filled the room as he fucked his cock into her wet pussy in a frantic rhythm.

His onslaught was relentless and Kylie’s shouted encouragement kept him bucking up between naked thighs until Melinda couldn’t take any more. Her muscles contracted tightly as she was taken right to the very edge by the frenzied action and it only came to an end when the tension finally broke. The sound of her groan was almost desperate as the power drained from her body to make her drop down. It trapped Harry in place and she could feel the full length of his thick, throbbing length inside her as the burning heat of climax erupted between her thighs.

Her head rocked back as the release of pleasure engulfed her in shudders that shook her body. She closed her eyes as Kylie’s thumb continued to flick across her clitoris and the pulsing spasms of her pussy walls tightened them around the hard flesh buried deep inside. The exquisite sensation just kept getting better as her excitement climbed to a high that left her gasping for breath until the orgasm finally began to fade. A kiss rocked her head back. When it ended, she opened her eyes to the sight of the smile on her friend’s face.

“Is he going to fuck you?” Melinda asked.

“No, the pervert wants to finish in you and I said he could,” Kylie replied.

Melinda groaned as her arms were grabbed and more shudders rattled her as she was pulled off Harry’s erection. She was powerless to resist as she was manhandled onto all fours by a kinky couple.

Kylie was quick to lie down and grabbed hair to pull her friend’s head down between her thighs. She groaned when she felt the touch of soft lips on her slick skin and pushed towards it.

“Fuck her hard,” she gasped.

Melinda forced her head up to look at her friend when she felt the touch of Harry’s erection rubbing along the crease of her ass.

“Doesn’t it feel good?” Kylie said.

“Yes,” Melinda replied as she pushed back to grind herself against hard flesh.

Harry backed off to get his stiff shaft between thighs and thrust forward to fuck back into slick pussy. The grip on Melinda’s hair dragged her head down again and she was suddenly being used at both ends. Her excitement flared to make her flick out her tongue and she rasped it along swollen pussy lips. A hard thrust knocked her head forward to make her gasp, but she kept her tongue working.

Harry was only interested in one thing now and he chased it hard as he threw himself forward to fuck his cock into wet cunt. Kylie slid fingers between her thighs to open herself up and it got her what she wanted when a wriggling tongue began to sweep across her clitoris. She caught her boyfriend’s gaze and saw the excitement in it as the sex became ever more frantic until she knew the sound of his groans meant he was about to let go.

“Harder,” she said and pulled on hair.

Melinda rasped her tongue manically across clitoris, but felt Harry respond to Kylie’s order too. His naked midriff hammered against her butt as he took himself all the way and she knew when it got too much for him. He fucked his cock deep and a moment of still was followed by the fierce bucking of his hips. The sound of his loud groans surrounded them as he let loose with gushing spurts of thick white that rocked his body.

The grip on Melinda’s hips tightened to make her wince as her pussy was flooded by more powerful bursts of cum. The dirty delight of it made her lick harder on clitoris until she took her friend over the edge. Kylie’s butt jerked up from the bed as she became the last of the three to succumb to the hot delight of the sex and her mouth opened wide as the moment overwhelmed her.

Melinda’s head was held tightly between smooth thighs and she pressed her lips on pussy as she was trapped in place. There was no escape as she was used and it was only when the excitement of the other two began to fade that the grip on her hair and hips eased. It allowed her to gasp for breath when she lifted her head, but she was held in place by Harry until he finally pulled out and slumped down to the bed.

“Kiss me,” Kylie said.

A final pull on Melinda’s hair made her realize the order was aimed at her and she crawled up her friend’s body and brought their lips together. She gasped for breath when it ended.

“You have to come to the next party with us.” Kylie said and giggled.

“Oh yeah, definitely,” Harry said.

Melinda threw herself down to the bed and buried her face in the covers. She’d just shared the most unbelievable experience with her best friend and knew she wouldn’t be able to resist more when the offer came to attend a swinger’s party. A smile played on her lips when she lifted her head.

“Yeah, maybe I’ll do that,” she said.


Cougar Toy: Bimbo Sissy Boy

Danny inhaled the faint, salty aroma of ocean air when he stepped off the bus and it was a sure sign that his vacation was under way. His summer trip to his grandmother’s seaside home was a tradition he followed every year and, since starting college a couple of years previously, he’d looked forward to it more than ever. It was a way to forget about coursework, exams and studying for a month and that’s exactly what he planned to do.

All he was thinking about was relaxing to enjoy the sunshine as he walked across to the exit of the small bus station. Once outside, he got a view of the beach straight away and he checked in either direction to make sure there were no approaching vehicles before crossing the street. He then jumped down onto golden sand and sat down to take off his shoes. Tilting his face up to the sky, he enjoyed the warm kiss of sunshine on his face for a while before the sound of a high-pitched squeal brought his attention to something else.

Suddenly, it was another attraction of the beach that filled his mind and he opened his eyes to the sight of two girls that didn’t look much older than him splashing in the water at the shoreline. He quickly got his sunglasses from his bag and put them on to cover the fact that he was ogling taut, toned bodies.

“Oh yeah,” he murmured under his breath as he continued to stare.

The skimpy bikinis did little to conceal perfect curves and the flicker of excitement made his cock begin to stiffen almost immediately. It wasn’t surprising that he couldn’t control himself, but the slight embarrassment of being so easily aroused took hold. It didn’t stop him looking though and the fantasy of getting the bikinis off the girls started to dominate his thoughts.

“Some fucking chance,” he muttered.

He knew he was too shy to make a move and a familiar sense of frustration welled up. In his dreams he was a debonair, sophisticated, alpha male that only needed to snap his fingers to get a girl. In reality, he was a reserved, tongue-tied teenager that fumbled to find the right words when he was presented with an opportunity to actually talk to a pretty girl. He wasn’t about to admit to anyone that he was still a virgin at nineteen although it was the truth.

His stiff shaft strained against the front of his jeans as he watched the girls and it made him remain seated. They eventually ran off along the beach as they played in the water and Danny tilted his face up to the sun again. He tried to get his mind on something other than sex, but it took around ten minutes or so to compose himself. Getting to his feet when his erection died away, he lifted his bag and trainers then set off along the sand.

There were plenty of other girls in bikinis to check out on the walk towards his grandmother’s neighborhood, but he made sure not to let his dirty fantasies take hold. The last thing he needed was to be fighting off an erection when he got to the house where he would be staying for the next few weeks. He eventually moved onto the sidewalk and cleaned the sand from his feet before putting on his trainers. A quick look showed no cars in sight, so he crossed the road to walk away from the beach.

It was another five minutes before he reached the street he wanted and he walked along to his grandmother’s home. Stepping through the garden gate, he moved up the path that led to the door and opened it straight away.

“I’m here,” he shouted after closing the door.

He saw the wide smile on his grandmother’s face when she came out of the lounge to the hallway and he went to hug her.

“I didn’t expect you to get here until this evening,” she said as they moved apart and her gaze roamed over him. “You’re so skinny.”

Danny rolled his eyes and laughed.

“You say that every year,” he replied.

“Come and have something to eat,” she urged and grabbed his wrist to pull him along towards the kitchen. “You must be famished after the journey.”

He wasn’t all that hungry, but knew there was no arguing with his granny when it came to food. She made him sit at the table then went to the cooker to switch the heat on below a pot.

“How is everyone?” she asked.

“Mum and dad are fine,” he replied. “They told me to behave like they always do before I come here.”

His grandmother laughed and shook her head.

“You’re a young man,” she joked. “That’s the time you’re supposed to be a little wild.”

They continued to chat as she moved around to get a bowl and some cutlery before returning to the cooker. She stirred the pot and after a few minutes ladled soup into the bowl until it was almost full to the brim. Putting it down on the table with a spoon, she went to get some bread and gave it to Danny.

“I’ll be fat by the time I go home,” he joked as he stared at the food in front of him. “Aren’t you joining me?”

“I told you already,” she answered. “I didn’t expect you to get here until this evening. I arranged to meet a friend for lunch and need to get going.”

He lifted the spoon to start eating some of the soup then went on talking.

“Just as well I got here before you left or I probably would have ended up knocking on Mr. Crawford’s door to sit in with him until you got home.”

“That wouldn’t have done you much good,” his grandmother replied. “He left for pastures new.”

“You’ve got new neighbors?”

“Yes,” she told him as she walked towards the kitchen door. “Brenda and Carol moved in a couple of months ago. I’m sure you’ll meet them at some point.”

“OK,” Danny said. “I’ll see you when you get home.”

“Sorry to leave you when you just arrived,” his grandmother apologized as she came to a stop by the door. “But I’m sure you can settle yourself in. You know the bedroom to use.”

“I’ll be fine,” he said and waved his hand before she walked out of the kitchen.

He carried on eating and heard the shout of goodbye a few minutes later. The sound of the front door closing left him alone in the house and he finished the soup before getting up to wash the bowl and spoon. He then collected his bag from the hallway and went up the stairs. Once in the bedroom that would be his for the next few weeks, he quickly unpacked his belongings and threw himself down on the bed.

The sun streaming in through the window convinced him not to stay indoors, but he couldn’t really be bothered making his way back to the beach. Instead, he decided to get his summer sunbathing started in the garden of the house. He went for a quick shower then put on a pair of shorts and made his way back downstairs. Returning to the kitchen, he went to the door leading to the garden and let himself out.

“This is the life,” he said as he walked across the patio and on to the grass.

He slathered on some of the suntan lotion from the bottle he’d brought down with him then set out his towel and dropped onto it. The daily grind of college life was well and truly behind him now and he relaxed to enjoy the early afternoon heat. It was the sound of a door opening around fifteen minutes later that made him open his eyes and he glanced up towards the house. There was no sign of his gran, so he guessed it must be the new neighbors. He heard a couple of feminine voices getting louder and knew he would probably be seen, so decided he should at least be courteous and say hello.

Getting to his feet, he moved across towards the waist-high hedge that separated the two gardens, but came to a stop as he caught sight of the women. He’d suspected they would be middle-aged when he was told about them and saw that they were, with both appearing to be in their mid-to-late forties. What he wasn’t expecting was to see them in skimpy bikinis, but it was what they were wearing. The flicker of excitement was the same as he experienced when he saw the girls on the beach and he cursed under his breath when his erection started to come to life. He wanted to turn away and walk to the house, but it was too late when one of the women caught sight of him.

“Hey,” she said as she knocked her hand on the arm of her companion.

Suddenly, both women were staring in his direction and Danny found himself desperately fighting off an erection. It was shameful to say the least and more than the afternoon heat was now causing the prickle of sweat on his body.

“You must be Mrs. Halliday’s grandson,” one of the women said.

“Oh, umm…, yeah, that’s right,” he stammered. “I’m Danny Halliday.”

“She told us you were coming and we’ve been so looking forward to it.”

The comment brought a frown to Danny’s forehead and he pushed his groin tight against the hedge to hide the fact he was getting erect. He was sure the women were simply being polite in saying they were looking forward to meeting him, but it didn’t stop the fantasy of an older woman popping into his head.

“I’m Brenda and this is Carol.”

Danny smiled apprehensively and shook Brenda’s hand when she stepped over to the hedge then glanced towards Carol to see her wave at him. His gaze stayed on her as she bent forward to put the towel she was carrying on the grass and her heavy breasts hung down as the yellow material of her bikini struggled to contain them. It was the most beautiful sight and the flush of arousal grew stronger, but he dragged his gaze away to bring it back to Brenda. He saw the smirk on her face as she let go of his hand and wondered if she realized he’d been staring at tits. It made his cheeks redden as his embarrassment intensified and he dropped his gaze down to the hedge.

“Your gran didn’t tell us what a handsome young man you are,” Brenda said.

Danny lifted his gaze to hers and he started to stammer even more.

“Oh, well, I…, umm…, I…”

He wanted to kick himself for his bashfulness around woman, but his heart hammered, his nerves spiked and the words wouldn’t come as his mind went blank.

“Don’t embarrass the boy,” Carol said.

“What?” Brenda protested. “Don’t you think he’s cute?”

“Well, sure,” Carol replied. “But let him settle in before you hit on him.”

“I’m not hitting on him,” Brenda squealed and let out a laugh. “Don’t listen to her. All I was doing was giving you a compliment.”

Danny felt the trickle of sweat running down his forehead and lifted a hand to wipe it away.

“Thanks,” he said quietly.

He glanced across towards Carol again and saw she was now facing away from him. She bent down to adjust the towel on the ground and the material of her bikini briefs stretched tight across her buttocks. It was as if she was deliberately giving him a show, but he shrugged off the idea as ridiculous and couldn’t believe that what she was doing was for his benefit.

“So, what are your plans for the next few weeks?” Brenda asked.

The comment made Danny drag his gaze away from Carol’s ass and he saw the smirk on Brenda’s face again. His mortification at the situation grew more acute, but the rush of hot blood brought him fully erect. He desperately tried to fight off the arousal, but his body wouldn’t listen and he could feel the beating throb of his youthful lust.

“Oh, I’m, ah…, just planning to relax,” he said. “I come here every year.”

“Yeah, your gran told us that,” Brenda went on. “It’ll be nice to have someone young around the place.”

Danny narrowed his eyes as he stared at the way she lifted a hand to brush her short, dark hair behind her ear. The glitter of a silver earring caught his attention and he focused on it to stop his gaze wandering. He was all too aware that Brenda’s breasts were as big as her friend’s and didn’t want his eyes to latch on to them.

Both women had figures that were slightly chubby, but it only served to give them pretty, rounded curves and Danny knew the sight of them was going to fuel his fantasies while he was there.

“Your girlfriend will miss you while you’re here,” Brenda went on.

“Oh, I don’t have a girlfriend,” he replied.

“That’s difficult to believe,” she said. “The girls must be fighting over you…, if only I was twenty years younger myself.”

The flush of heat grew stronger on Danny’s cheeks and he could barely bring himself to look at the woman standing opposite him. She showed no signs of moving away, however, and he wasn’t about to step back because he was sure the way his erection strained at the front of his shorts would be noticed.

“Stop pestering the boy,” Carol said and laughed. “Let him go and sunbathe.”

Danny saw the opportunity to extricate himself from the situation.

“I think I’ll go inside and get a cold drink,” he said.

“Oh that’s a shame,” Brenda said. “I was enjoying our chat.”

Danny’s gaze flitted between the two women and he wasn’t sure what to say.

“I…, umm…,” he stammered.

Brenda leaned forward and there was a wicked expression on her face.

“I’ll get her to sunbathe topless to help you finish,” she said cheekily then turned away to walk over to her friend.

Danny was left slightly stunned and wasn’t even sure if he’d imagined what was said. It seemed so implausible that an older woman he’d just met would make the comment, but he’d heard it. He turned his back on the two women to walk away and his erection throbbed all the more. His fantasies about losing his virginity to a sexy, mature lady started to run wild, but he told himself not to be so foolish when he went inside.

“They were having some fun and fucking with you,” he told himself, but there was no calming his arousal.

The bedroom he used overlooked the garden and he couldn’t resist the urge to go up straight away and peek outside. Carol was still wearing her bikini top, but he could see that Brenda was glancing up towards the window he was sneaking glances out of.

“This isn’t fucking happening,” he muttered, but he was suddenly sure that if he let himself be seen then what he was told would happen.

He was too nervous to make a move at first, but was certain that Brenda continually glanced up towards the window of the bedroom. It was up to him if he wanted anything to happen and he did. He remembered her comment about how they were looking forward to his arrival.

“They were being polite,” he said under his breath, but couldn’t shake the feeling that there might be more to it than that.

He held his breath and rocked his head back as he remained at the side of the window to keep out of sight.

“Do you want to be a man or stay a pussy for the rest of your life?” he questioned himself.

It prompted him to make a move and before he could stop himself, he stepped into view. He saw Brenda look up again and there was definitely a grin on her face as she leaned closer to her friend to loosen the bikini clasp. Carol was lying face down, but immediately rolled over. She dragged the yellow material away from her breasts to reveal them in their full glory.

Danny gasped as he stepped to the side of the window to get out of sight again and knew he hadn’t been imagining it when he was told what would happen. Brenda loosened the clasp of her own bikini top and removed it before lying down beside her friend.

“Fucking hell,” Danny muttered as he stared at their tits.

There was no doubt now that Carol had been giving him a show when she put the towel down on the grass and the two women were now baring their breasts for him. The thrill of it heightened his excitement and he thrust his hand inside his shorts to grab his cock. His gaze flitted between two pairs of heavy breasts as he stroked his fingers along his stiff shaft. He was being a pervert voyeur, but there was no doubt the neighbors didn’t mind.

Brenda’s comment about getting Carol to sunbathe topless to help him finish flashed through his mind and he was in no doubt that the women knew what he was doing. That excited him even more and the vigorous strokes he pumped up and down his erection pushed him closer to losing control. Fantasies of getting more began to fill his mind and he found himself wondering what it would be like to lose his virginity to an older woman. It made him stroke along his erect length faster and his balls tightened up to his groin.

He slowed down the action of his hand to try and make things last as long as possible, but his gaze was fixed on naked tits and the lust infected his mind until he knew he couldn’t hold back. His legs shook as he clenched his buttocks to delay the release a final few seconds, but there was no stopping it and he let out a groan as a gushing stream of sticky cum exploded inside his shorts. He dragged his hand right down to the base of his cock and it quivered strongly as a second burst of white splashed the material. His gaze remained on the two women as he let loose everything from heavy balls until he needed to reach out to the wall beside the window with his free hand.

“Fuck,” he gasped as the last spurts of cum erupted and he looked down to see the growing stain on his shorts.

He stayed where he was to continue watching the women as his ardor slowly drained away and it left him with a slight sense of shame at what he did. He wasn’t sure why he felt that way, but couldn’t shake it off. It made him step away from the window and he walked across the room to go in the adjoining bathroom.

“Pervert,” he muttered as he took off his sticky shorts and moved inside the shower cubicle.

He quickly washed himself and the shorts before switching off the water to get out. After drying himself, he wrapped the towel around his waist and returned to the bedroom. He hung the wet shorts over the back of a chair then walked to the side of the window. The two women were still sunbathing topless and he let out a slow breath as he stared at them. He was aware that the slight sense of shame still played on his mind, but it didn’t stop him looking. The remark about them looking forward to his arrival played on his mind and he wondered what it meant for him. There was really no way of knowing, but he was sure of one thing.

“It’s going to be one hell of a summer,” he let out and couldn’t stop the smile playing on his lips.

***

Danny watched as the bus came to a halt at the stop. He was at the head of the line and stepped on board when the doors opened. After paying the fare, he simply dropped onto the first empty seat he came to when he walked further into the vehicle. His gaze went out of the window to look at the mall he left around ten minutes previously and he watched as shoppers strolled in and out of the place. It meant he didn’t pay any attention to the other passengers coming on board, but he knew there had been plenty of people behind him in the line and he wasn’t surprised when someone sat beside him.

The touch of a thigh on his made him think he was taking up too much of the seat and he shifted his butt across towards the window. He was aware of the person beside him moving also and their leg pressed on his again. A surreptitious glance down showed the hem of a skirt sitting halfway up a bare, chubby thigh.

“Not going to say hello?”

The sound of the voice took him by surprise and he glanced up to see the smiling face of Carol next to him. The burst of nerves hit him hard as he recalled staring out the window of his bedroom at her breasts while he jacked himself off.

“Umm…, hi,” he stammered as the heat blossomed on his cheeks.

“Been shopping?” Carol asked pleasantly.

“I was just having a look around,” Danny told her.

“Oh, I could never do that,” she went on and let out a laugh as she reached to a bag and lifted it up. “Brenda says I’m a shopaholic.”

Danny glanced down at the thigh pressed against his and shifted uncomfortably at the flicker of excitement the touch gave him. It seemed ridiculous that he was so easily aroused, but he was aware of the sudden rush of hot blood and let out a slow breath to try and control himself.

“Did you buy anything nice?” he asked to keep the conversation going.

“Oh yeah,” Carol said enthusiastically. “Some really pretty clothes. I love getting dressed up and can’t resist when I see something I like.”

The bus pulled away from the stop as she reached to the bag again and brought out a red, V-neck top to hold it against her body. Danny stared at the way the material draped over her large breasts. His mouth went dry and he could think of nothing to say, but he didn’t need to when Carol leaned in closer to him. She kept her voice low to make sure no one else heard.

“I love this, but it’s a bit naughty because it’s so low cut. I think it will leave a lot on show.”

Danny was amazed that she was telling him and a mix of excitement and embarrassment took hold.

“I…, well, you’ll look pretty in it,” he managed to get out.

“Aww, that’s so sweet of you to say.”

She put the top back in the bag and he was disappointed to see she didn’t bring anything else out when she straightened up. The bus came to a halt at the first stop and he looked out the window. Nothing was said when they got moving again and it was Carol that broke the silence between them a few moments later.

“So, where have you been hiding? We haven’t seen much of you since our meeting in the garden.”

The memory of masturbating about the woman sitting next to him flashed through Danny’s head and made a hot prickle of sweat erupt on his forehead. He was sure she knew he’d done it, but she certainly didn’t seem in any way upset or annoyed about it. The truthful answer to the question was that he’d been unsure of what to do and went out of his way to avoid another meeting. He wasn’t about to admit it though.

“Oh, I’ve been going down to the beach early most days and not coming home until later on,” he lied.

“That’s a pity,” Carol said and smiled. “Brenda and I hoped to see you again for another chat.”

“Did you really?” Danny let out a little too enthusiastically and saw the smile widen on her face.

His inhibitions in the company of women came out to make him glance down at his lap. He couldn’t stop himself looking at the thigh pressed against his and he shifted uncomfortably as his cock grew stiffer to press against the front of his jeans. It made him move his hands into to his lap to cover it. The situation was growing increasingly awkward, but the woman beside him seemed unconcerned by his nervy behavior.

“Sure,” she said. “We always try to be friendly with our neighbors.”

Danny lifted his gaze to look at her and found himself contemplating just how friendly the two women wanted to get with him. Even allowing for his inexperience with the opposite sex, he could tell there was more to what was going on than simply getting to know the neighbors. He wasn’t sure how to reply though and turned to look out of the window. The pair of them remained quiet as the bus drove straight past a couple of stops. He saw that the short ride home was almost over and it gave him something to say.

“We’re almost there.”

“Yup,” Carol replied and lifted the bag. “You couldn’t be a gentleman and help me with this could you.”

“Yeah, sure,” Danny agreed.

He saw the bag wasn’t all that heavy when he took it and was sure she could have easily carried it herself, but he wasn’t about to say anything about it. Carol got up to walk towards the door and he held the bag in front of his groin as he followed. When the bus came to a stop, the pair of them stepped down to the sidewalk and started to walk in the direction of their homes. Nothing was said and Danny breathed deeply to try and get the flood of arousal he’d experienced on the bus to leave his veins. The hot blood was draining from his erection as they got to the houses and he held out the bag.

“Happy to have helped,” he said.

Carol ignored him as she opened the gate then fished around in her handbag as she stepped through to the path.

“Oh, just bring it inside, will you please?” she said over her shoulder as she continued walking towards the door of her property.

The beading of sweat erupted on Danny’s forehead again and the surge of trepidation was almost overwhelming. He wanted to run after her, but found himself hesitating because he had no idea what he was walking into.

“Man or mouse,” he mocked himself under his breath.

There really was no choice but to follow though, so he hurried up the garden path and caught up with Carol as she unlocked and opened the door. He didn’t get the chance to say anything when she walked inside and all he could do was keep going.

“Close the door,” she told him as she moved off along the hallway.

Danny’s hand trembled as he did so and he heard the voice as he continued to follow.

“Look who I found,” Carol said.

He stepped into the lounge to see that she was speaking to her friend and a smile broke out on Brenda’s face.

“Hello stranger,” she joked. “We thought you were avoiding us.”

The fact that she was speaking the truth made Danny perspire all the more.

“No…, no, not at all,” he said.

Brenda’s attention had already moved on from him.

“What did you buy?” she asked her friend.

“A pretty red top for starters,” Carol said and laughed as she turned to look at Danny. “Give it to me, will you?”

His nerves skyrocketed as he glanced down at the bag he was holding and his hand shook more as he reached in to bring out the garment. The sensation of his fingertips on the soft material was enough to bring back his excitement and he couldn’t believe that touching an older woman’s new clothes was having such an effect on him. He stepped closer to Carol and handed over the top then watched as she held it against her body.

“That’s so cute,” Brenda said. “Try it on properly.”

Danny was rooted to the spot only a couple of feet from Carol as she did what her friend said. He watched as she grabbed for the bottom of the t-shirt she was wearing to drag it over her head then drop it on the floor. It left her standing in her bra and he couldn’t tear his gaze away. He felt like an interloper that shouldn’t be there, but neither of the women was telling him to go.

Carol pulled the red top over her head and dragged it down to cover herself up. She smoothed the material in place then adjusted the neckline. Danny could see that what she said on the bus was correct, with the low-cut style putting a lot of naked cleavage on show.

“Sexy,” Brenda said.

“I showed our new friend on the bus and told him that I’d be revealing too much,” Carol replied.

“I don’t think he’s complaining,” Brenda replied.

The comment made Danny realize just how intently he was staring at breasts and the eruption of hot shame was stifling. It caused the flush of red to glow on his cheeks and there was no hiding it.

“I…, well, I should, umm…, go,” he stammered.

He was aware of how hard his erection was becoming and could only think of getting out of the room before it was noticed. He turned away from the two women and headed for the door of the lounge, but Carol was quick to catch up.

“Don’t you like how I look,” she said when she grabbed his arm.

“I…, I shouldn’t be looking,” he replied as he turned.

“Why not,” she went on. “Weren’t you looking out the window the other day when we were sunbathing in the garden?”

“Yeah, he was,” Brenda said as she got to her feet and walked over to join them. “Did we help you have a good finish?”

“Fucking hell,” Danny let out as he was swallowed up by the embarrassment. “I can’t do this.”

“Come on,” Carol said. “You’re a young man. It’s natural and we don’t mind if looking at us helps you have some fun.”

“But…”

“No buts,” Brenda went on and grabbed his other arm.

Danny tried to resist as he was pulled back over towards the sofa, but there was no stopping it. He was in way, way over his head and suddenly in the control of two wickedly mischievous ladies. They made him sit down and dropped down on either side of him. Their thighs pressed on his and the touch made his erection even harder. Brenda’s hand settled on his thigh and he shuddered as it slid higher.

“We hoped you’d be the one,” Carol said.

“What do you mean?” Danny replied.

“Are you a virgin?” Brenda asked.

“Fucking hell,” he blurted out.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Brenda went on and laughed. “Were you fantasizing about fucking us when you watched us out the window?”

Danny dropped his gaze to his leg and watched the touch of an older woman’s hand slide higher on his thigh. He shifted uncomfortably when Brenda’s fingers grazed against the hard outline that he couldn’t hide.

“Mmm…,” she joked. “I think he really, really likes that new red top.”

Carol didn’t bother sliding her hand up his thigh and simply rested her palm on the stiff outline of his cock. Danny sucked in a ragged breath as the touch pushed him closer to losing control. He could barely believe what he was in the middle of as a dream of being groped and touched came vividly to life.

“Oh yeah,” Carol said. “Virgin boys get so fucking hard.”

Danny squirmed in the seat as she lifted her hand and stroked her fingertips along the solid bulge in the denim.

“What did you mean about me being the one?” he asked.

The two women looked at each other and laughed.

“Well,” Brenda said as she pulled her hand away. “You’d need to come upstairs for us to explain.”

Danny struggled to suck in a breath as the thrill of what was happening became overwhelming. His reservations made him want to get up and run away, but the urge to find out what the women were talking about was stronger. He was sure he was on the verge of losing his virginity, but the idea that he would get things wrong or lose control in his pants made him almost terrified. The chance to become a man was definitely there though. He was sure of it and that convinced him to agree to what the women wanted.

“OK,” he said.

The women stood up instantly. Carol went to get her bag of shopping, but Brenda grabbed Danny’s wrist to drag him across to the door of the lounge. The surge of trepidation grew stronger as he was taken out to the hallway and along to the stairs. The three of them then climbed up to the first floor. The grip on his wrist was released after he was led inside a bedroom and he stood apprehensively as the two women moved across to the wardrobe. A garment on a hanger was brought out and set down on the bed.

“Do you like it?” Carol asked.

Danny stared at the short, black dress and was sure the hem would barely reach the top of the thighs of whoever wore it. Brenda returned to the wardrobe and brought out pink panties, a pair of fishnet stockings and some black heels. She returned to the bed and set them down.

“Well…,” Carol encouraged.

He was unsure of exactly where things were going, but the sight of the outfit was making his cock throb and he wondered which of the women was going to put it on.

“It’s sexy,” he said.

“And you’ll look perfect in it,” Brenda replied.

“What?” Danny let out in a startled voice as he took a step back. “I thought…”

“I’m sure we know what you thought,” Carol interrupted and looked at her friend. “But this outfit isn’t for us.”

A frown creased Danny’s brow and he really wasn’t sure what was going on now.

“We like pretty things,” Brenda said and smiled. “And you definitely are a pretty thing. We saw that the minute we caught sight of you in the garden.”

“Will you wear it for us?” Carol asked.

It became clear to Danny what he was being asked and his eyes opened wide as he gawped at the outfit.

“You want me to dress up in that?” he let out in an astounded voice. “Why?”

Brenda let out a laugh.

“Everyone has their dirty dreams,” she said. “Sometimes there’s no explaining what it is that flicks the switch in your mind. Your body just lets you know how much you want it.”

“Shit,” Danny muttered.

“We’ll give you everything you want,” Carol said. “But you need to give us this first.”

Danny shook his head as he glanced at his feet. He’d walked in the room thinking that he might be about to lose his virginity, but what he was being asked was…, well, he wasn’t even sure what it was. Wanting a boy to dress up as a girl seemed kinky and perverted and it was the last thing he expected.

“You can take it home and try it on, if you want,” Brenda said.

“I can’t take that…, that outfit into my grandmother’s home,” Danny spluttered. “What the hell would I say if she found it?”

“Then you’ll just have to try it on here,” Carol said.

She moved to the bedside cabinet and opened the drawer. Danny held his breath as he watched her bring something out, but she hid it from view until she moved back to stand beside her friend.

“We’ll make you look pretty,” she said and held up the cut-throat razor in her hand.

Danny took a step towards the door. Things were getting weirder by the second and he was more out of his depth than he’d ever been in his life. He lifted a hand to stroke fingertips on his cheek and said the only thing he could think of.

“I don’t need to shave much, to be honest.”

He saw the two women look at each other and smile.

“Isn’t it sweet when they’re so innocent,” Brenda said and it was her that stepped forward.

Danny was frozen in place as she lifted a hand and the breath caught in his throat as her fingertips stroked across his chin.

“You are smooth,” she said then let her gaze flick down to the hard outline showing through his jeans. “It’s not your face we want to shave though.”

The rush of panic took hold as Danny cottoned on to what she meant.

“Umm…, I…,” he stammered as he took a stride towards the door.

His gaze flitted between the two women, but the only thing he could think about was to get the hell out. Brenda reached out to him as he took another step, but he avoided her grasp and turned to run. He was breathing heavily when he got to the bottom of the stairs, but he kept moving towards the door to let himself out. Hurrying along the path, he opened the gate and turned to look.

Carol and Brenda were standing at the window of the bedroom he just fled and he stared as they waved at him. They didn’t look pissed off at his hasty exit and he saw Carol slip a finger in the V-neck of her new, red top to pull it down and reveal more flesh.

“Fuck,” he cursed as he found himself unable to pull his gaze away at first.

He finally forced himself to do so and stepped away from the gate to make the short walk to his grandmother’s home.

***

Danny stretched his arms out as he came awake. He was all too aware of the morning wood pressing against the bedcovers and he squirmed about as he tried, and failed, to make his erection fade. It had been a similar story since he’d made his escape from the house next door a few days before and the scene in the bedroom kept plaguing his mind. He was going out of his way to avoid Brenda and Carol again, but wasn’t sure he’d be able to keep doing it for the full length of his vacation.

In truth, he didn’t want to.

The thrill of female fingers stroking along his cock made him crave more, but he was still unsure that he could go through with the fantasy wanted of him. The pressure was building in his mind though and he was getting closer to giving in to the lustful fantasies of losing his virginity to a mature woman.

He’d berated himself for running out of the neighbor’s bedroom over the previous couple of days, but the nerve to make a return to their home failed him. It made him wish he was more confident, but that was easier said than down. Changing years of nervousness around women wasn’t something he could manage overnight, but it was stopping him taking a step towards becoming the man he wanted. There was also the not-so-small matter that he would need to dress up as a sissy girl to lose his virginity.

“Is that so fucking bad?” he let out, but wasn’t sure of the answer.

He tried to turn his thoughts away from the women next door. It wasn’t easy, but he finally managed it to make his erection fade. Throwing back the covers, he got up and went to the bathroom to have a shower before getting dressed. He found his grandmother at the kitchen table when he went downstairs.

“What are your plans for today, young man?” she asked before lifting the cup in front of her to take a sip of her coffee.

Danny shrugged his shoulders as he moved across to the fridge and opened it.

“Not much,” he said as he picked out a carton of milk. “I’ll probably head down to the beach.”

He went to get a bowl then poured some cereal in it before moving to the table to sit down.

“You’ll need to take a key with you today,” his gran said.

“Are you off out carousing?” he joked.

“Hardly,” she shot back. “My book reading club has arranged a day out, so I’ll be gone until this evening.”

“Going anywhere nice?” Danny asked as he poured milk on his cereal.

“It’s a coach trip,” she replied. “We’re off to take in a few sights.”

“Sounds like fun.”

“It should be,” his grandmother said. “I’m looking forward to it.”

They continued to chat as they ate breakfast and Danny offered to wash up when they finished. His gran disappeared out of the kitchen and he saw her walking down the stairs when he came out to the hallway.

“Is that you off?” he asked.

“Yes,” she told him. “I should be back around seven tonight, but I’ll phone if that changes.”

“Be good,” he joked.

“You too,” she shot back.

He walked to the door with her and waved her off when she stepped out of the garden gate to the sidewalk. Going upstairs afterwards, he threw himself down on his bed and stared up at the ceiling. His plans to spend a day at the beach were suddenly on the backburner and he lay waiting for the sound he hoped he would hear. His anticipation rose, but it slowly became tinged with disappointment when his room remained quiet. He knew it was up to him if he wanted something to happen, but he couldn’t rouse himself at first.

“Fucking do it you wimp,” he urged himself.

There was no guarantee that Brenda or Carol would show their faces in the garden if he went outside, but there was a lot more chance of it happening than if he remained lying on his bed. He eventually forced himself to get up and put a pair of shorts on. It was a Saturday, so he suspected the two women would be home, but there was no way of knowing for sure. He grabbed a clean towel from the bathroom then went downstairs.

Walking to the kitchen door, he let himself out and moved into the garden. He set the towel down on the grass and glanced towards the neighboring house, but there was no sign of any movement. The morning sun beat down on him when he lay on the towel and he closed his eyes to enjoy it. There was only silence around him for a short while, but he tensed when he heard the sound of a door opening. It could only mean one thing, but he stayed where he was.

“Enjoying the sun?”

He rolled onto his side and looked towards the hedge between the gardens when he heard the voice. Carol was wearing a huge pair of sunglasses that covered her eyes, but there was a wide smile on her face. Her skimpy blue bikini just about managed to contain her curves and Danny couldn’t help his gaze flicking down to them for an instant before he looked back up.

“It seemed too nice a day to stay inside,” he said.

“I thought so too,” Carol replied. “Brenda’s lazy ass is still in bed though.”

Danny laughed as he got up. He was aware of his nerves jumping as he stepped over to the hedge, but forced himself on, regardless.

“How’s your gran doing?” Carol asked.

It was a leading question and gave Danny the opportunity to let on that he was alone for the day.

“She’s fine,” he said. “She left a while ago to go on a coach trip and won’t be home until later this evening.”

The smile grew wider on Carol’s face.

“So, you’re all on your lonesome and defenseless to the charms of an older woman,” she joked.

The prickle of arousal came to life and he let out a slow breath.

“Sorry about the other day,” he said quietly. “I was…”

“You’ve nothing to be sorry about,” Carol interrupted and reached over the hedge to caress her hand on his cheek. “The offer is still there if you want it.”

Sweat beaded on Danny’s forehead as he stared at her.

“We’ll give you everything,” she went on. “But there’s a price to pay to get it and you know what that is.”

“Yeah,” Danny mumbled as his apprehension flared.

The touch on his cheek slid to his neck and pulled him forward as Carol leaned over the hedge. He held his breath as her lips pressed on his and it was the sweetest kiss of his life. The flicker of arousal became a flood and his erection stood up.

“Enjoy your sunbathing,” Carol said when she moved back. “And make sure you’re at my door at two this afternoon.”

“Yes,” he said in a daze as she walked away.

He moved back to his towel to lie down, but there was no relaxing now and his cock throbbed in his shorts. The urge to go inside and jack off came on strong, but he stopped himself from doing it. There was no relaxing though and he eventually decided to go inside and make himself a coffee. He went up to his bedroom afterwards and stared out of the window at Carol. It was impossible to calm down while he did it though and he moved across the room to lie down.

His head was all over the place as his thoughts veered from definitely turning up at the neighbor’s door to getting as far away from his grandmother’s home as he could. The turmoil in his brain continued for the rest of the morning and early afternoon, but he eventually knew that he wasn’t going to run this time. He was so close to losing his virginity that he could taste it and he didn’t want to miss out on the first sex of his life.

“Suck it up,” he told himself at the idea of being transformed into a girl.

He knew how that was going to play out and slid a hand inside his shorts to grip his pubic hair. If he stepped over the threshold of the neighboring house, it was going to be shaved off and that was just the start. As the time approached two, he walked into the bathroom to splash some water on his face then lifted his gaze to look at himself in the mirror.

“You’re getting involved in some kinky shit,” he told his reflection.

His cock throbbed at the idea of that and the more he thought of what he was about to walk into the harder he got. He knew there would be no getting rid of his erection now, but he didn’t think the two women would be complaining about it if he turned up at their door.

“When…, you turn up at their door,” he said out loud as he continued to stare at himself. “Don’t you fucking back out.”

He walked out the bathroom to make his way down the stairs and into the lounge then paced back and forth as he kept his eye on the time. When it got to five minutes before two, he went in the kitchen to get the key then let himself out of the door and locked it. Moving over to the hedge, he clambered over it and quietly got himself in front of the door. He was all too aware of the trembling of his hand as he lifted it and he quickly knocked before he changed his mind. The heaving of his chest grew more pronounced while he waited and he sucked in deep breaths as he stepped nervously from one foot to the other.

The sound of movement from within brought him to a complete stop and he looked across at his grandmother’s house. The tumult grew stronger in his mind, but it was too late to do anything when the door opened and he brought his gaze to Carol. She was still clad in the skimpy blue bikini he saw her wearing that morning and the wide smile was on her lips again.

“You came,” she said.

“Yes,” Danny managed to get out.

“Then don’t stand on the doorstep.”

She stepped aside to let him walk in then closed the door. Danny was taken aback by the ferocity of the kiss that pressed on his lips and it slammed him against the wall. Carol worked her hand inside his shorts and she gripped tightly around his rampant erection. Her mouth slid to his ear and the end of the kiss allowed him to gasp for a breath. He was all too conscious of the way her heavy breasts were squashed against his chest and more hot blood pumped to make his cock throb.

“Bad, bad boy,” she whispered. “I can tell you’ve been thinking about me in this bikini.”

Her seductive laugh sounded in his ear and she loosened her grip to stroke her fingers along his erect length. It was the sexiest moment of his life and he let out a groan as the flush of pleasure rippled through him. It quickly changed to a flicker of pain when she grabbed his pubic hair to pull on it.

“I think Brenda has plans for this,” she said and her seductive laugh sounded out again.

Her mouth found his for a second time and she forced her tongue between his lips. The thrill of being in her control wasn’t lost on Danny and shudders rattled his body as he enjoyed the attention she was giving him. It ended when she stepped back and pulled her hand free of his shorts.

She took hold of his wrist and there was no need to ask where they were going as he was pulled to the stairs. His gaze settled on plump butt cheeks when they started climbing towards the first floor. The urge took hold to reach out and grope her ass, but uncertainty welled up to stop him acting on his impulses. He wasn’t sure exactly what he could or couldn’t do, so he decided to simply go with what happened and let the women lead the way.

When they got to the top of the stairs, they made their way along the hallway to the same bedroom as before. He saw the outfit already set out on the mattress and his breath rasped out as he stared at it before he brought his gaze to Brenda to see she was clad in nothing more than a pair of panties and a bra.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered under his breath then raised his voice. “Is this for real?”

The door slammed shut to trap them inside and the sound faded away to the laughter of the two women

“Oh, it’s for real,” Brenda said. “This is our fantasy as much as it is yours. We were being serious when we said we’d looked forward to your arrival and hoped you’d be the one.”

“And you are,” Carol said then turned her attention to her friend. “He’s so fucking hard already. I think he’s got it bad for his naughty aunties.”

Brenda laughed as she stepped forward. Danny flinched as she groped him through his shorts and the flush of enjoyment at the touch streamed through his body.

“You’re a cougar toy,” she joked when she let go. “Are you ready to play?”             

She held out her hand to him and he hesitated for only a brief instant before reaching out. It was his wrist that was grabbed to lead him towards the door in the corner of the room and he was certain it would open into a bathroom. He saw he was right when they went inside and Brenda pulled him over to the shower cubicle. She let go of his wrist and pushed him inside.

Danny sucked in his belly as her fingertips played along the naked skin just above the waistband of his shorts before she pulled the material away from his body to peek inside. Carol muscled her way into the cubicle beside her friend to get a glimpse.

“How have the girls at college let you stay a virgin,” she teased him.

A burst of heat reddened Danny’s cheeks.

“I’m not good with girls,” he blurted out. “I get nervous around them.”

“You’re lucky you met your aunties then,” Brenda chipped in and laughed. “We’ll teach you all you need to know.”

She dropped to her knees and yanked the waistband down to make his erection spring free. Carol followed suit to kneel down and Danny was made to step out of his shorts. He instinctively put his hands in front of his groin, but each woman grabbed a wrist to push his arms to his sides. Brenda glanced up and waggled her forefinger from side to side.

“Don’t hide the goods from us,” she joked.

Danny held his breath as touches stroked up and down his erect length. The flood of strong arousal made his cock quiver and the worry that he wouldn’t be able to last long reared up.

“I can’t hold on,” he let out in a ragged voice.

“Who says we want you to,” Carol replied as she slid her hand down to cup his balls and massage them.

“She’s right,” Brenda joined in. “How do you expect me to shave you with this thing in the way. I don’t want to get my eye poked out.”

Danny winced as she flicked a finger against his erection.

“Show us what you did when you watched us out the window,” Carol said in an excited voice.

“Oh yeah,” Brenda agreed.

There was a certain exhilaration and embarrassment to what he was being asked to do and he couldn’t help asking to make sure he wasn’t misunderstanding them.

“You want me to jack myself off right here and now?”

“Yes,” Brenda said. “Look at Carol’s tits again.”

She reached out to drag her friend’s bikini top down.

“Hey,” Carol protested and did the same to Brenda.

Danny found himself gazing down at two pairs of heavy, pendulous breasts and his breath caught in his throat as he stared.

“This is a dream,” he muttered quietly, but it was loud enough to be heard.

“A fucking dirty one,” Carol said and laughed.

She grabbed her breasts to squeeze them together and leaned in to touch them on cock.

“Fucking hell,” Danny gasped.

Brenda grabbed his hand to guide it to his cock.

“Show us how much you like our tits,” she said.

He circled his fingers around his stiff shaft and began to play with himself as the women presented their breasts to him. It really was a dream coming true and he drank in the gorgeous sight of their rounded curves as he masturbated with vigorous strokes. Carol leaned in again, but this time flicked out her tongue to start licking at the beads of pre-cum that appeared. Brenda was quick to join in and Danny rocked his head back as pleasure erupted like never before.

His hand flashed along his length in a faster rhythm as eager tongues went after the taste of his cock and there was no holding in the groans as the pressure built in his balls. The shaking of his legs made him reach out to the wall with his free hand and his breath spilled out in heavy gasps as the familiar feeling of climbing towards the edge of a climax took hold. It was all happening far too quickly, but the excitement of what was happening overwhelmed him.

“Can’t hold on,” he groaned.

He heard the excited laughter of the two women as they backed off and he looked down to see them grabbing their tits and holding them out to him.

“Come on you dirty pervert,” Brenda groaned. “Show us what you’ve got.”

Danny pressed his hand against the wall harder as the trembling of his legs worsened, but he sped up the rhythm of his stroking even more until there was no holding back the powerful burst of cum. Carol squealed as a string of pearly white erupted to splash a sticky trail across her upper chest.

Brenda eased her friend aside to make sure she received the next thick stream of sticky cum on her tits and Danny felt his cock quivering as he continued to unload everything he had over the two women. He could barely believe his luck as he watched what he was doing and he let out heavy, ragged breaths as the gushing flow of cum slowed to a trickle. When he released his grip on his cock, Carol leaned forward and he reveled in the pure bliss of her tongue licking him clean. His shudders died away as the excitement left his body and he looked down to the sight of the two women stroking their fingertips through the cum on their skin.

“You owe us big time now,” Brenda said and laughed as she got to her feet.

Carol followed suit and Danny was squashed against the wall as the water was turned on. He watched as the two women washed themselves clean before the attention focused on him again. Brenda dragged him under the water and her body pressed against his when she kissed him.

“Time for our fun,” she said when their lips parted.

She brought the showerhead down from its mount and dropped to her knees. Danny was shoved against the wall and he looked down as the jets of water were aimed at his groin. The power was already fading from his erection and it was almost gone by the time the water was switched off.

“Scissors,” Brenda said.

Carol remained standing and reached to the wall shelf to get a pair of nail scissors and handed them down to her friend.

“Stay still,” she teased when she caught Danny’s gaze.

He froze in place and barely let out a breath as Brenda began to grab at his pubic hair and cut it away. She dropped it on the floor as she worked until only uneven stubble remained on his groin.

“Shower gel,” she said. “And switch the water back on.”

Carol complied and in seconds the hair on the floor of the cubicle was being washed away. The jets were aimed at Danny’s crotch again before shower gel was added to the mix. Brenda handed the showerhead to her friend and began to work a lather into what was left of the hair before giving another order.

“Razor.”

“Don’t worry,” Carol said as she picked up the cut-throat razor from the shelf then handed it over. “She shaves me all the time, so she has plenty of practice.”

Danny tensed as he watched Brenda open up the razor then lean in closer. He sucked in a deep breath as the sharpened edge of the blade touched on his body, but there was a bizarre enjoyment to the way it grazed across his naked skin. It was unexpected, but he closed his eyes and leaned his head back against the wall as he was shaved. His cock was grabbed to hold it out of the way as the razor continued to remove the hair from around it

Brenda moved back after a short while of working and he thought it was over when water washed away the last of the lather. He quickly realized it wasn’t when shower gel was dripped on his skin again. The cut-throat razor was wielded for a second time to get him as bare as possible and he looked down to a sight he hadn’t seen for years when the job was finally done.

“So smooth,” Carol said as she stroked her fingertips across his skin. “Just like a girl’s shaved pussy.”

She leaned in and Danny squirmed as another fierce kiss trapped his head against the tiles. The touch of Brenda’s fingers stroked across his groin at the same time and he looked down at her when his lips parted from Carol’s.

“So…, what do you think of my prowess with a razor?”

He shrugged his shoulders because he really couldn’t think of anything to say as he stared at his shaved crotch. Brenda got up and Danny’s wrists were grabbed to drag him out of the cubicle. When the three of them were dry, they returned to the bedroom and he watched as a box was taken from the wardrobe. It was set down on the bed and he was beckoned over to where the two women sat.

His gaze dropped from their faces to their naked breasts then lower still as he walked, but both women were still wearing panties. It blocked his view of pussy and he hoped it wouldn’t be long before that changed. He knew he wasn’t in control though as he came to a stop at the bed. The lid of the box was lifted, but held in such a way that he couldn’t get a glimpse inside. He did see what was brought out though and a frown creased his brow.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“This…,” Carol started as she held it up. “…is a penis cage. It’s to keep your pretty little boy under control now that he’s nice and soft.”

“Oh wait,” Danny said.

He didn’t get the chance to back off as Carol reached out to grab his cock tightly and pull him forward.

“You don’t want to spoil the line of these pretty pink panties with an erection, do you?” Brenda taunted as she picked them up from the bed.

Danny flinched as the cage was forced onto his cock and the ring locked behind his balls to hold it in place. The key was then set down on the bedside table.

“Come on,” Brenda said in a sweet voice as she leaned down to hold out the panties for him.

His humiliation welled up as he stepped into the underwear and it was pulled up his legs and snapped in place.

“Looking pretty already,” Carol said as she stood.

Danny was dragged across to the dressing table as the women carried on with their sissy boy game. He was made to sit down and it was Brenda that took control as she made up his face. It ended with him sporting heavily rouged cheeks, smoky brown eyelids, dark mascara and vivid, crimson lips.

“You really do make a lovely girl,” Brenda said as she stroked his cheek. “Your skin is so smooth and unblemished. I’m jealous.”

Carol opened a jewelry box and picked out a set of dangling, silver clip-on earrings. They were quickly put in place and Danny gazed at the stranger looking back at him in the mirror. It left him mortified, but the feeling was tinged with an excitement at what was happening. His hair was brushed into a side shade and a flowery clip used to pin back his fringe.

He remembered telling himself he was getting involved in some kinky shit earlier in the day and it was definitely coming true. Two older women just let him shoot a big load of cum all over their tits then shaved him and they were now practically naked as he sat in a pair of pink panties looking at his heavily made up face.

The sight was taken away from him as he was hauled to his feet and over to the bed. The two women sat down and he was made to stand in front of them again. Carol picked up one of the fishnet stockings and carefully rolled it up. She then leaned down and Danny had no option other than to slip his foot into it. The material was slowly pulled up his leg and he let out a slow breath as the elasticated top was snapped against his thigh.

He was made to slide his foot into the other stocking a few seconds later and both women started to stroke touches on his legs once it was in place. He’d only climaxed in the shower a short while before, but he could feel the flood of excitement returning. There would be no erection until his cock was released from the chastity device though and his tormenters showed no inclination to do that.

A hand slid around his leg to grope his ass and the touch slipped under the material of the pink panties. He clenched his buttocks tightly although it was no defense against an insistent finger that forced its way in between. A groan slipped out of his mouth at the touch on his asshole and it made him clench his muscles tighter.

“Let’s finish this,” Brenda said.

Danny gasped as the groping ended and he watched as Carol picked up the black dress. He was made to raise his arms to put them in the sleeves as the garment was pulled over his head. The material was dragged down, so the zipper could be closed and he saw the hem barely reached the top of his thighs. The heels were then put on the floor in front of him.

“Come on, sweetie,” Brenda teased when he just stared at them. “We want our sissy slut looking as pretty as possible.”

Danny cursed under his breath as he lifted a foot to put it in one of the shoes. He grimaced at how tight it was, but he managed to get it on. He reached out and the women held his hands as he worked his foot into the other shoe.

“How the hell do you walk in these things,” he said as he tottered on the heels.

“Try it,” Carol said.

The grip on his hands was released and he almost tripped on the very first step. His legs were stretched out by the stiletto heels and he wobbled precariously as he tried to walk. He was aware of the gazes on him and he cast glances towards naked tits as he slowly started to get the hang of moving around in the heels. The women urged him to strut back and forth in front of them after a while and he could hear their crude remarks about him as he did it.

“I’m so proud,” Brenda eventually teased and laughed. “Our little girl is all grown up.”

Carol laughed as she got to her feet and walked over to speak to Danny.

“You’re doing fine.”

She reached out and he thought she was trying to help, but quickly found out that wasn’t the case when she whipped up the hem of the black dress and cracked the palm of her hand on his ass.

“Fucking hell,” Danny cursed as the flare of pain erupted.

It got him no sympathy and the first spank was quickly followed by another. There was no way he could skip away in the high heels and he tried to put his hands behind his back to protect his ass. It did him little good as they were dragged away and Carol’s palm landed on the pink panties again.

“Are you going to be a good little sissy for us?” she demanded.

“Yes,” he answered. “Yes, I will be. I’ll do anything you want.”

“Oh, you will,” Carol went on and laughed. “Do you really think you can stop us now we’re all fired up?”

He reached a wall and there was no escape as he was spun around. A kiss landed on his lips and it trapped him in place. Brenda quickly moved to join them and Danny barely got the chance to catch his breath when Carol moved back before a second pair of lips crushed against his. Hands groped at his body and he squirmed as the touches slid under the pink panties. It was more than one finger playing on his asshole now and he let out a groan when the kisses ended. Brenda leaned in close to nuzzle her mouth on his ear and his excitement surged when he heard the whisper.

“Do you want to see Carol’s wet cunt?”

“Yes,” he answered in a breathless voice.

“Then let’s start your lessons.”

Brenda dragged Carol over to the bed and shoved her down on it. Danny pushed himself away from the wall to go after them. He caught a glimpse of himself in the wardrobe mirror and could see the way the lipstick was now smeared around his mouth.

“Show him,” Brenda said.

The words brought his attention back to the woman on the bed and he watched with wide open eyes as Carol sat up to work her bikini bottoms down to her ankles then took them off. She kept her legs together, but that didn’t last long when Brenda dropped down on the bed to drag them apart. Danny’s cock strained against the cage as hot blood began to pump and he could feel the slight pain of his erection being restrained from growing.

“This is cunt,” Brenda said crudely as she stroked fingertips on her friend’s pussy.

Danny could see that it was shaved bare and he moved closer to lean in for a better view. Brenda used her fingers to ease the wet slit open and it revealed glistening, pink skin.

“Shit,” he let out and unconsciously licked his lips.

“This is where you fuck your hard cock in a girl,” Brenda said and laughed.

Carol squirmed as her swollen lips were spread wider still and groaned when fingers dipped inside as Brenda played. Danny was enthralled to watch pussy being fingered for real and almost toppled off the heels as he tried to lean in even closer.

“How much do you want this wet hole?” Brenda asked him.

“I told you already,” he blurted out. “I’ll do anything.”

“That’s what I hoped you’d say,” Brenda replied then ducked down to nuzzle her lips on wet skin before raising her head again. “Kiss me.”

Danny didn’t need to be told twice and leaned down to press his mouth on slick lips. It got him his first ever taste of pussy to make the arousal surge through his veins. Brenda’s hand grasped the back of his neck to hold him in place as she forced her tongue in his mouth and he gasped when she let go.

“You want more don’t you,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Get on the bed then,” she ordered him.

Danny knelt down beside Carol’s legs and watched as her pussy lips were stretched open again. His breathing was ragged as Brenda encouraged him in with a nod of her head and he was quick to duck down between spread thighs. He kissed on smooth skin and the taste of pussy grew stronger in his mouth. It made him flick out his tongue and he lapped at the slick wetness.

“This is clit,” Brenda said.

She put her fingers on the top of Carol’s pubic mound then pulled up firmly on the skin and Danny saw the little bud pop out of its hood.

“Lick on it,” Brenda told him.

His heartbeat raced as his lust intensified and the pain of his erection being contained in the cage grew stronger. He leaned in and licked roughly across Carol’s clit. It made her ass buck up from the bed as she groaned.

“She likes that,” Brenda said. “She likes that a lot.”

Danny licked across clit again, but lifted his head to watch as Brenda fucked fingers in cunt. Carol squirmed around as her excitement climbed. She gripped the bedcovers as her back arched and her knuckles went white as the tension gripped her body.

“Keep licking,” Brenda urged.

Danny ducked down to get his head in position, so he could rasp his tongue across clit while he watched a touch being driven deep in wet pussy. The squelching sound of the finger fuck was dirty and Carol’s groans got louder as she gave herself completely to the attention being lavished between her thighs.

“Fuck…, fuck,” she gasped.

The word continued to sound out as her butt lifted higher from the bed, but Brenda pulled her fingers free before her friend reached a climax.

“Bitch,” Carol protested as her butt dropped down to the bed.

Danny watched the way her tits heaved as her breath rasped out, but he was quick to bring his gaze between her thighs again.

“You can lick her cunt out while I get ready,” Brenda said with a grin.

The only thing on Danny’s mind was to dive between spread legs and he enthusiastically swept his tongue along pussy. The way it opened up to his touch made him want more and he knew he was doing something right when Carol grabbed his hair to hold him in place. He could see the red of the lipstick he was wearing smearing on her shaved skin as he continued to eagerly lick along her slit.

“Fuck yeah,” she groaned and he winced as her grip tightened painfully in his hair. “Put it in.”

He gave her what she wanted by stiffening his tongue and plunging it between her swollen lips. She squirmed around as he eagerly licked touches inside her wet cunt to make it torment velvety skin. The thrill of licking out wet cunt for the first time in his life held his attention completely until he became aware of Brenda moving back to the bed from the wardrobe. He dragged his tongue from pussy and the curse spluttered from him as he realized what she meant by getting ready.

“What the fuck…”

He yelped as the grip tightened on his hair when he tried to raise his head. Brenda dropped to her knees on the bed, so she was right beside Carol’s face. She reached down to curl her fingers around the strap-on dildo she was wearing and made a show of stroking touches along its length. Danny was transfixed as he watched fingers sliding along a sex toy that was a perfect representation of a man’s erection.

“This is what we like playing with,” Brenda said.

Danny slowly lifted his gaze to her face.

“Are you going to fuck her with it?”

He saw the two women look at each other and the smiles spread wide on their faces.

“I take it you’ve never heard of pegging,” Brenda said when she looked at him.

“No,” Danny said as he frowned.

“Well, it’s when the girl takes on the role of the man, which is why I’m wearing this beauty” she went on and motioned to the toy.

“Oh shit,” Danny let out as he began to comprehend where things were going.

“I think he’s got it,” Carol said.

“And the man takes on the role of a pretty girl,” Brenda carried on. “Which is…”

Danny looked down at his outfit when her words trailed off and it was him that finished the sentence.

“…why I’m dressed up like this.”

“You make a pretty sissy boy,” Brenda said and a wide smirk played on her lips. “And I told you in the bathroom when we let you finish on our tits that you owed us.”

“But…”

“No buts,” she went on harshly. “If you want your cock freed from that cage, you give us what we want.”

Danny recalled the hands sliding inside the pink panties he was wearing to tease and torment his asshole. It was going to be more than a finger doing that if he let things go on. Carol’s grip on his hair held him between her thighs and he stared at her naked, shaved pussy. He was so close to a moment he’d been dreaming about for a long time and his desperation for it welled up.

The exhilaration of being with the two women and licking out pussy brought on a surge of hot blood and he could feel the way his cock strained for release. His erection would spring to life immediately if the chastity device was removed and he knew that Carol’s pussy would be his. He would have to give up his asshole to get it though and his buttocks clenched tightly at the mere idea of that.

“What’s it to be?” Brenda asked.

Danny rocked his head back, but he knew there was only one answer.

“OK,” he said.

Brenda shuffled forward on her knees and settled the strap-on toy down on her friend’s lips. Carol’s tongue came out to cover the black silicone in spit as she dragged Danny’s head down. He licked at her wet slit as he watched the show of the dildo being lubricated and knew that no one would believe how he lost his virginity. Not that he was going to tell anyone.

Moving to the edge of the bed, Brenda stood up and spat in her palm before working it along the toy. Carol kept her grip on Danny’s hair as she shuffled forward until her legs were hanging over the edge of the bed. He was made to get on his knees on the floor and she pulled his head back between her spread thighs. His lips pressed on her pussy, but he was all too aware of the person moving behind him.

Brenda grabbed the hem of the black dress and Danny tensed as it was lifted over his lower back to reveal the panties he wore. The pink material was yanked halfway down his thighs to expose his buttocks and he let out a cry as another hard spank cracked against them.

“Show me that pretty hole,” Brenda barked as she dropped to her knees right behind him.

“Fucking hell,” Danny cursed, but his hesitation only got him more punishment. “OK…, OK,” he yelled as the stinging pain raged through him.

His breath came out in rasping pants as he dug his fingers in his buttocks and spread them for the woman behind. Brenda leaned in to drop some spit on puckered skin and she let out a satisfied groan as she worked the lubrication in.

“Put your tongue in me,” Carol ordered.

She tightened her grip to pull a sissy boy between her thighs and groaned as he gave her what she wanted. Shudders wracked her body as she pushed herself towards Danny to take his tongue deeper then brought the fingers of her free hand to her clit. The circling touch on the erect bud made her groan and she closed her eyes as she thrilled to the touch of a virgin tongue inside her.

Danny almost let out a whimper as the slick head of the toy touched on his tiny, puckered hole. It felt huge and he instinctively tried to tighten his asshole, but Brenda wasn’t about to be denied what she wanted. She grabbed hold of the strap-on dildo and worked the tip around as she eased her hips forward. The sight of a virgin hole succumbing to her advances stirred her desire and she worked harder to get inside. She heard the muffled groans and it made her push harder until she overcame the resistance.

“Oh yeah, sissy boy,” she let out as the dildo suddenly slid forward easily.

She spanked her hand on Danny’s butt and he grimaced as his asshole pulsed around the thick penetration. There was a certain pleasure to the sensation that surprised him and his legs trembled when Brenda’s nails sank into his hips. She used the grip to pull herself forward and it buried the full length of the toy in his ass.

“Good little girl,” she taunted and laughed. “Lick out that cunt to make her cum and I’ll take that cage off you.”

Danny pulled back slightly to gasp for breath and watched Carol’s fingers circling on her clit. The urge to fuck his cock into what he was staring at reared up in his mind and he drove his tongue deep then lashed it around. The grip on his hips tightened and he knew what was coming, but concentrated his efforts on licking out pussy.

“Make him your slut,” Carol urged in a breathless voice.

She knew that if Brenda went wild on Danny, the thrusts would ram his tongue deeper in her cunt and she stroked her clit to a faster rhythm as her excitement mounted. They had the sissy boy they wanted trapped between them and their fantasy was coming to life.

Brenda eased her hips back carefully until only the thick tip of the dildo was inside asshole. She then bucked forward to slide the full length back in and it was such a heady rush. The base of the toy pressed on her clit to bring out a loud groan, but she wanted more. It made her start to slowly thrust, but she threw herself forward a little harder with each stab of her hips to make the base keep rubbing on her clit. It built the pleasure between her thighs and she quickened the rhythm of the ass fuck to get what she wanted.

Carol could feel Danny being pushed against her and she lifted her ass to grind herself against his mouth as his tongue eagerly lashed around inside her pussy. The way it grazed across her slick inner skin was deliciously dirty and she could feel the heat of her desire climbing towards an orgasm.

“Harder,” she moaned to Danny and tried to drag his head further between her thighs.

“OK,” said Brenda and laughed. She sank her nails in flesh as she began to ram her hips forward forcefully and she shuddered at the pressure on her clit when she drove the dildo deep in tight ass.

Carol’s muscles tensed to make the small of her back arch and the spasms of her thighs became pronounced as she roughly stroked her clit to take herself over the edge. Her neck stretched out as she pushed her head into the mattress and the pressure released to send a rush of heat ripping through her body. The convulsions quickly overwhelmed her to flood her veins with burning pleasure as she scaled the heights of her passion to the very peak of her climax.

Brenda fucked the dildo deep in Danny’s asshole and pressed against him to keep his head buried between her friend’s thighs. It was only when the shuddering spasms died from Carol’s body that she pulled back to withdraw the toy. She grabbed the pink panties and hauled them down his legs to take them off.

Danny rubbed at his ass as he looked down at Carol’s sweat-stained skin. His chest heaved as he gasped for breath, but he lifted his gaze to Brenda as she moved to the bedside table. She grabbed the key to the penis cage then moved back to him.

“Now you get your reward,” she said as she dragged him to his feet.

The relief of the cage being loosened and removed disappeared quickly as Brenda slipped her hand under the black dress and circled her fingers around his cock to stroke it fully erect. Carol scrambled all the way onto the bed and rolled on her belly as she basked into the afterglow of the orgasm.

“Come on, I’ll teach you,” Brenda said.

Danny scrambled onto the bed after her and put his hand on the back of Carol’s naked thigh. Brenda was less gentle as she smacked her hand down on her friend’s butt and laughed at the squeal it got.

“Ass in the air,” she ordered.

Danny could sense how close he was to sex as he watched Carol slowly assuming the position. She ended up with her face pressed against the mattress and her plump ass raised up in the air.

“Get on your knees,” Brenda told Danny.

It seemed he was about to take a woman from behind to lose his virginity and he wasn’t going to complain. He moved right behind Carol and lifted the black dress, so he could settle his cock against the crease of her ass.

“Now slap her butt and make her put it in,” Brenda went on.

Danny tapped his palm tentatively on Carol’s ass.

“Like this,” Brenda snapped.

She spanked her palm on naked ass hard enough to leave a red mark and Danny heard the groan it got. Carol spread her thighs and slipped a hand back through them to grab for his cock. She led it to her wet pussy and guided the tip inside.

“Fuck,” he groaned and rocked his head back as his legs shook.

“You’re nice and hard for a fuck,” Brenda said crudely. “And you won’t lose control straight away.”

Danny guessed that making him cum in the shower was about more than losing his erection, so they could shave him. He’d always worried that on his first time he would shoot his load as soon as he touched pussy, but he felt in control as he eased his hips forward.

“Oh yeah,” he gasped as he fucked his stiff shaft all the way in wet cunt for the first time in his life.

Brenda’s hand slipped under the dress and she forced her hand between his thighs from behind to grab his balls. Danny’s groan was loud as she squeezed and his cock jerked around. Her grip was released quickly though and caresses began to stroke along the crease of his ass. He couldn’t care less though as he reveled in the pure bliss of silky smooth pussy wrapped around his raging erection.

“Feels good, huh,” Brenda said and she forced her finger between his ass cheeks to touch on his puckered skin.

“Yes,” he groaned as he began to rock his hips.

“You’ll like this better then,” she said.

He froze in place when she moved behind and pushed him down to lean over Carol’s back. It left him completely exposed and he was in no doubt what was about to happen. The touch of the dildo played on his asshole again and he groaned as the pressure increased to open him up. The feel of his tight ring pulsing around the thick penetration make his cock throb inside pussy and his body shook.

Brenda sank her nails in his flesh to pull herself forward and buried the dildo deep in his ass. She held on tightly then started to rock her hips to make Danny fuck her friend and in a matter of seconds his body was slapping forcefully on Carol’s ass. He could feel the pressure building in his balls as he grabbed hold of curvy hips to hang on and pull himself forward. It slammed his cock in cunt and the contractions of his muscles at the end of each thrust made his asshole squeeze around the dildo. The dirty delight of the kinky action wasn’t lost on him and it sent shudders racing down his spine.

His eyes closed tightly as he lost himself to the thrill of the sex and he let Brenda control the pace from behind. Her groans got louder as the base of the strap-on pleasured her clit and it made her hammer her hips forward with more effort. The sound of naked skin slapping together at a frantic rate filled the room and Danny could sense his control starting to evaporate. His balls tightened up against his groin as he closed in on a release and his groans of excitement grew louder.

“Fill her cunt,” Brenda gasped.

The dirty words were the tipping point for Danny and he thrust forward to fuck deep as his excitement came to a high more quickly than he’d intended. His cock quivered and the pulsing of his asshole around the dildo helped to shoot a gushing stream of cum inside pussy. It sent wave after wave of pleasure coursing through him as his virginity was lost.

Brenda pushed forward to press her body against him as the loud sound of his guttural groans echoed around the walls. She was so close and worked to grind herself against his bucking body as his powerful spurts of cum continued to flood pussy. It got her to an orgasm and she pressed her breasts tight against Danny’s back as the searing heat ripped out from her center to engulf her in a flurry of juddering convulsions. She could barely catch her breath as she pressed her mouth against the black material of the dress and rode out the pleasure until it started to fade from her body.

Carol groaned as she collapsed to the mattress to make cock pull out of her and she lay trembling. Brenda reached around Danny’s body and grabbed his fading erection to enjoy its dying throbs. When she finally let go, she eased her hips back to withdraw the dildo and pushed past him.

“You’re a man,” she teased him as she rolled her friend over and pulled Carol’s legs apart.

Danny stared down at the trickle of white sliding out of pussy to run down smooth thighs and a smile played on his lips. His gaze then went to what he was wearing and he shook his head in disbelief.

“Yeah…, some man,” he said and couldn’t hold in the laugh. “I didn’t expect to lose my virginity in a dress, stockings, makeup and heels while an older woman fucked my ass.”

Brenda guffawed as she shoved him down to the bed and lay on top to kiss him. She looked in his eyes when their lips parted.

“But you look so pretty in your outfit and this is only the start of your lessons,” she said. “We’re going to use you like a sissy boy slut until the day you go home.”


Cougar Toy: Bimbo Sissified More

Even with his eyes closed, Danny was aware of the shadow cast over him that blocked the late afternoon sunshine. There hadn’t been a cloud in the sky all day, so he could only assume that someone walking along the beach had come to a stop. It was a surprise and a slight annoyance, considering there weren’t actually that many people around. He waited for the person to move on, but it didn’t happen and a frown creased his brow when he heard the quiet laugh.

“I didn’t expect you to ignore me.”

He recognized the voice and was already scrambling up from a lying position before he opened his eyes to see Carol. It was impossible to contain the flutter of nerves and it showed in his hesitant reply.

“Oh, umm…, hi,” he let out as he got himself up to a sitting position.

He lifted a hand to shade his eyes and stared at the gorgeous cougar looming over him. His mind went immediately to the scene in the bedroom of her house the week before when he lost his virginity to an older woman.

“Hi yourself,” Carol replied casually and a wide smile spread across her face. “Have you missed me?”

Danny gulped as she dropped her bag on the sand then grabbed the bottom of the white t-shirt she wore to lift it over her head. He stared, without saying a word, as she adjusted the tight, polka dot bikini top that struggled to contain her breasts.

“I haven’t seen you since…,” he eventually started, but his words trailed off because he was unsure of how to end the sentence.

“Well…, you can see me now,” she let out cheekily.

She reached for the knot at her hip and released it to pull the kaftan skirt from around her waist. It put her voluptuous figure fully on display and the polka dot bikini briefs didn’t cover an awful lot. Danny raised a hand to rub fingers on his lips as he gulped down air and his mind was filled with thoughts of licking out Carol’s pussy. The arousal it brought on was unwanted and he could feel a rush of hot blood stiffening his erection. He tried to fight it off, but his body wasn’t listening to him.

“And how are your cute, shaved pubes?” she teased him.

“Itchy,” Danny replied.

He watched as she set out a towel on the sand beside his and dropped face down on it. His gaze slid along the delicious curve of her spine then over her butt and he took the opportunity to lie down on his belly, so he could hide the fact he was getting excited.

“You shouldn’t let the hair grow in,” Carol said. “I’m sure Brenda would be more than happy to shave you again.”

“Maybe,” he replied in an uncertain voice.

He recalled the touch of the cut-throat razor on his skin as his groin was shaved bare and squirmed slightly at the memory. It didn’t go unnoticed.

“Are you getting hard there, pretty boy?” Carol said and smirked.

“Stop it,” he hissed. “Someone might hear.”

The smile remained on her lips as she glanced around, but she could see there was no one nearby.

“Who’s going to hear?” she queried. “The beach is practically empty.”

“Yeah, but still…,” Danny let out.

“I’d be disappointed if you didn’t get it up for me,” Carol went on and let out a sniggering guffaw before going on. “Seeing as I’m the one that popped your cherry. I hope it’s me you’ve been thinking about when you jack off. How many times have you done it since the night in my bedroom?”

“Fucking hell,” Danny let out in an uncomfortable voice as his embarrassment flared.

The truth was he’d jacked himself off every single night since he lost his virginity and was desperate for more. The feel of his erection fucking in wet cunt was better than he’d ever imagined although he wasn’t so sure about the rest of what happened to him that night. Being made to dress up in women’s clothing as a sissy boy then having his asshole pegged by Carol’s friend while he lost his virginity wasn’t how he envisaged it playing out in his dreams, but it was a price he needed to pay and he’d gone along with it.

“Come on,” Carol encouraged him. “Tell me how much you’ve been thinking about my hot, wet cunt.”

The dirty words only added to the lust infecting Danny and he was all too aware of the pulsing throb of his erection. He clenched his buttocks as he pushed his groin down onto his towel and his breath came out raggedly.

“Every night since, well, you know…,” he admitted.

“Poor boy,” she teased him. “Your arm must be sore from all that stroking.”

“Come on, stop it,” he pleaded as the flush of color reddened his cheeks. “I get hard every time I think about the night in your bedroom. What the hell am I supposed to do?”

“Come around to my place,” she said and let out a quiet laugh.

“Yeah, and get dressed up like a girl and fucked in the ass again,” he said.

“And here was me thinking you liked it,” Carol joked as she looked at him.

“I did,” he let out. “Well…, most of it.”

“Brenda and I loved every second of it,” she went on. “In fact…”

Danny felt the quickening of his pulse, but forced himself not to wriggle around as his cock pressed against the ground. He wanted to know the end to her last comment, but the silence stretched out and he needed to fill it.

“In fact what?” he asked.

Carol pushed herself up to her knees and made a show of adjusting her bikini top. The polka dot material strained under the load of her heavy breasts and Danny slid his tongue around his lips as he stared. She got to her feet and turned, so she was looking towards the water’s edge. It left her facing away from him and he watched as she slipped fingertips under her bikini bottoms and ran them along the edge of the material to stretch it out over her buttocks.

“You coming for a swim?” she asked as she moved off to stroll down the sand towards the water.

There was no doubt what was on offer was more than a swim, and Danny swallowed nervously. His gaze lingered on her ass cheeks as she walked away from him.

“Shit,” he muttered at the thought of how hard he was.

It would be impossible to hide when he got to his feet and he looked nervously in either direction. There was no one particularly close, so he took the chance and stood up. His erection pushed out the material of his shorts, but he suspected that covering his groin with his hands would only draw attention to how aroused he was.

“Just fucking move,” he urged himself.

He glanced either way again as he set off after Carol and she was already wading into the ocean when he got to the shoreline. He followed after her and didn’t catch up until she was in deeper water. She turned to face him and laughed as she slapped her hand on the surface to send a spray of water over him.

“Oops…, sorry,” she said and the sound of her laughter rang out.

It turned to a squeal when Danny returned the compliment to soak her and she brushed wet strands of hair from her forehead.

“Bad boy,” she said and reached out to grab his wrist.

He didn’t resist as she pulled to bring them closer and he gasped as their bodies came together. He was all too aware of the way her breasts pressed against his chest and before he knew what was happening, Carol’s hand was sliding under the waistband of his shorts.

“Hmm…, a very, very bad boy,” she teased him as her fingers curled around his erection.

He looked nervously towards the beach, but there appeared to be no one watching and they were in deep enough water to cover what they were doing. Settling his hands on Carol’s hips, he ran them around her body. The touches stroking along his stiff shaft made him want to groan, but he was conscious that he didn’t want to give the game away of the naughty play they were indulging in.

“Feels better when it’s a girl’s hand, huh?” Carol joked.

She gripped tightly to enjoy the throb of hot blood before sliding her fingers down to grasp them around balls.

“Are you going to come and play with us again?” she asked.

“I thought that’s what we were doing,” he replied.

“This is just thanks for being our pretty, sissy boy last week,” Carol said as she massaged his balls. “And I’d thought I’d give you a break from your own hand.”

Danny’s legs trembled as she slid a touch back up onto his erection to caress her fingers along it. He slipped his fingertips under the tight waistband of her bikini bottoms and hesitated to see what she said.

“Is it my cunt or my asshole you’ve been fantasizing about?” she teased him.

“Both,” he admitted.

“Then don’t let me stop you.”

She glanced towards the shoreline and Danny did the same, but the nearest people were a fair way along the beach and they were paying no attention to what was going on in the water. Danny held his breath as he worked to get his hand under the polka dot material and sink his fingers in soft flesh. The thrill of groping ass made his chest heave and he was quick to touch a finger in the crease of Carol’s ass and wiggle it around to make it slip between rounded cheeks.

“Mmm…, naughty,” she said in a hushed voice.

He shuddered as he touched on her asshole and could feel her squirming as he increased the pressure. It was enough to get his fingertip just inside and he could feel the way her tight ring pulsed around the slight penetration. After a few seconds, she let go of his cock to pull her hand from under his shorts and he froze when she dragged them down. His erection sprang free and she grabbed hold again straight away to grip tightly.

“Do the same to me,” she told him.

Danny wasted no time in pulling his hand from under the polka dot material before easing the bikini briefs part way down Carol’s legs. He slid his hand between her thighs and let out a slow breath as his fingers grazed across smooth skin.

“Do you always keep it shaved?” he blurted out without thinking.

“Only when I think I might get some action,” Carol replied and laughed. “So, will you come and play with us again.”

Her grip loosened as she began to stroke touches along his length and the trembling of his legs worsened. His excitement climbed and he knew the tease of the touches was to get him to agree. Not that he was about to decline the offer and the desperation to be with two women that wanted to use him came on strong.

“Yes, yes I will,” he answered.

Carol spread her legs apart and he knew it was an invitation to get his hand right between her thighs. He jumped at the chance and stroked a finger along her shaven slit. Her pussy lips opened up to his insistent touch and he felt the slick, velvety softness of her inner skin. The groan she let out came from the back of her throat and she pushed her hips towards him.

“More,” she urged him in a husky voice.

Danny brought another finger to her wet opening to fuck two inside her and felt the pressure increasing in his balls as she stroked him harder. There was no doubt she was going to take him all the way and he worked his fingers in and out of her pussy with slow, deep strokes.

“Oh yeah,” she groaned. “You’re doing that good, pretty boy.”

Her grip tightened on his cock as she stroked her fingers from balls to tip over and over until Danny knew he couldn’t keep himself from losing control. His breathing grew rapid as the surge of pleasure swept through his body, but he kept fucking fingers in Carol’s wet cunt as she took him all the way.

“Come on, sissy boy,” she growled through clenched teeth. “Show me that fucking cum.”

Danny’s eyes closed and his head rolled back as she increased the rhythm until it was impossible to resist. He clenched his buttocks in the final seconds as her fingers raked along his length and his body shook as the growing bliss overwhelmed him.

“Fuck,” he let out as his hips bucked forward to shoot a gushing string of cum into the water between them.

“That’s it,” Carol said and dragged her hand right down to press it against his balls. “Give me it all.”

The effect was to make an even more powerful burst of white spurt into the ocean. It was followed by more as his balls gave up every drop of their load and he could feel his legs buckling as he climbed to a high that left him gasping for breath. When Carol let go of his erection, she grabbed his wrist to drag his fingers from her pussy.

“You owe me,” she said and laughed.

“What do you want?” Danny asked in a hoarse voice as he tried to recover his composure.

“You’re going to be at the front of the mall tomorrow evening at six.”

“To do what?” he queried.

“Brenda and I are taking you on a trip,” Carol answered.

“Where are we going?”

Carol lifted her hand out of the water to tap the side of her nose and a smile spread across her face.

“Let’s just say that we want you to meet a friend,” she told him.

Danny’s nerves flared.

“Another older woman?” he asked.

“Nope,” Carol said. “Simone is in her mid-twenties. You’ll like her.”

“Will we return home tomorrow night?”

“Yup, we’re not going too far,” Carol replied. “Just make sure you’re in front of the mall at six.”

“What do I tell my gran?” Danny let out.

“I’m sure you’ll think of something,” Carol said and laughed.

She pulled her bikini briefs up to start wading out of the ocean and Danny watched as she splashed water on herself when she got to a shallower depth. He glanced down to see some of the cum clinging to his belly and washed it away before pulling his shorts up.

It wasn’t like he never went out in the evening, but it didn’t happen often and he wondered what he should tell his gran. He didn’t really like the idea of lying to her, but the chance to be with Brenda, Carol and their friend was too good to miss. There was no way of knowing exactly what he was letting himself in for, but he suspected it would involve women’s clothes and makeup.

As he started to make his way in to the beach, he looked ahead to see Carol already walking up the sand towards where he’d been sunbathing and he guessed she’d be gone by the time he got there. He saw he was right when he stepped out of the water and he dropped down on his towel when he got to it.

His mind started to work overtime to come up with a sensible excuse he could use as he lay down and closed his eyes to enjoy the last of the sunshine for that day.

***

“A party?”

Danny heard the slight note of surprise in his grandmother’s voice and was quick to reply when she glanced up from the book in her lap to look at him.

“Well, more of a get-together really,” he said. “A guy I’ve been chatting to on the beach most days invited me along to it.”

“There won’t be any shenanigans at it, will there?” his granny went on.

The laugh he let out was genuine at the phrase she used, but he couldn’t shake off a growing nervousness because of the lies he was telling.

“Of course not,” he said. “It’s just a group of his friends meeting up for a chat. As far as I know, his parents will be there so I’m sure there will be no shenanigans.”

“I don’t want you coming home the worse for wear.”

“You don’t have to worry about that,” he said as he moved across the lounge towards her. “I’m not planning to do anything stupid and won’t be home too late. I’ve got my key, so there’s no need for you to wait up.” He glanced down at his watch to feign that he was in a hurry before going on. “I better get a move on because I said I’d meet him at six.”

He leaned down to kiss his gran’s cheek then quickly moved to the door.

“Be good,” she said after him.

He turned to smile at her, but it didn’t feel natural and he wondered if it looked strange on his face.

“I will be,” he replied. “Bye.”

He stepped out of the room before anything else passed between them and it allowed him to escape being questioned in detail about where he was going. Making up stories about the name and address of an imaginary beach friend would only end in him being caught out in his lies and he didn’t want his grandmother finding out. He felt guilty about deceiving her, but couldn’t exactly come out with the truth. The last thing he needed or wanted was that being revealed, but it seemed that he’d got away with his deception.

He checked to make sure his keys were in his pocket as he walked along the hallway then left the house. A glance back when he reached the gate showed no sign of his grandmother at the lounge window and he set off along the street towards the bus stop. It wasn’t long before the service he wanted turned up and he stared out at the passing scene on the short journey. His watch showed it was fifteen minutes before six when he stepped off the bus and he could sense a rising mix of apprehension and exhilaration as he walked across to the mall. There was no shaking off the intense emotions as he contemplated what the evening might bring his way.

Other than being told to be there, he’d been given no other instructions so he simply waited outside the main entrance when he got to the mall. It was impossible to keep himself from looking at his watch, but it only seemed to make the minutes pass slower. The toot of a horn just before six o’clock caught his attention and he watched as a station wagon came to a stop beside him. He saw it was Brenda in the driving seat.

“Evening, pretty boy” she said through the open window and motioned her head towards the rear of the vehicle. “Get in.”

Danny’s mouth was dry as he stepped over to the car and he saw Carol sitting on the back seat. He opened the door to get in beside her and couldn’t stop his gaze flitting to her legs. There was no doubt the hem of her skirt was pulled high on her thighs to give a glimpse of the stocking tops she wore and he lifted a hand to rub it on his lips.

“He’s looking,” Carol said and laughed.

“Can’t blame him,” Brenda replied as she got the car moving again. “When you flash those sexy stockings tops, I look at them too.”

“Do I get to know where we’re going?” Danny asked.

“Next town,” Brenda said over her shoulder. “The drive is only around twenty five minutes, so that should give Carol enough time.”

Danny frowned as he turned to look at the woman sitting beside him.

“Enough time to do what?”

He froze when she leaned closer to settle fingertips on his thigh. Nothing was said as the touch slowly trailed higher up his leg, but Carol laughed when she found the expected hard bulge of a swelling erection. Danny’s eyes opened wide when she lifted her free hand to reveal the penis cage.

“I don’t think I can fit this around your big, hard cock,” she said crudely and fondled his stiff shaft through his jeans. “So, I need time to get rid of your erection.”

“Fucking hell,” Danny gasped as the groping became rougher.

“Make sure I get to see,” Brenda said.

Carol grabbed Danny’s arm to make him shuffle across until he was sitting right in the middle of the rear seat.

“Is that OK?” she asked.

Brenda lifted her hand to make a slight adjustment to the rearview mirror and caught Danny’s gaze in it.

“That’s perfect,” she replied.

“Just don’t get too wrapped up in what I’m doing,” Carol cautioned. “I don’t want you crashing the car.”

“Yes Miss,” Brenda said and laughed.

Carol put her hand back on Danny’s groin to grope his cock through denim before pulling the touch away.

“Take the jeans down,” she ordered.

“Someone might see,” he protested.

“I know,” Carol said and laughed. “Isn’t it such a fucking thrill?”

She grabbed for the button and zipper of the jeans to loosen them and urged him to pull the denim down. Danny lifted his butt to do it and ended up with the waistband of his jeans at his knees.

“Boxer shorts too,” Brenda said.

He glanced at the rearview mirror to see she was watching and sucked in a deep breath as he exposed his fully erect cock to the two women.

“He’s jacked himself off every night since we fucked him,” Carol said as she gripped his erection. “And he’s still fucking solid tonight.”

“That’s nineteen year old boys for you,” Brenda joked. “They get so hard at the drop of a hat.”

“Mmm…,” Carol let out as she started to put on a show for her friend. “And his lovely cock is all ours.”

Her fingers slowly stroked along Danny’s stiff shaft before she tightened her grip just below the head. He let out a gasping groan as her thumb teased around slick skin to stroke through the bubbles of pre-cum appearing at the tiny opening on the tip. His mind went back to the day before when she made him shoot his load in the ocean, but he found himself hoping he was about to get more than a handjob.

“Just like your first time with us in the shower,” she said. “I’ll get this first one out of you to make sure you last when we get to the real action later on.”

Danny turned his head to the scene outside and hoped that no one in the passing cars saw what was going on. Not that he could do anything about it if they did. He was in the control of two kinky, older women again and knew they were going to do with him whatever they wanted. Carol’s thumb continued to stroke around the head of his cock and the surge of enjoyment at her touch rippled through him. He slid his butt forward then settled his head on the seat back as he was used.

“Lick it,” Brenda urged.

Carol leaned forward and her hair hung down as she teased the tip of her tongue around the very tip of Danny’s erection.

“Can’t see,” Brenda complained.

“Hold my hair out of the way,” Carol said and Danny reached out to gather it up at the back of her head.

“Oh yeah,” Brenda let out and it was obvious she now had a good view of the action.

Carol kept licking around the head of his cock before working a fast flickering tongue right on the very tip. It got her the taste and she leaned down to nuzzle her lips on the tiny opening as the beads of pre-cum continued to appear. Her breath grew heavier and it was obvious she was getting a buzz from not only playing with cock, but putting on a dirty show for her friend.

Danny wriggled around on the seat as the bliss of the touches grew stronger and his grip on Carol’s hair tightened. He clenched his buttocks to make his ass lift up from the seat and she gave him what he wanted by pouting her lips. His cock slid between them and he groaned as her tongue went to work again. It made him squirm all the more and he closed his eyes tightly as the pleasure of the blowjob grew.

“Take more of it,” Brenda urged as her gaze continually flitted to the rearview mirror.

Carol grabbed hold of the base of Danny’s cock to hold it in place as she stroked her lips up and down over the head. She eventually gave Brenda what she wanted by letting more of the hardness fill her mouth and her head began to bob.

“I think he likes it,” Brenda joked.

Danny opened his eyes to catch her gaze in the mirror and suspected that the expression on his face probably looked pained. The touch of Carol’s soft lips sliding along his length as she let it fuck into her mouth was something special and he wanted it to last as long as possible. He tried to get his thoughts off sex to keep himself under control and closed his eyes as he settled his head down on the back of the seat again.

Carol began to work her mouth lower with each bob of her head until she gagged on cock and it made her come up with a spluttering laugh. She let spit drop from her lips onto the head and brought her hand up to work the lubrication in.

“Is it too big for you?” Brenda teased her friend.

“I can do it,” Carol said.

“Do what?” Danny asked when he opened his eyes.

Carol didn’t answer him, so he glanced towards the rearview mirror. Brenda winked at him and a wide smile spread across her face.

“Oh…, you’re going to like it,” she joked before returning her gaze to the road in front.

Danny tensed as Carol leaned in and he let go of her hair then worked to gather it up at the back of her head again. She kissed on the tip of his cock before sliding her lips lower and starting to bob her head again. More and more of the hardness filled her mouth until she began to gag, but this time she kept going.

She began to waggle her head from side to side as she forced her mouth down and Danny groaned as the tip of his stiff shaft brushed on the back of her throat. She pulled her hand away from the base of his cock as she kept going until her lips pressed on his balls.

“Fucking hell,” he let out in a gasp of breath as his erection was deep-throated.

The gagging sounds stoked his excitement and he clenched his buttocks to push his ass up as he reveled in the dirty delight of the kinky action. Carol held her mouth on him for as long as she could and her breath came out in harsh gasps when she lifted her head. Sticky strings of spit stretched out from her lips to the tip of his cock and she left them hanging for a few seconds before flicking out her tongue to break them. He could taste himself on her when she leaned in to a kiss and forced her tongue in his mouth.

“Feel good, pretty boy,” she said when she pulled her lips from his.

“Get it over with and get him caged,” Brenda said. “And don’t make a mess of the interior of my car.”

“Yes Miss,” Carol said and laughed.

She reached out to stroke her fingers along Danny’s slippery length and gradually began to build the pressure. There was no holding in the groans as she gripped tighter and sped up the rhythm of the handjob before leaning down to his groin again.

“Hair,” Brenda let out in a loud voice.

Danny grabbed for Carol’s hair to gather it up as the head of his cock was engulfed in her warm, wet mouth. He slid down in the seat to get comfortable as her hand and mouth worked in unison on his erection. The rough touches of her fingers pressed down on his balls at the end of each stroke, while her mouth followed down to pleasure him. He began to squirm more as he was consumed by a lust that made his body shake.

The sound of his heavy gasping breaths filled the car as he tried to hold on because he didn’t want things to end. Carol increased her efforts as she let his cock slide deep in her mouth to make the head brush against the back of her throat.

“Fuck…, fuck…,” Danny let out as he was pushed closer towards a climax.

His back arched away from the seat as his muscles clenched tightly and there was no resisting the onslaught of a kinky, older woman. Brenda urged her friend on and her dirty chatter only added to Danny’s excitement until there was no more fighting off the burning heat of desire that consumed his body. His butt began to buck up from the seat as his balls tightened up to his groin and he groaned as Carol grabbed hold to massage them.

She tightened her mouth around his hard length as she bobbed her head with more vigor until a despairing groan spilled from between Danny’s lips. The convulsing spasms of his hips showed what was about to happen and she clamped her lips just below the head of his erection as the first streaming eruption of cum splattered the roof of her mouth.

“Oh…, fuck,” Danny groaned.

His butt bucked up from the seat over and over as the shudders of his climax filled Carol’s mouth with a thick, creamy load. She only released his cock from between her lips when his spasms died away to let him settle down on the seat. Opening her mouth wide showed that she’d swallowed every drop and she laughed when she heard her friend.

“Dirty bitch,” Brenda joked.

“You’re just jealous,” Carol shot back.

She gripped tightly around the base of Danny’s erection then dragged her fingers slowly up to make a final dribble of cum ooze out and trickle down slick skin. He watched as she leant in to touch the tip of her tongue on the end of the white trail then licked all the way up to the little slit. She then swirled her tongue around his cock before lifting her head.

“All nice and clean,” she joked and held on to his erect cock to enjoy the dying throbs as the power drained away.

“Cage him,” Brenda said.

It was her last comment as she set her gaze on the traffic in front. Carol waited until Danny’s cock was completely soft then forced the penis cage around it and secured the ring in place at the back of his balls.

“Who knows what’ll happen when it comes off,” she joked.

Danny grabbed his underwear and jeans to drag them up into place then shuffled across the seat to look out the window. Nothing more was said as the journey progressed until he saw the building they approached.

“We’re going to a mall?” he asked.

“Sure,” Carol replied. “It’s the best place to kit out a sissy boy, don’t you think?”

Brenda turned off the street to drive down into the underground parking lot and Danny could sense the flare of nerves. The three of them got out when the car came to a stop and they walked across to the elevator in the corner of the building.

“Are we meeting your friend here?” he asked.

“It’s her store,” Brenda replied as she pressed the button on the wall.

The elevator was empty when it arrived and it didn’t stop as it ascended to the third level of the mall.

“This way,” Brenda said when they got out.

Danny looked around, but there weren’t that many people in sight as he followed the two women. They came to a stop in front of a store and it was Carol that opened the door.

“In you go,” she told him and he stepped forward. “We’ll see you in a short while.”

“What?” he let out, but the door closed and Brenda and Carol walked away.

He was about to reach out to open the door and go after him when the voice stopped him.

“You must be Danny.”

He turned around to see who spoke and the shock of being left alone disappeared in an instant when he set eyes on the most beautiful blonde girl he’d ever seen in his life.

***

Danny glanced over his shoulder through the glass front of the store to see Brenda and Carol disappearing from sight before returning his gaze to the vision in front of him. His tongue stuck to the top of his dry mouth and beads of sweat prickled on his forehead as a blaze of nervousness erupted. He lifted a hand to rub it on his chin and wished he could think of something clever or witty to say, but the inhibition of being in the presence of a truly gorgeous girl made his mind go blank.

“I’m Simone,” she said in a quiet voice as she stepped closer.

The top two buttons of the tight, white blouse she wore were open to reveal a hint of cleavage and Danny needed to force himself to stop staring at her breasts. He lifted his gaze to a stunning face. The girl’s blonde hair was styled into a bob that curled under her jawline and perfectly framed her heart-shaped face. Pink eyeshadow set off her deep blue eyes to perfection and the look was enhanced by dark eyeliner and mascara. The vivid pink on her plump lips made them stand out also and it was obvious she knew how to use cosmetics to make the best of her beautiful features.

“Cat got your tongue,” she joked as she stepped past him.

Danny inhaled the scent of flowery perfume and a shiver trickled down his spine. He spun around to watch as Simone went to the door to lock it then turned to walk back towards him.

“Why did they go?” he managed to blurt out.

“They asked me to get you ready first,” she said and smiled.

It made her look even more beautiful and Danny felt the lump in his throat as he tried to swallow.

“Get ready?” he queried, but was sure he already knew what she meant.

Simone lifted her hand to sweep it around and Danny understood to check out his surroundings. The lingerie hanging on the racks around the store was gorgeous and the idea of seeing Simone in some of it popped into his head, but he suspected it wouldn’t be her wearing the sexy underwear he was looking at.

“Well...,” she went on. “I actually mean they want me to get us ready.”

Danny narrowed his eyes as he stared at her and suddenly wondered if he would get to see her in some racy undies.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

A wide smile spread across her face as she walked up to link her arm through his.

“Come on twin,” she said and let out a quiet laugh. “Let’s make the bitches pay through the nose for the fun they want from us.”

Danny wanted to ask what she meant about twins, but didn’t get the chance to when Simone stopped at the first rack they came to.

“What do you think about these,” she asked.

He looked at the frilly pink panties on the rack and wasn’t even aware that he wrinkled his nose as he stared at them.

“Umm…,” he let out.

“Maybe this will help,” Simone went on and let out a cheeky giggle.

She grabbed his arm to move him around the rack, so they were hidden from the view of anyone walking past the store. Danny watched in amazement as she reached for the edge of her short, pleated skirt and edged it higher. She turned slightly and revealed more and more of her thighs until the scalloped edge of a pair of pink frilly panties came in view.

“Don’t they look good?” Simone said.

“Yes,” he blurted out and meant it.

He found himself staring at the sweet curves of an ass swathed in pretty pink and could barely believe what was going on. He’d arrived at his gran’s home a virgin less than a couple of weeks before and was now standing in the lingerie store of a beautiful young woman who was flashing her panties at him.

“Then it’s settled,” she said and let the hem slide back down her legs.

She picked up a pair of the panties from the rack to hold them against his crotch and he could feel his cock already straining for release from the cage.

“Too small,” she mused then picked up another hanger to hold a second pair of panties to his groin. “They’ll do.”

She linked her arm through Danny’s again to lead him further into the store and stopped at a display of nylon hosiery.

“The bitches like stockings,” she said and laughed as she picked up a couple of packages.

“Don’t you like Carol and Brenda?” he asked.

“I love them dearly,” Simone replied, with a sly grin. “But they are kinky bitches, don’t you think?”

Danny’s mind went back to what happened on the evening he lost his virginity and he couldn’t really disagree with what was said.

“Yeah,” he admitted as a flush of red bloomed on his cheeks.

“They told me about the fun you had.”

“Oh…,” he admitted as his humiliation welled up.

“Don’t get embarrassed,” Simone went on. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of when you succumb to that infectious lust.”

“I wanted to lose my virginity,” Danny admitted.

“You lost two in one night from what I was told,” she went on.

The color on his cheeks deepened as he remembered his asshole being pegged for the first time as he fucked his cock in cunt. Simone reached out to caress her hand on his cheek.

“It’s a hell of a way to pop your cherry,” she said. “You wouldn’t believe how excited I got when Brenda told me about it, but I can see why they like you.” She leaned in a little closer and her voice was a whisper. “It was partly my idea they bring you here.”

“You wanted to meet me?”

“Sure,” she replied as her fingertips trailed along his jawline. “You sounded sweet and when they told me how pretty you were when they dressed you up, it brought on my curiosity.”

“You like boys being dressed up too?”

“You could say that,” she replied, but said no more.

Pulling her hand away from his face, she held it out towards him. Danny still wasn’t completely sure what he was getting himself into, but the smile on Simone’s face lured him on and he knew he was going to do anything she wanted. He reached out to hold her hand and the simple touch was enough to send a shiver rippling down his spine. His gaze dropped to her shapely legs as he was led across the store and through a door into a small bedroom.

“Do you live here?” he asked.

“No,” Simone said and let out a laugh. “I have an apartment, but sometimes the working day goes on forever and I can’t be bothered making the journey home. On occasions like that I crash here for the night.”

She closed the door and let go of his hand before walking across to the bed to drop the pink panties and stockings on it. She then moved to the wardrobe. Opening it up, she brought out a white, silk robe and hung it over the door. Her back was to Danny and he watched in amazement as she began to strip off her clothes. He was unsure of what to do and simply watched as she removed the white blouse and dropped it on the floor before loosening the skirt to let it slide down her legs and pool around her feet.

It was impossible to look away as she loosened the clasp of her bra then brushed the straps from her shoulders. Danny’s gaze dropped to the way frilly panties stretched across rounded buttocks and his cock strained even more for release from the cage. When Simone kicked off her shoes, the pink underwear was all she wore and she grabbed the robe to put it on then reached down to pick up her clothes. She walked across to a laundry basket to drop the garments in it before turning her attention to him.

“You’ll need to get undressed,” she said.

“Shit,” Danny let out under his breath and shuffled nervously from one foot to the other.

“Just relax,” Simone went on in a soothing voice as she moved across to pick up the pink panties from the bed.

She walked over to a refrigerator in the corner of the room and opened it to get a half-full bottle of wine. Opening it, she poured the alcohol into two tumblers on top of the fridge then picked them up. Danny remembered the words of his grandmother before he left the house and put a hand up to cover his mouth as he let out a sniggering laugh.

“What?” Simone asked as she approached him and held out one of the tumblers.

“I kind of lied to my gran about what I was doing tonight,” he admitted when he took the wine from her. “I told her I was going to a get-together with some friends.”

“What’s funny about that?” Simone asked and lifted the tumbler to take a drink.

“She asked me if there would be any shenanigans where I was going,” he replied.

“Oh…,” Simone let out and a smile played on her lips.

“I’m in the bedroom of a beautiful woman, who just stripped almost naked right in front of me then told me to get undressed.”

“That would count as shenanigans in your gran’s world?” Simone asked in an amused voice.

“You mean it doesn’t in yours?” Danny let out and laughed. “It sure the hell does in mine.”

She let out a louder laugh and sipped some more of the wine.

“You’re in the bitch’s world now,” she joked. “Getting naked is normal.”

“Yeah,” Danny murmured. “How do you know them?”

“They like sexy clothes and I’m happy to cater to them,” Simone said. “They’re good customers.”

“I get the impression they’re a lot more than customers.”

“I like them,” Simone said. “They’re fun.”

“Yeah, that’s for sure,” Danny replied. “They said I was their cougar toy.”

“Like I said,” she went on and lifted a hand to caress her palm on his cheek. “I understand what they see in you, so it’s time to get started.”

Danny lifted the tumbler to his lips and drank about half of the contents. He held it out afterwards and Simone took it from him. Grabbing the bottom of his t-shirt, he pulled it up over his head and dropped it at his feet. His hands trembled badly as he loosened the zipper and button of his jeans then pushed the denim down his legs to step out of it.

“Don’t stop now,” Simone said when he straightened up and hesitated.

“This is fucking crazy,” he muttered as he slid his thumbs under the waistband of his boxer shorts to push them down then kicked them aside.

“Look what the bitches did to you,” Simone said as she stepped forward.

She thrust the tumbler back to Danny to free up a hand and he froze as she reached out to cup his balls. The discomfort of his cock trying to grow erect under the constraints on the cage made him squirm, but the touch of Simone’s soft fingers was heaven.

“They must not trust me,” she joked and laughed.

Danny let out an uneasy guffaw as the slight pain in his groin flared.

“It hurts, doesn’t it?” Simone went on as she released his balls to pull her hand away. “You need to be like me and learn to control yourself.”

“I was a virgin two weeks ago,” Danny said in a strained voice. “Plus you’re beautiful and just touched my…”

His words tailed away and he couldn’t bring himself to say balls. He dropped his gaze to the floor, but Simone touched her fingertips under his chin to make him look up. Danny found himself gazing in deep blue eyes and his heartbeat raced.

“Let’s make you beautiful,” Simone said.

Handing her tumbler over to him, she took the pink panties from the hanger and bent down to hold them out. The robe opened up slightly to give Danny a glimpse of breasts and it only served to heighten the lust flooding his veins. He lifted a foot to put it in the panties then did the same with the other. Simone dragged the frilly material higher on his legs as she straightened up then got the panties in place around his waist.

“Cute,” she said and landed a gentle spank on his butt. “Sit down at the dressing table.”

Danny knew that could only mean one thing and he saw the makeup set out on the wooden surface. He lifted his tumbler to empty it of wine before putting both glasses down.

“Do you want more?” she asked.

He decided that some Dutch courage might be in order and nodded his head. Simone walked over to the fridge and came back with the bottle. She poured the last of the wine into the tumblers and took a drink before moving closer.

“Do you like my makeup?” she asked.

“Yes,” Danny answered when he looked at her.

She picked up a palette of eyeshadow and lifted the small brush.

“Pearl pink to start with,” she said as she coated the brush in color. “Close your eyes.”

Danny did as he was told and felt the soft strokes across his eyelids. He waited until the touches finished before opening his eyes to see Simone switch on a light. It gave him a stark reflection of his face in the mirror and he stared at the pink.

“Close them again,” Simone said as she leaned in.

Danny saw the eyeliner pencil she was holding before shutting his eyes and tried to keep perfectly still as the makeup was applied. He looked in the mirror when Simone stepped slightly away from him.

“Neat cat style,” she said. “It’s a sexy eyeliner look.”

“It’s pretty,” he said, without thinking then screwed up his face.

“We’ll make a girl of you yet,” Simone teased him and picked up a bottle of mascara. “Look up.”

Danny did as he was told while the final touch was added to his eyes. The dark mascara thickened his lashes and he stared at himself when the brush was slid back into the bottle.

“Shenanigans,” he muttered and heard Simone’s laugh.

“Now for the lipstick,” she said and picked up a small tube. “Do you want a taste of cherry blossom pink?”

“Do I get a choice?”

“Nope,” she said and leaned in.

Danny tensed when he realized how he was about to get a taste and sucked in a deep breath just before plump lips touched on his. The soft kiss was the most perfect moment of his life and shivers rippled down his spine while it lasted. There was a cheeky smile on Simone’s face when she moved back.

“It tastes nice, don’t you think?” she teased him.

“Yeah,” Danny let out in a slightly stunned voice.

“Then pucker up, pretty boy,” she went on and opened the lipstick.

Cherry blossom pink was liberally applied to his lips when he did and Simone leaned towards the mirror to touch up her lipstick afterwards. Danny liked the caress of her arm sliding around his shoulder when she finished what she was doing.

“So…, twins?” she let out as they looked in the mirror.

“We’re hardly identical,” Danny said.

“Same panties, same makeup,” Simone said and reached to a drawer.

“You’re kidding me,” Danny spluttered when he saw what she brought out.

“Sit still,” she said when she moved behind him.

She used a hand to brush the hair back from his forehead before putting the blonde, bob wig on him. Making sure no dark strands were in view, she worked the hairpiece properly onto his head then leaned forward to pick up a comb.

“Twins,” she said and laughed.

“I’ve got brown eyes,” Danny pointed out.

“Well, the bitches need some way to tell us apart,” Simone joked.

When she finished brushing his new hair, she grabbed his hand to pull him across to the bed. She dropped down on it and patted the mattress to make him sit beside her then grabbed one of the packages to get the holdup stockings out.

“Watch,” she told him as she carefully rolled one of them up.

The sensual display of her sliding her foot into the sheer nylon then slowly working it up her leg was the sexiest thing Danny had ever witnessed. She did the same with the other stocking then stood up and stepped forward.

“Lift up the robe,” she said.

“Umm…, what?” Danny replied.

“Lift up the robe and check if the seams are straight.”

“Bloody hell,” he muttered as he reached to the bottom of the white material and raised it up until frilly, pink panties were in view.

“Are they straight?” Simone asked.

She bent forward to stroke her hands up the back of her legs and Danny slid his tongue around dry lips. He couldn’t believe his luck at where he was and his pulse raced.

“Yes, they look good,” he said.

Simone knocked his hand away as she straightened up and turned.

“Now you,” she said.

She reached down and picked up the second package to open it then handed over a stocking. Danny shook his head as he took it and slowly rolled it up in the same way he just observed. Putting it on wasn’t as easy as Simone demonstrated and he was sure he was going to rip the sheer nylon. He managed to get both of the stockings on after a struggle then stood up.

“Turn around and put your hands on the mattress,” Simone instructed.

He heard her laugh when he spun around and bent over.

“Not straight?” he queried.

“They look like you put them on when you were drunk,” she joked.

Her hand spanked on his butt as she moved forward and he stood patiently as she worked the seams straight. She spanked him again and he squirmed as her hand came between his thighs to grip his balls through the pink material.

“What you going to do with these when that cage comes off?” she joked. “Fuck your raging erection in Carol’s slick hole.”

Danny grimaced as he realized how much out of his depth he was again. Whatever he was going to do, he knew it wouldn’t be his decision as three women took control of him to have their fun.

“I can’t handle this,” he said.

“Relax,” Simone replied as she released her grip and pulled her hand from between his thighs. “You’re about to enjoy fucking pussy again.”

He straightened up to turn and the words came out without thinking.

“Yeah, but whose?”

“Well, don’t look at me,” she said and laughed.

There was a slight disappointment to the words and his face fell.

“You don’t know, do you?” Simone said.

Danny frowned as he looked at her.

“Know what?” he asked.

The sound of a buzzer rang out and Danny didn’t get an answer to his question.

“That’ll be Carol and Brenda,” Simone said. “Come here quickly.”

Danny followed her over to the wardrobe and she leaned down to bring out two pairs of black heels. She slipped her feet in one pair.

“Put them on,” she told him as she walked towards the door of the small bedroom.

His eyes were glued to the sway of her hips as she walked away from him and his libido really kicked in. Simone pulled the robe tightly in place when she disappeared through the door and he slipped his feet in the heels. They were as tight as the ones he’d worn the week before, but were higher and he reached out to the wardrobe as he tried to walk.

“Fucking hell, Danny,” he cursed when he caught sight of himself in the mirror. “What the hell are you doing?”

He stared at the outfit he was wearing, but didn’t see what was sexy about a boy in heels, stockings, pink panties, makeup and a blonde wig. It obviously did something for the women he was with though. Moving across to the bed, he sat down and crossed his legs. He stroked his fingers on the stocking tops and couldn’t help liking the silky feel of it. His pulse raced faster as he listened and the sound of voices eventually came to him. It made his cock throb and he shifted uncomfortably as the cage restrained him. His eyes opened wide when he heard the sound of the door opening and he watched as the three women walked in.

“Isn’t he pretty,” Simone said after closing the door.

“Oh yeah,” Brenda said. “You did a fantastic job. He really does look like you.”

“He’s my cute sissy twin now,” Simone went on and laughed.

She grabbed the belt holding her robe in place to loosen it. The silky material slid from her shoulders to fall towards the floor as she walked across the room towards the bed. It put her naked breasts on view and Danny’s gaze fixed on them.

“Did you tell him?” Carol asked.

A frown creased his brow at the comment and he guessed it was the same thing Simone was talking about when they were interrupted.

“No,” she answered as she sat down on the bed beside him. “I didn’t tell him.”

She put her head on Danny’s shoulder and slid her arm around his shoulder.

“Will we make him do it?” Brenda asked.

“It’s his first time,” Simone replied. “Give him a break.”

“What are you talking about?” Danny asked.

“I…, well, I haven’t been quite truthful with you,” Simone went on when she lifted her head from his shoulder. “Simone is actually my adopted name. It’s not the name I was given at birth.”

“Oh,” Danny let out. “That’s not so bad.”

She reached out to take his hand and pulled it towards her lap. His excitement climbed as she forced his fingers under the waistband of her panties, but the shock hit him when he realized what he was touching.

“Fuck,” he gasped as he yanked his hand away.

“My name at birth was Simon,” she told him. “I added the letter e to it later on to make it feminine.”

“You’re…, you’re a…,” Danny stammered, but couldn’t think of the word he wanted.

“A trans girl,” Simone said. “I haven’t gone all the way yet, hence the…” She nodded down to her lap.

“I…, I…,” Danny stuttered, but he wasn’t sure what to make of the turn of events.

“You’re not mad at me, are you?” Simone asked as she reached out to caress his cheek.

Danny looked around the three women to see the smiles on their faces and knew he’d been set up. Some of the comments Simone made earlier in the evening suddenly made sense to him. She told him not to look at her when he asked whose pussy he might end up fucking and she’d answered with the comment you could say that when asked if she liked boys dressing up as girls. She’d obviously gone a lot further than simply being a boy dressing up as a girl and it was his curiosity that took hold when the shock of the revelation wore off.

“Can you still…, you know, get it up?”

Simone’s smile grew wider as she nodded her head and she leaned in close.

“It’s why the bitches like me,” she whispered, so only he could hear. “Do you want to see?”

His eyes opened wide as she moved back to catch his gaze.

“I’m not going to…” he started, but didn’t get the chance to finish.

“I know,” Simone interrupted.

She got up to stand in front of him. Danny’s gaze fixed on the scene as Carol moved quickly across the room and dropped to her knees in front of Simone. She leaned in to press kisses on the frilly pink panties and the bulge started to appear right away.

In seconds the silky material was dragged down around shapely thighs and Carol reached out to stroke her fingertips along a stiffening erection. She leaned in to kiss on the tip and Danny watched with wide open eyes as she did to a Trans girl what she’d done to him in the back of the station wagon. There was an excitement to watching that he couldn’t deny, but the cage stopped his erection from growing. Brenda sat down beside him to enjoy the show and her hand slid under his pink panties. He squirmed as she stroked her fingertips on his balls and the pain of his cock being constrained flared even more.

“Some fucking sight, isn’t it?” Brenda said.

“You’re telling me,” Danny muttered as he watched Carol at work.

Her lips slid up and down a solid erection and the sound of Simone’s quiet groans of delight were a turn on. The shock of finding out that the beautiful, blonde, lingerie store owner wasn’t all she seemed was completely gone and the sight of Carol sucking on cock only stoked his desire. He squirmed around as the lust infected his mind and let out a groan as Brenda curled her fingers around his balls to massage them.

“Uncage him,” Simone said when she looked down at them. “I’ll get him ready for you.”

“It won’t take much,” Carol said when she pulled her mouth from cock. “He’s an inexperienced, nineteen year old boy that can’t control himself around women.”

She dripped spit on Simone’s erection in the same way she’d done to Danny’s on the journey there and stroked the lubrication into hot, hard flesh. He stared at how erect Simone was then glanced up to look at her beautiful face. The thrill that it made his excitement climb wasn’t lost on him and he returned the smile aimed at him.

“I told you he would like it,” Brenda commented.

Danny turned to look at her and she leaned in to kiss him. Her tongue slid in his mouth as she grabbed his head to stop him backing off and he shuddered as he felt the touch of his knees being pushed apart. Carol pulled his pink panties aside then used the key to unlock the cage and he felt the relief of it being removed from his cock.

“Have your fun,” Brenda said when she pulled out of the kiss.

Simone looked down at Carol.

“Take the panties off me,” she said.

Carol grabbed for the pink material and dragged it down to let Simone step out of it. The stunning blonde was left in only heels and stockings and Danny stared at the hand held out to him. He took hold to be pulled to his feet and his pink panties were taken off too.

“See,” Simone said as she slid an arm around his shoulders. “We’re twins.”

Danny shuddered as the fingers of her free hand curled around his cock and stroked it fully erect in a matter of seconds.

“Turn to face me,” Brenda ordered them.

Carol was quick to sit beside her friend on the bed to watch the show. Simone continued to stroke her fingers along Danny’s stiff shaft, but eventually let go. The pair of them stood still in front of the two older women.

“Don’t we look so good,” Simone said.

She flicked her fingers against Danny’s cock before grabbing her own to stroke it. He quickly followed suit to start jacking himself off, but was careful not to stroke too fast. There was a lot more than masturbation coming his way and it started when Simone sank down to her knees. He turned to face her and saw her lick her plump lips before she leaned in to a kiss that left a bright, cherry-blossom-pink mark on the slick skin of his cock. She then nuzzled her lips on the tip and parted them to take the head in the wet warmth of her mouth.

Danny groaned as her tongue began to swirl around to tease his cock. His breath came out in harsh gasps and he looked at Carol when she stood up. She leaned in to kiss him fully on the lips and their tongues played together in his mouth. He was aware of Simone starting to bob her head and the soft caress of her lips stroking along his length weakened his knees.

His groan was loud when the kiss with Carol ended and she worked her mouth onto his neck then lower. The wet trail of her tongue slid across his upper chest until her teasing touches circled around a nipple to bring it erect. She took it in her mouth and sucked hard and he rocked his head back as the flush of pleasure surged through his body.

He was the center of attention now and Brenda got to her feet to move behind him. She grabbed the blonde wig to drag his head further back and planted her lips on his. He was all too aware of her finger sliding slowly down the curve of his spine and knew where it was going. It forced its way between his ass cheeks and his muffled groan was desperate as the touch on his asshole made his hips jerk forward.

The thrust fucked his cock deeper in Simone’s mouth and she brought a hand up to grasp his balls as she began to bob her head to a faster rhythm. Danny’s world narrowed to the pleasure engulfing his every sense, with his body coming alive like never before as the gropes, kisses, sucking and licking set fires burning all over it.

He could feel his balls trying to tighten up to his body, but Simone tightened her grip to ease them down and the slight pain of it added to the excitement he was immersed in. The pressure of Brenda’s finger increased between his taut cheeks to make him squirm and the resistance of his asshole was no match for her determination to open him up. His tight ring yielded and suddenly her finger slipped in easily to make his butt muscles contract even more. It tightened him around the penetration and the trembling of his legs worsened.

Simone was letting more of his erection fuck in her mouth as she pleasured him while Carol licked a wet trail between his nipples to suck and bite gently on them. He was swathed in a growing ecstasy that seemed ready to overwhelm him, but Brenda eventually ended things when she leaned in to press her lips on his ear.

“A finger just isn’t thick enough,” she said and laughed.

Danny though it was the cue for a strap-on to be brought out and groaned as her finger slowly withdrew. The way his asshole closed up when the penetration ended made his cock quiver and Simone worked her lips as far down as she could to hold it in her mouth. He watched as Brenda moved to her bag, but what she brought out wasn’t the sex toy she’d used on him the week before.

“We need to get his asshole nice and wet,” she joked.

The other two women pulled away from him and his hips were grabbed to turn him around. He was forced to lean over the bed and he dropped his hands quickly to the mattress when he was shoved to stop from falling on his face. Carol and Simone got on their knees behind him and he was aware of his buttocks being spread. The exquisite sensation of two tongues playing on his asshole made his legs tremble and he closed his eyes tightly as the licking soaked his puckered skin.

He gasped when his head was grabbed to make it turn and he stared at the toy Brenda held in front of his face. The bulbous end of it looked enormous and he clenched his buttocks instinctively as he stared at it. He was in no doubt where it was going to end up and his breath came out harshly at the mere thought of it.

“Open wide,” Brenda said as she lifted the anal plug and pressed it against his lips.

He did as he was told to take it in his mouth and cover it with spit.

“That’ll do,” Brenda went on after a few seconds and pulled it out.

The two women behind got up from their knees and their hands pressed on his back and head to force him down to the bed. It held him in place bent over it as Brenda moved behind him. He squirmed as his buttocks were spread again and closed his eyes tightly as the bulbous tip of the plug circled around his puckered skin. There was no resisting the kinky onslaught as the toy pressed against his asshole and he could feel the way his tight ring was being stretched open.  His back arched as the mix of agony and ecstasy swept through him and his body convulsed as the thick end of the toy slipped inside.

“Fucking hell,” he gasped as it was slowly slid deeper.

The touch of warm breath played on his ear and he heard Simone’s voice.

“Feels so, so good, doesn’t it?”

She kissed on his ear before her tongue slid inside to lick around and Danny shuddered. His asshole pulsed around the anal plug as it was fully inserted and he pushed himself up from the bed when the hands pulled away from him. He and Simone got to their feet, but Carol stayed on her knees. She reached out to grab two cocks to bring them to her mouth and started playing.

“Fuck,” Brenda joked as she watched her friend. “Look how hungry she is for it.”

Danny looked down to watch as Carol’s head moved from side to side to suck and lick on cock.

“Move closer,” she urged them both when she glanced up.

They did what she wanted and it let her bring the two cocks together to get them in her mouth at the same time. Simone leaned in to press a kiss on Danny’s lips and he closed his eyes to sink into it. She grabbed his hand to bring it up to her breasts and he fondled them as Carol opened her mouth wide to give them a blowjob at the same time.

“Give her pussy a double penetration too,” Brenda urged.

“I don’t…,” Danny started when the kiss with Simone ended, but she put her finger to his lips.

“Just do what I tell you,” she ordered. “Lie down on your back on the bed.”

He nodded his head as Carol released their cocks from her mouth then got to her feet. She dragged her clothes off quickly until she was wearing nothing more than a pair of stockings. Danny dropped onto the bed on his back and watched as she straddled his body. He lifted his hand tentatively to grope her heavy breasts and got bolder when he wasn’t told to stop. He sank his fingers in soft flesh as his cock was grabbed to hold it straight up from his groin.

Carol hurried to lower her naked pussy to the tip and he glanced down to watch as she slowly dropped down to let his full length enter her. It was even better than the week before and he continued to grope her breasts as she rocked her body to make his erection roil around inside her soaking wet cunt.

Her movements only stopped when Simone got on the bed behind her. Carol was pushed forward, so her pussy was exposed to the Trans girl behind and she groaned as a second cock probed at her wet entrance. Danny could feel the touch of it on his own and held still as it slowly slid inside until they were both almost balls-deep in cunt.

“So good,” Carol let out in a strained voice as she started to rock her hips.

Simone grabbed hold of hair to pull Carol’s head back and urged Danny on as she started to thrust forward. He bucked his butt up from the bed and the pair of them got into a rhythm that fucked their cocks in wet cunt. The thrill of the double penetration wasn’t lost on either of them and they grabbed hold of chubby hips to hold on to the woman between them as they tried to fuck her harder.

Carol’s breathless squeals of delight only grew louder when her friend dropped down on the bed beside them. Brenda forced her hand between writhing bodies to find clit and she stroked roughly on it as she encouraged Danny and Simone on to greater efforts. They thrust their hips in unison to fuck their stiff, throbbing shafts in cunt until the pressure told on the woman who was the center of attention.

The rising heat between Carol’s thighs was overwhelming and she reveled in the dirty delight of her pussy being fucked by two cocks at the same time. Her breath came out raggedly as her muscles tightened in the lead up to orgasm and her hair was grabbed again from behind to drag her head back. Danny let go of hips to grope breasts as Brenda worked circling touches on clit. The three of them didn’t let up until the sound of loud, despairing squeals filled the room.

Carol closed her eyes as she succumbed to the intense onslaught being inflicted on her. The tension continued to rise until it reached a peak where she couldn’t control herself. The burst of intense heat raged out from her center as the climax erupted to life and she was wracked in juddering spasms as the orgasm ravaged her thrashing body.

“Go deep in her,” Simone urged and fucked her hips forward.

Danny followed her lead to drive his cock as far as he could in quivering cunt and he continued to grope Carol’s breasts as he stared up at her juddering body. She was completely lost to the ecstasy as it climbed to a high that left her wet cunt pulsing around the thick hardness of a double penetration. Gasping, whimpering breaths spilled from her lips as she reveled in the moment until the heat slowly began to fade away. It left the afterglow surging through her veins and she couldn’t stop trembling.

“I want to unload in her,” Simone gasped.

“Not yet,” Brenda ordered. “We’ve got one more thing our pretty boy hasn’t done.”

Danny was made to withdraw his erection from cunt and he squirmed out from under the two women. He watched as Carol dropped her head down to the bed to wipe sweat from her forehead, but kept her butt up in the air as Simone remained deep in pussy and worked to grind taut belly on chubby ass. It reminded him of the week before, but it obviously wasn’t going to be him fucking cunt from behind now.

Brenda grabbed hold to stroke her fingers along his slippery length then bent down to kiss the tip. Her lips slid over the head and Danny could hear her groans as she got the taste of pussy and cock. She bobbed her head a few times before straightening up and grabbing his stiff shaft again.

“You got cunt last week,” she said, with a wicked grin. “Then a handjob yesterday and a blowjob today. There’s only one thing left for you.”

She tightened her grip on his cock to make him shuffle forward on his knees until he was behind Simone. He suddenly understood what was meant and the mix of emotions swept through him. The surprise to him was that he hadn’t lost control already and he wasn’t sure how much longer he could hold on. A hard spank on his butt made him wince and he felt the pulsing of his muscles around the anal plug in his asshole.

“Oh yeah, do it,” Simone said as she grabbed her buttock to pull on it.

Brenda sank her fingers in Simone’s other ass cheeks to spread them wider apart and Danny stared down at a tiny, puckered hole. The swell of lust made his pulse quicken noticeably and he gasped as his cock was grabbed to lead him forward. The tip was stroked on puckered skin and the rush of excitement grew stronger.

“Are you ready to fuck your pretty twin’s ass?” Brenda said when she let go of his cock. She was still fully clothed and seemed content on this occasion to direct the action. “Let’s see if you enjoy fucking asshole as much as I do,” she went on and raised her eyebrows when she caught Danny’s gaze.

He grabbed hold of his cock to press the tip against a tight, puckered hole and felt the resistance to his efforts.

“It won’t go in,” he said after a few seconds.

Simone pulled harder on her ass cheek to try and open herself up a little.

“Just keep trying,” she urged him and let out a quiet laugh. “You took my favorite place last week between these two when they fucked you, so now it’s my turn to be piggy in the middle.”

She rolled her hips around to stroke her cock in cunt, but stopped when Danny moved forward again.

“Give it to her good, pretty boy,” Brenda urged.

Danny pressed the tip of his erection on Simone’s asshole again and could immediately feel the heat in his balls as he tried to get inside. He closed his eyes and slowed his breathing to keep control as he forced his hips forward and just about managed to remain calm. The resistance seemed insurmountable to him as he struggled to get past it, but it gave in an instant and he let out a gasp as he suddenly slid inside. The tightness gripped around his cock and his body shook as he kept his hips moving forward until his belly pressed against ass.

“Just keep it deep,” Simone urged when she slapped a hand on his hip.

Danny wasn’t about to argue and was sure that if he made one thrust forward he would be lost to the pleasure. He squeezed his buttocks tightly together and closed his eyes as he concentrated on keeping calm. Long, slow breaths helped and he sensed that Simone waited for him to get settled before she made a move. He put his hands on her lower back to hold on as she thrust forward and he heard the sound of her belly slapping on Carol’s ass.

Simone kept the pace slow at first to enjoy the deep stroking of her cock into cunt and Danny could feel the way her asshole clenched around his stiff shaft at the end of each thrust. Sweat rolled down his body as the heat rose and the dirty delight of the position he was in took hold. He sank his fingers deeper in soft flesh and kept himself pressed tightly to a Trans girl’s butt as she started to throw herself forward more forcefully.

“Grope my tits,” she gasped.

Danny slid his hands up her sides then under her body to grab hold of her breasts. Stiff nipples grazed against his palms as he dug his fingers in her flesh.

“Harder,” Simone urged.

Her hips thrust forward and the clapping sound of her belly slapping against Carol’s naked ass grew louder as she worked to take herself all the way to a climax. Danny’s sweaty body rubbed against hers as he kept his cock buried deep in her ass and tried to keep the lust from burning to a climax. He groped and fondled her tits as she drove forward with a growing intensity that plunged her stiff shaft into Carol’s slick cunt until it became too much.

Simone’s head rocked back as her thrusts became ragged and the tightness in her belly coiled like a spring until she got the release she wanted. Her rasping groan was high pitched as the gushing spurt of her cum erupted in cunt. Carol shuddered as the pressure from behind pushed her forward and her whimpering cries were muffled as the body behind bucked against her again and again.

“Don’t wait,” Brenda urged Danny.

He brought his hands back to Simone’s hips as he started to rock his body and he shuddered when Brenda grabbed the anal plug to make it move around. A few deep, hammering thrusts into the tightness of soft asshole was all it needed for him to be overwhelmed and his body jerked almost violently as the rush of spurting cum exploded to life. Brenda started fucking the sex toy into his tight hole and the penetrating jerks of his cock made his ass clench around the plug.

The pure bliss of letting go with everything made the swell of pleasure grow stronger until it peaked in convulsions that wracked his body. The intense feelings left him drained as they came to an end and he let out heavy breaths as he slowly withdrew his throbbing cock from asshole then collapsed face down onto the bed. Brenda spanked his butt hard and he groaned as his muscles clenched around the thick toy.

“Enough,” he let out.

“It’s never enough,” Simone said and giggled as she pulled her cock from cunt.

She threw herself down then made him roll onto his back, so she could get on top of him. Their lips came together and he could feel the heaving of her breasts against his chest as the kiss lingered.

“I think they’re in love already,” Brenda joked as she moved to her friend and slammed her hand down on naked butt.

“Enough,” Carol gasped to echo Danny’s plea as she lay trying to recover from being used.

Simone pulled out of the kiss and slid her fingers to Danny’s cock.

“Feel good inside me?” she teased him as she stroked her fingers along his softening length.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” she went on and smirked. “You didn’t let me get in you?”

“Shit,” Danny said as he caught her gaze and saw the wicked expression on her face.

He suspected it might not be the last time he saw her stunning features and couldn’t make up his mind if that was a good thing for him or not.
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A scowl spread across Danny’s face as the light shower of rain began to come down heavier and he picked up his pace to get out of it as quickly as he could. He turned the last corner to the street of his grandmother’s home when the heavens opened and he cursed his bad luck as he broke into a run. It didn’t stop him from getting soaked as he raced for the shelter of the house and he was out of breath when he got there.

“Hell of a start to the day,” he muttered caustically under his breath when he stepped out of the rain.

A glance out to the downpour made him shake his head ruefully before he closed the door of the house and wiped his hand back over his wet hair. He’d showered when he got up an hour or so earlier, but he was now in need of another one and got moving. As he walked along the hallway, he heard the sound of voices coming from the lounge and wondered who his grandmother was talking to. His visit to a nearby grocery store to get some provisions only took him twenty five minutes and he guessed one of her elderly friends showed up while he was gone.

“It’s just me, gran,” he shouted when he got to the kitchen door. “I’ll leave what you asked me to buy on the kitchen table.”

“OK,” the reply came back. “Come in here when you’ve done it.”

The request made Danny frown and it seemed he was about to be introduced to his gran’s friend. It was something he could have done without, but he didn’t want to be rude and could use the excuse that he needed a shower to get out of the lounge as quickly as possible

Moving across to the kitchen table, he set the bag down and reached inside to get the can of cola he bought for himself. He opened it to take a drink then walked across to put it in the fridge.

“Let’s get this over with,” he muttered as he walked over to the kitchen door and left the room.

He rubbed a hand across his forehead to wipe away the trickles of water running down from his wet hair as he walked along the hallway. Stopping at the lounge door to compose himself, he then moved inside the room. The smile he’d put on his face faded as the color drained from his cheeks and he came to an abrupt halt when he saw who was in the room with his gran.

“Simone,” he let out.

He’d hoped he would see her again after the evening in the lingerie store, but never in his wildest dreams did he expect the meeting to take place in the lounge of his grandmother’s home. The prickle of anxiety welled up through the astonishment of walking in on her and he suddenly wondered what they’d been talking about.

“Hi, Danny,” Simone said in a friendly voice.

The beautiful smile that spread across her face after she spoke lit a fire he didn’t want and he spluttered out words without even thinking.

“What are you doing here?”

“Daniel Halliday,” his grandmother snapped.

Danny cringed at the sound of his full name being spoken so harshly and heard the annoyance in his gran’s voice. It was still there when she went on.

“Is that any way to talk to a guest?”

“I didn’t mean it the way…,” he started to apologize.

“It’s OK,” Simone interrupted. “I guess it was the surprise of seeing me that made you say it.”

“Yeah, sorry,” he replied.

There was silence for a second or two as they stared at each other and it was Danny’s grandmother that broke it.

“You didn’t tell me that you met such a lovely girl at your get-together last week,” she said.

Danny desperately tried to halt the spread of crimson coloring his cheeks, but knew that he wasn’t managing it. His gaze flitted between the two women and he again wondered what they’d been talking about. He desperately wanted to ask, but knew it would likely get another sharp rebuke from his grandmother, so he remained silent.

“And after we had such a nice time together,” Simone said.

Danny shuffled nervously and couldn’t believe how at ease and unruffled she appeared. It was the complete opposite to how he was feeling. Her comment filled his mind with the sex they shared at her store and he tried to fight off the arousal that threatened to bring him erect.

“I didn’t think to…, well, say anything,” he stammered.

“Typical teenage boy,” his grandmother said and laughed. “No brains.”

“Oh, that’s not true at all,” Simone replied. “He was very sweet to me.”

She flashed a cheeky smirk in his direction and raised her eyebrows. Danny stared at her perfect face and couldn’t stop his gaze flitting down for an instant. Simone’s skirt was longer than he’d seen her in the week before, with the hem almost resting on her knees. The heels she wore were higher though and he wondered if the nylon on her legs was stockings. He suspected it was, but tried to drive the idea from his mind. Trickles of water rolled into his eyes to make him blink.

“I need to get out of these clothes and have a shower,” he said. “I got soaked.”

“You do that,” his grandmother said and got to her feet. “We’ll be in the kitchen when you come down.”

“I really should go,” Simone said. “I only dropped in to say hello.”

“Nonsense,” the older woman went on. “You can’t leave in this dreadful weather. Stay for a coffee first and we can chat some more.”

Danny felt the sudden reluctance to leave the room. He glanced at Simone to see the flash of a cheeky expression on her face and his nerves spiked. The anxiety about what the two women might discuss filled his mind, but he knew it would look weird if he suddenly changed his mind about having a shower.

“Off you go,” his grandmother said to him as she started to move across the room.

Danny shot a last look at Simone to see her smile sweetly at him before he turned to walk out the door. Memories of the night at the lingerie store flooded his mind as he headed along towards the stairs and he groaned as his cock began to swell.

“You’re so weak,” he berated himself quietly, but still glanced back when the fear that he might have been heard welled up.

His gran and Simone were already at the kitchen door and he watched as they disappeared from view. It spurred him to action and he took the steps two at a time as he raced up the staircase. More recollections of the sex at the lingerie store filled his mind and he cursed himself as weak again when he ran into his bedroom. He dragged his wet clothes off to leave a trail of garments behind him as he moved to the adjoining bathroom.

When he stepped inside the small room, he went immediately to the shower cubicle and switched the water on. The warm jets pounding down on his body felt good, but that only served to make his cock stiffen fully and he let out a frustrated groan. He could ignore it and finish his shower quickly to get back downstairs. The trouble with that idea was that he’d be trying to conceal an erection straining at the front of his jeans. That didn’t sound like a good idea, so he did the only other thing he could.

He stopped trying to rid images of Simone in stockings and heels from his mind and grabbed hold of his erection to start stroking. If someone had told him when he arrived at his gran’s home a few weeks before that he’d be in the shower jacking himself off over a stunning, blonde, Trans girl, he would have called them crazy. It was what he was doing though and he clamped his lips together to hold in the moans that threatened to come out. Memories of him being dressed up by her as a sissy boy in heels, lingerie and makeup brought on an elation that made him stroke faster and he could feel his arousal mounting.

“Pervert,” he muttered through clenched teeth, but there was no denying that Simone transforming him into a pretty girl was a turn on.

He concentrated on the memory of her sucking his cock and his excitement surged. Her stunningly sweet face looking up at him, while she let the hardness of his erection fill her mouth was a craving that had only grown stronger since the evening in the lingerie store. He couldn’t believe how much he wanted it again and the mere thought of it was enough to bring him to the edge of a release. The urge to hold himself there and enjoy the pleasure of the touches on his erection him was formidable, but he forced himself to ignore it and stroked faster.

His body began to shake and he reached out to press his free hand on the tiles as his knees weakened. Closing his eyes, he rocked his head back as the fire in his groin burned to an inferno. His hips shot forward in convulsing jerks as gushing streams of thick white splashed the tiles. The delicious ecstasy seared through him as his balls gave up every drop of their load until they were completely emptied and he let out a sighing groan when his climax came to an end. He leaned forward to press his head against the tiles, but knew he needed to get moving. Grabbing the showerhead down from its mount, he washed the cum from the wall and made sure it went down the plughole before turning the water on himself.

“Enough,” he muttered after a few seconds and ended the shower to get out of the cubicle.

He could still feel drops of water running across his skin after he’d hurriedly dried himself, but ignored them to throw on some clothes. Moving out of the bedroom, he rushed down the stairs, but slowed his pace to try and compose himself before he reached the kitchen door. The sound of voices came to him, but he couldn’t quite catch what was being said.

“What are you two talking about?” he asked in a voice he hoped sounded pleasant when he stepped in the room.

“That was quick,” his grandmother said. “Simone was just telling me about the store she owns.”

“Oh…,” Danny let out and wasn’t sure how to go on.

“You should come and see it some time,” Simone let out.

Danny realized she was speaking to him and saw the mischievous expression on her face when she looked at him. He still couldn’t think of anything to say.

“What would he want from a lingerie store?” his grandmother said and laughed.

“Maybe he has a girlfriend he wants to treat,” Simone replied.

“Does anyone want another coffee,” Danny blurted out as he found his voice.

Talk of Simone’s store unnerved him and he was suddenly considering how to change the topic of conversation. She picked up her cup to take a drink and shook her head when she put it down.

“Not for me,” she said. “The rain seems to be dying down, so I really should get going. I need to get to work.”

“It still drizzling and you don’t want your outfit getting wet,” Danny’s grandmother said as she got to her feet. “I think there’s an umbrella here somewhere.”

She walked across to a closet to look inside before closing the door.

“Not there?” Danny queried.

“I actually think it’s up in my bedroom,” she replied. “I’ll go and get it.”

“I could…,” Danny started.

“No, you talk to your friend,” his grandmother went on. “I won’t take long.”

He watched as she moved to the door to walk out the room before turning his attention to Simone.

“What are you doing here?” he hissed.

“That’s no way to treat a guest,” she joked. “Your gran told you that.”

“Not funny,” he replied.

“Relax,” Simone went on as she stood up and moved towards him. “I won’t tell your secrets. How long did it take?”

“Huh?” he let out and a frown creased his brow when she moved right in front of him.

“To empty these,” she said and grabbed for his crotch.

“Don’t,” he let out and stepped back, but a flush of warmth erupted on his cheeks that she knew he’d jacked off in the shower.

“You did it, didn’t you?”

Danny screwed up his face and stopped as she placed her hand on the front of his jeans. He glanced over his shoulder towards the door, but suspected it would be a few minutes before his gran returned. At least, he hoped it was.

“Yes,” he admitted.

“It’s so fucking sexy that you can’t control yourself around me,” Simone teased him and let out a quiet laugh.

“It’s not funny,” he protested. “What are you doing here?”

“I came to ask a favor of the bitches,” she answered.

“You came to see Carol and Brenda?”

“Yeah, I needed their help with something and decided to pay you a visit when I finished, only to find out you weren’t here.”

“I went to a nearby grocery store,” Danny told her.

“So I heard. It’s good to see you.”

Danny tensed as she leaned in and the touch of her lips on his set his pulse racing. She smiled at him when she pulled out of the kiss.

“You look different, without the pretty makeup, lingerie and heels,” she went on in a cheeky voice.

“Shh…,” he told her. “I don’t want my gran knowing what happened.”

“Are you ashamed of me?” Simone went on, but the impish tone of her voice showed she was still teasing.

“No, I…,” Danny started and couldn’t quite bring himself to say what was on the tip of his tongue.

The sound of his grandmother coming down the stairs ended the conversation and Simone quickly moved back to the table.

“There you go,” the older woman said when she stepped in the kitchen and handed what she was carrying to her grandson. “That will keep you dry. Danny can see you along to your car and bring the umbrella back.”

“That sounds sensible,” Simone said. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Mrs. Halliday.”

“You too and you’re welcome to come for a visit any time you like.”

“Ah, that’s sweet of you to say,” Simone replied. “And if you ever need some sexy underwear to get a boyfriend’s motor running, you just come along to my store.”

“Get out of here,” Danny’s grandmother said and laughed. “I left all that nonsense behind years ago.”

“I can’t believe it,” Simone teased gently. “I’m sure the handsome men are lining up for a date with such a gorgeous lady.”

“I should be so lucky. You have a nice day, dear.”

“Thanks,” Simone replied.

It was Danny that led the way to the door. He put the umbrella up when he stepped outside and made sure Simone was shielded from the rain as they walked to the gate then on out to the sidewalk. She showed him to where her car was parked along the street. Unlocking the doors, she got in the driver seat and glanced up.

“Get in,” she told him.

“But…”

“Get in.”

The door closed to stop any more protests from him and he walked around the car to get in the passenger side. A glance down showed stocking tops in view and he let out a slow breath as he stared.

“Reminding you of something?” she said.

He brought his gaze up to the smile on her beautiful face, but couldn’t put his thoughts into words.

“What were you going to tell me inside?” Simone asked.

“What?”

“When I teased you about being ashamed of me, you started to say something,” she went on. “It was when your grandmother came downstairs and interrupted us.”

“Oh…,” he let out as he remembered the words on the tip of his tongue.

“Tell me,” Simone urged him.

“I was…, well, I was going to say I’d missed you.”

“Missed me or missed what a pretty Trans girl could give you?”

Danny screwed up his face.

“Both,” he admitted.

“So sexy,” Simone let out and reached out to grab the hair at the nape of his neck.

Danny didn’t stop himself being pulled to a kiss and reveled in the touch of Simone’s lips on his. He let out a gasp when it ended.

“Will I see you again?” he asked.

“When do you go home?”

“On Monday morning,” he replied. “So, I’m here for another couple of days.”

“We’ll have to see what we can do then,” she went on. “Now I need to get to work though.”

“Oh, OK,” Danny replied and reached for the door handle.

He hesitated when he got out to the sidewalk to see if Simone went on talking, but closed the door when nothing else was said. Putting up the umbrella, he stood and watched as the car pulled away from the side of the road. He wondered if he really would see her again before he left, but there was no way of knowing.

“Shit,” he muttered in a slightly disconsolate voice and turned to walk back towards his grandmother’s home.

***

The bright afternoon sunshine blazing down on Danny when he walked out the mall was in stark contrast to the miserable start to the day and he lifted a hand to shield his eyes. Sitting at home hadn’t seemed like a good idea after the events of that morning and he’d got out of the house as soon as the rain stopped. His initial idea was to go down to the beach, but there were still a few dark clouds in the sky and the threat of another downpour made him decide the mall was probably a better idea.

Browsing the book, music and clothes stores for a few hours got his mind off Simone, but he eventually got bored of window shopping and decided to go home. The sunshine he walked into brought on the idea that he might get a couple of hours of sunbathing in at the beach and that was his plan when he crossed the street towards the bus stop.

“Danny.”

The sound of his voice being called changed things in an instant. The feminine voice brought Simone back to mind, but it quickly became apparent it wasn’t her when he saw the person waving at him from the other side of the street. Their eyes met and it removed any chance that he could pretend he hadn’t heard the shout, so he walked back towards the mall.

“I thought it was you,” Brenda said when he got to her. “Are you on your way home?”

“Yeah,” he answered and glanced down at the bags she was carrying.

It reminded him of a similar meeting with Carol a few weeks before and what that led on to.

“My car is in the parking lot,” Brenda went on. “Come on and I’ll give you a ride.”

“Oh, it’s no…,” he started, but didn’t get the chance to finish.

“Don’t be silly,” she said and a smile flashed across her face. “I’ll show you what I bought.”

His mind again went to the meeting with Carol. That ended with her putting on the sexy top she’d shown him on a bus ride home before she and Brenda enticed him to their bedroom. He lifted a hand to wipe it across his mouth as the memory brought his libido to life and he glanced at the bags. There was no knowing what delights they might contain, but the urge to find out welled up.

“OK,” he agreed.

“Great,” Brenda said. “Let’s go.”

The pair of them went back inside the mall to walk over to the elevators. They waited for one heading down and got in when it arrived.

“This is us,” Brenda said when the doors opened at Parking Level -2.

Danny followed her out of the elevator and saw there weren’t that many vehicles. It surprised him, considering how busy the mall was.

“I thought there’d be more cars,” he commented.

“Most people park on the floor above,” Brenda said. “I usually come down here because it’s quieter and easier to find a spot.”

She led the way to her station wagon in the far corner and unlocked the doors. The pair of them got in and Brenda dumped the bags in Danny’s lap. He started to open one up to look inside, but a playful slap on the wrist stopped him.

“Naughty, naughty,” Brenda teased.

She slotted the key in the ignition, but didn’t turn it. Reaching for one of the bags, she brought it to her own lap and pulled out the garment inside.

“What is it?” he asked.

“This is a bustier,” Brenda said as she held it against herself. “It’s designed to push up the bust and shape the waist for a sexy look. Here, hold it.”

Danny was already starting to get excited and the silky touch of the material when he took it only added to that. He lifted his gaze to see Brenda unbuttoning her blouse.

“You’re trying it on here,” he let out in a surprised voice.

“Got a problem with that?” she shot back and laughed.

He glanced out of the vehicle, but there didn’t appear to be anyone around. When he brought his gaze back to Brenda, her bra was already in view and he shifted uncomfortably in the seat as his erection began to strain against his jeans. There was no taking his eyes from the sight of a partially naked, curvy, mature woman only a foot or so away from him though. She shrugged the blouse off her shoulders then pulled her arms out of the sleeves.

“Unclasp me,” she said and shifted in the seat to turn her back to him.

Danny’s hands trembled as he reached out and it took a few attempts to actually loosen the clasp.

“You need to get some practice in,” she teased him when she sat properly in the seat again.

Danny could feel how erect he was getting as he watched the silky material fall away to expose Brenda’s breasts. It was another new experience for him that he could barely believe was happening.

“How hard is your pretty cock getting there, honey?” she joked as she dropped the bra onto her legs.

He froze in place as she pushed her hand under the bags on his lap and he let out a slow breath when her fingers found the bulge in his jeans.

“Oh yeah,” she said and caught his gaze as she stroked along the solid outline of his erection. “You get it so bad for our naughty games.”

Danny said nothing as her laugh rang around the interior of the station wagon. The flood of excitement grew in strength and he closed his eyes to enjoy Brenda’s touch.

“Let me see,” she said.

“What!” he exclaimed. “I can’t do that here?”

“I showed you mine,” she joked as she pulled her hand from under the bags. “There’s no one around, so show me yours.”

She grabbed for the bustier and he watched as she put it on. The tight lingerie squeezed her breasts together to push them up and he stared at the alluring sight of a deep cleavage.

“You like that, don’t you?” Brenda said as she stroked her hands up the silky material and cupped her breasts. “Show me how stiff that big cock of yours is getting.”

Danny glanced around the parking lot again, but there was no one in sight. At least, no one he could see. He still hesitated and lifted a hand to rub the back of his neck.

“Don’t get all shy on me now,” Brenda went on.

The temptation of what he might get if he did what she asked was too much to resist and he lifted the bags from his lap to dump them on the back seat of the vehicle. He unzipped his jeans and squirmed about on the seat as he forced his hand through the gap to grasp his erection. A glance to the side showed that Brenda was watching his every move as he brought his cock out.

“Balls as well,” she ordered.

“Fuck,” Danny muttered under his breath as he forced his fingers through the gap to work his balls into view.

He pulled his hand out of the way and heard the quiet murmur of delight.

“Mmm…, look at you, pretty boy, getting it up so fucking hard for my tits,” Brenda teased.

He slid down in the seat when she leaned across and reached out. She grabbed hold roughly to slide touches up and down his length before cupping his balls to grope them. His breath came out heavily as the swell of pleasure took hold, but there was still a nervousness to where they were and his eyes darted around the parking lot.

“Worried we’ll get caught?” Brenda said.

He brought his gaze to hers and a wicked smile played on her lips as she moved her hand back to his stiff shaft. Her stroking touches made him wriggle around on the seat and he stared at the way her breasts strained against the bustier.

“Are you thinking about unloading all over my tits again?”

Danny recalled being in the shower of her home just before she shaved his groin bare. She and Carol on their knees, holding their tits out to him and urging him on to cover them in cum.

“Or maybe it’s a tit fuck you want from your Auntie Brenda?” she joked and laughed.

Her touches grew rougher as she continued to play with his cock and he closed his eyes as the familiar rush of tingling heat between his thighs began to burn towards the moment he wanted. He would happily take anything she gave him and if that meant a handjob then so be it. His breath came out in gasps and he arched his back as he lifted his butt up from the seat.

Brenda suddenly stopped stroking and gripped tightly just below the head of his erection. It brought the building momentum to a juddering halt and his groan of disappointment was met with a laugh.

“Home time,” she said when she let go.

She grabbed her blouse to put it on, but didn’t button it up fully before turning the key in the ignition. Danny reached for his erection to stuff it back in his jeans, but knew there would be no getting rid of it. The arousal flooding his veins was too strong and he couldn’t shake off the disappointment that things didn’t go all the way to a completion. He wasn’t about to say anything though and sat quietly as Brenda drove the car out of the dim interior of the parking lot to the brightness of a sunny afternoon. It became clear after only a few minutes that the route they were taking wasn’t going to get them to their neighborhood.

“This isn’t the way the home,” he let out.

“We’re taking the scenic route,” Brenda replied, but said no more.

The disappointment of what happened in the parking lot lifted as the rush of elation returned and Danny was sure he was on the verge of another new experience. He could feel the way his erection throbbed in his jeans as he looked out the window at the passing view. The buildings of the town were left behind as the scenery became fields and they turned onto smaller roads that eventually got them onto what was no more than a dirt track leading up a hill.

Brenda brought the car to a stop in a small area of secluded woodland at the top and there was only silence around them when the engine cut out. Danny glanced around, but the place was isolated and all he could see were trees and greenery.

“How do you know about this place?” he asked.

“Carol and I sometimes visit,” Brenda replied. “I’ve never once seen another person while we’ve been here.”

“So, it’s just you and me then?” he let out quietly.

Brenda raised her eyebrows when she caught his gaze. She leaned towards him, but he saw it was so she could get her arm through the gap between the front seats. Reaching for the bags, she searched for what she wanted and a smile played on her lips when she held up the underwear she brought out.

“Hipster panties,” she said. “Aren’t they pretty?”

Danny stared at the pastel yellow, lacy material. It was almost see-through and the idea of Brenda wearing the panties stoked his excitement.

“They’ll look great on you,” he let out.

Brenda slowly shook her head from side to side and the smile widened on her face. It dawned on Danny that the underwear wasn’t for her and he screwed up his face.

“You won’t be quite as sissy pretty as the last time we were together,” she teased him. “But I think you’ll look good in them. Open the door.”

He stared at her for a few seconds and there was no denying that his cock throbbed even more. The kinks he was finding out about himself weren’t a complete surprise, but he’d never expected to live them out for real.

“Come on,” Brenda encouraged. “Be a good boy.”

Danny turned away from her to open the door and stepped out to the grass. He glanced around again, but the area was completely deserted. It didn’t take away the fear they might get caught, but he knew he wasn’t going to stop. He was in the control of an older woman yet again and about to do her bidding. The desire for it welled up and he turned to face Brenda as she scrambled across the seats.

He glanced down in the hope that he might get a flash of panties, but she managed to keep her skirt in place on her legs. She ended up sitting on the passenger seat, with her feet on the grass and she held out the panties.

“I put mine on,” she said and dragged her blouse off to reveal the sexy bustier. “It’s your turn now.”

Danny looked at the lace, hipster panties being held out to him. He only took them when he was urged to by Brenda and he glanced around nervously.

“We’re all alone,” she said. “I told you, I’ve never seen anyone up here in all the times I’ve visited.”

“Yeah, but…”

“Do you want to see what I’m wearing under this skirt?” she asked.

Danny watched as she edged the hem tantalizingly higher. His tongue slid around his lips as his excitement climbed and he knew he wanted to see, but all he got was a flash of naked thigh.

“Put the panties on,” Brenda told him. “Then I’ll let you see.”

He glanced around again to the woodland scene surrounding them. There was a thrill to being in public he hadn’t expected and it made his cock strain against denim material. His pulse raced as he reached for the zipper and button of his jeans to loosen them.

“T-shirt first,” Brenda ordered.

He did as he was told and was all too aware of the gaze on his naked body as he undressed. He dropped the t-shirt at his feet after taking it off before grabbing the waistband of his jeans to drag the material down his legs. He then did this same with his underwear and could feel the gentle waft of the breeze on his naked skin.

“Put them on,” Brenda urged him in a hoarse voice.

He leaned down to step into the panties and pulled them up his legs into place. The lacy material bulged out under the pressure of his rampant erection and he tried to push it against his body.

“Move closer.”

His breath came out in heavier gasps as he responded to the command by taking a step forward.

“So sexy,” Brenda murmured as she reached out.

Danny glanced down to see his cock was clearly visible through the almost-sheer material and he shuddered as fingers trailed along his erect length.

“Do those pretty panties feel good against your skin?” Brenda asked.

“Yes,” he replied in a strained voice as she continued to stroke touches along his stiff shaft.

She grabbed the lacy material to pull it away from his body then positioned his erection, so the tip almost reached his belly button. Danny knew what was coming when he saw the wicked grin on her face and tensed, but the snap of the elasticized waistband against his stiff shaft sent a flicker of pain rippling through him. He let out a gasp, but the ache quickly faded as Brenda started to trail her fingers along his cock again.

The head was now exposed and chills trickled down his spine as she teased caresses on slick skin. A bead of pre-cum appeared and she leaned forward to lick on the tip of his cock.

“Fuck,” he let out through gritted teeth.

His legs began to shake as the flickering of her tongue continued on the exposed head of his cock, but he knew the pain was about to return when the waistband was eased away from his skin again. He winced when it snapped back into place.

“You’re such a kinky little pervert,” she teased him.

Danny wanted to ask what that made her, but held in the comment.

“Turn around,” Brenda told him.

He shuddered as he did so and felt the stroking touches of her fingers on his butt. The pressure grew stronger to push the lace material between his taut cheeks and he couldn’t hold in the groan at the silky feel of it on his puckered skin. He instinctively clenched his buttocks when Brenda’s fingertip touched on his asshole. Her wicked laugh showed that she wasn’t about to stop though and she grabbed his hip with her free hand.

“A little help,” she said.

Danny knew what she wanted and slapped his hands on his buttocks to pull on them. It spread his cheeks slightly and the touch of the sleek material being pressed against his tight hole made him shiver. His groan was loud when he was opened up and the feel of the lacy-covered finger slipping inside weakened his knees as he let out a gasping breath.

“Mmm…, does that feel good, pretty boy?” she said.

“Yes,” he let out as his head rocked back.

The touch of her fingertip dipping in and out made the pulse of hot blood strengthen and his cock stuck out rigidly from his body as it throbbed. Brenda slid her free hand to his groin to pull the front of the panties down and circled her fingers around his erect length.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “You really do like this.”

The flush of humiliation was something Danny couldn’t hold down, but the hot pleasure deepened as Brenda squeezed tightly around his erection and continued to dip her lace-covered finger in his asshole. He let out a groan when the penetration ended to make his butt muscles spasm.

“Turn and get on your knees,” she told him.

The urge to see under her skirt filled his mind and he hurriedly moved to do what he was told. The tease of Brenda sliding the hem higher on her thighs excited him and he stared as more bare skin was revealed. His anguished groan was loud when she pulled the material right up around her waist and it was followed by her laugh.

“What?” she taunted. “Did you think you were going to get your tongue in wet cunt?”

Danny stared at the strap-on dildo and memories of their first time together came to him. It seemed their meeting was no coincidence and that she’d planned the trip to where they now were.

“Did you follow me to the mall?”

“No,” Brenda said and laughed. “I expected to find you at the beach. Seeing you at the mall just made things all the easier for me.”

She grasped hold of the toy to make it stand up erect then seized his hair to lead his mouth down to the thick tip. It was stroked across his lips and he was forced to open his mouth as the grip on his hair pulled him lower.

“That’s it, pretty boy, you suck it good.”

Danny gasped as she bucked her hips up to fuck the strap-on into his mouth. There was no stopping his cock throbbing harder as he was made to give a blowjob and Brenda squirmed around to make the base of the toy grind against her pussy.

“Feels good,” she groaned as she made Danny bob his head.

He started to gag, but got no respite as Brenda went after her own pleasure. The dildo fucked deeper in his mouth as she thrilled to the pleasure of controlling her sissy boy, but he suspected it was only the start of the action. His gasp was loud when his head was yanked up and spit dripped from his mouth.

“Is it wet enough?” he asked.

“Oh, I think we can do better than wet today,” she replied.

He wasn’t sure what she meant and a frown creased his brow as he was pushed away. Brenda got to her feet and loosened her skirt to let it slide down around her feet. It left her in only the bustier and heels, but it was the dildo sticking out from her body that Danny couldn’t take his eyes from. She grabbed hold to stroke her fingers along it as her gaze came to his.

“Get up,” she told him.

He rose to his feet and stood before her.

“Now give me the panties,” Brenda went on.

Their eyes remained locked together for a brief second before he did as he was told. It left him completely naked and he suddenly realized what she meant about doing better than wet when he handed the panties to her. She wrapped them around the dildo she wore and stretched them tight over its length to give it a sheer, lacy covering.

“Oh fuck,” he let out.

“Getting the idea,” she replied then turned to lean inside the vehicle.

The lubricant she brought out from the glove compartment was spread liberally over the lace before she grabbed Danny’s wrist to drag him forward. He gasped as he was bent down over the car to leave him completely exposed to the woman behind.

“Show me,” she demanded.

He hesitated a second too long and the spank of her hand cracked on his naked buttock. The flare of sharp pain made him groan, but he wasted no more time in grabbing hold of his ass cheeks to spread them. He tried to hold in the whimper as the slick head of the dildo circled around his tiny, puckered hole, but the sound slipped out. His body shook as the tip of the toy pressed against him and he could feel the pulsing of his asshole as it tried to resist the pressure from behind.

He couldn’t stop the inevitable as Brenda pushed her weight forward to stretch his tight hole open and he convulsed as a stiff, silken touch dipped inside. The shuddering wouldn’t stop as she eased her hips forward and his hands clenched to tight fists. She slapped her palm down on the small of his back as she fucked the full length of the toy in his asshole and he could feel her body grinding against his as she made the base of the strap-on rub against her clit.

“So fucking good,” she groaned.

She lifted her hand up and Danny yelped as it smacked painfully on his ass. His body bucked up from the car and he moaned as his butt muscles pulsed around the thick penetration of the toy. A mix of pain and pleasure rippled through him when another spank landed to redden his skin and it was followed by more.

“Stop,” he pleaded, but heard the laugh from behind.

“We’ve only started,” Brenda said.

She pressed her hand down on his back again to trap him in place as she continued to grind against his butt. It made his breath came out in ragged gasps as the dildo roiled around inside his tight hole and the shudders it brought on made his asshole spasm and pulse all the more. His erection was jammed against the side of the car and he could feel the heat of the metal. Brenda moved her hands to his hips and he knew what was coming, but there was no preparing for it as her fingernails dug in his flesh.

The rising heat between her thighs infected her with a lust for the anal sex she was giving her sissy boy and her grip tightened as she began to pump her hips back and forward in a display of female dominance. The slick, silky feel of the lacy-covered dildo stroking in his ass wasn’t lost on Danny and he pressed his face against metal as the slow thrusts from behind began to gather pace. Brenda’s body started to slam against him with more force as she got into the thrill of fucking asshole and he could hear her harsh, gasping breaths as she worked to increase the rhythm.

The lubricated panties secured tightly around the toy made it slide in smoothly and she was able to throw herself forward vigorously to make the base of the strap-on rub against her clit. It was the sensation directing her every move and she reveled in the dirty delight of it as the climb towards an orgasm gathered momentum. She released her grip on Danny’s right hip and reached forward to grab the hair at the nape of his neck.

The pain of it was worse than the spanks and made a groan spill from his lips. His back arched as his head was dragged up from the metal and he felt Brenda’s other hand return to the small of his back. Her hips continued to drive forward in a frantic onslaught that was all about her and she took herself to the very edge of an orgasm then slowed the pace of her thrusts to hold herself there.

Danny was hers to use in that moment and she clenched her buttocks in an attempt to stall the heat from raging out of control as her knees started to buckle. It was impossible to resist though and she gave in to it. He gasped when the grip on his hair was released and the sudden barrage of hammering thrusts took his breath as the woman behind carried herself over the edge. Her groan erupted as the searing burst of hot pleasure ripped out from her core in jolting spasms. She fucked the strap-on dildo all the way inside until the base was jammed tightly against her clit as she lost herself to the ecstasy that swept her up to a shattering high.

It made her throw herself down on Danny and he could feel the heaving of her body as she succumbed to the convulsing bliss of the orgasm. Her mouth pressed on his ear and he could hear her heavy breathing as the shuddering slowly gave way to trembles that wouldn’t stop.

“Push back,” she gasped.

“What do you…”

“Just push fucking back,” she snapped in a breathless voice.

Danny did it to shove against her body and felt his asshole pulsing around the thick penetration. That only got worse when Brenda slipped a hand around his body. He knew he was about to get his reward for letting himself be used and groaned as stroking touches slid along his erection. The rush of pleasure grew stronger as his muscles tightened to make his asshole clench around the dildo. His legs shook as his excitement mounted and Brenda worked her fingers up and down his stiff shaft with increasingly rough strokes until the pressure began to tell.

“Straighten up,” she ordered.

She clung tightly to him as he did it until they were both standing up straight. The dildo remained buried in Danny’s asshole as he was turned to face away from the car. He clenched his buttocks and the pleasure of tightening around the dildo carried him all the way up to the point of ejaculation.

“Are you going to show me hot cum?” Brenda teased him as she tormented his erect length with rugged strokes.

There was no resisting her efforts and Danny groaned as his passion swelled to a high. His body convulsed as the release erupted and a sticky string of white exploded from the tip of his cock to arc through the air.

“Oh yeah,” Brenda let out as she watched the dirty display of gushing cum.

She jammed her hips forward and stroked her fingers right to the base of his cock as a second stream of pearly white shot through the air. It was followed by more as she milked his balls dry until there was nothing left to give. She eventually loosened her grip to caress soft touches along his erection and didn’t let go until the power slowly drained away from it.

Grabbing his hips, she turned Danny to make him lean down over the car again and spanked her hand on his butt. The way his asshole clenched around the sex toy brought out loud groans from him and he pleaded for an end to the punishment he was receiving. Brenda eventually relented and slowly withdrew the dildo from his asshole.

“Wash the panties and wear them when you come tomorrow,” she said when she removed them from the toy and forced them into his hand.

“What?” he said in a hoarse voice as he tried to recover.

“Carol and I got you a farewell gift,” she went on. “Be at the house at four o’clock.”

Danny rested where he was for a few seconds before straightening up. He saw that Brenda was already putting her skirt on and quickly moved around to collect his clothes. A few minutes later he was sitting in the passenger seat of the vehicle and trying not to squirm around.

“Are you being serious about tomorrow?” he asked when they began driving back towards town.

“Oh yeah,” Brenda said and winked at him before returning her attention to the road in front. “You’re going to get a sendoff to remember.”

Not much more passed between them during the trip and Brenda brought the car to a stop a couple of streets from their destination.

“Don’t want to give your gran a shock,” she said.

“Yeah,” Danny agreed and reached out to the door.

The grip on his shoulder turned him and the fierce kiss took his breath.

“Remember and wear the panties,” Brenda said when their lips parted.

Danny nodded his head and turned away from her. When he stepped out to the sidewalk, he put his hand in his pocket to touch on the silky material and watched as the station wagon rejoined the traffic.

“A sendoff to remember,” he muttered and wondered what the hell was in store for him as he set off to walk the rest of the way to his grandmother’s home.

***

“I’m heading out for a final few hours at the beach,” Danny said on Sunday afternoon when he stuck his head around the lounge door to see his gran sitting on the sofa.

“OK,” she replied.  “I’ll see you later.”

“Sure,” he went on and waved before walking along to the front door of the house.

There was no way anyone could see the lacy, hipster panties he wore under his shorts, but that didn’t stop the prickle of nerves welling up when he stepped outside. He glanced towards the neighboring property, but it was two in the afternoon and his instructions were to be there at four. His worry was that his gran would see him knocking on the door, but it wasn’t going to stop him paying the house a visit. There were two hours before he needed to worry about that though and he set off in the direction of the beach.

There were a few people enjoying the afternoon sunshine on the sand when he got there, but plenty of free space was still available to find a spot to relax. He walked a short distance along the beach before laying down his towel and dropping on it. Rolling onto his stomach, he looked around and found himself wondering what the nearby people would think if they knew he was wearing ladies underwear beneath his shorts.

“They’d think you were a pervert,” he muttered in answer to his own thoughts and a smile flashed across his face.

In truth, he would have thought the same thing a few weeks ago and to some extent still did. Then again, simply wearing a pair of ladies panties was tame compared to what he’d been made to do in recent times. The scene of him being dressed up in makeup, heels and stockings floated into his mind and made him think about Simone. He’d heard nothing more since her visit to his gran’s home the day before and there was a slight disappointment to that.

He pondered if her store was open on a Sunday and whether he should find out the phone number to give her a call before he left the following day. It made him let out a sigh and he rolled onto his back and closed his eyes. That only allowed an image of her to flit through his mind and the immediate flutter of arousal made him shift uncomfortably.

“Relax…, enjoy the sunshine,” he told himself.

That was easier said than done and he eventually gave up after an hour. Walking to a nearby ice cream vendor, he bought a cone and sat on a bench to eat it. His nerves were already starting to jangle as his thoughts went to what he mind find in Carol and Brenda’s home that afternoon. On the last occasion, they shaved his pubes, dressed him up as a sissy girl and it ended with him losing his virginity to Carol while Brenda fucked his asshole.

That made him think of the day before when Brenda took him from behind again and he wondered if that was what she was planning to do when he arrived at her home. The idea of it only got his blood flowing and he turned his mind to going home the following morning. It would leave him with a week or so to prepare before a new term of college got underway and he was definitely returning to it a different person than when he finished the previous year.

“Well, you’re not a virgin anymore,” he murmured then glanced around to make sure there was no one close by.

There wasn’t and he remained sitting on the bench even when he finished the ice cream. His trepidation grew as the time ticked past towards four o’clock and he eventually got to his feet fifteen minutes before he was due to arrive at the house. His concern on the walk returned to the fact that his gran might spot him and he decided to take the long way round, so he didn’t actually have to walk past the house he was staying in.

Coming from the other direction provided some cover for his approach to Brenda and Carol’s home, but he knew it wasn’t much. If his gran happened to look out of a window onto the street, there was every chance he would be spotted. He could only hope she was sitting in one of her usual spots engrossed in a book or watching TV.

“This is fucking nuts,” he let out under his breath as he got closer.

He couldn’t have said no to Brenda’s instructions to be at the house though. There would be no kinky, older women next door when he returned to his parent’s home and that afternoon might be his last chance for sex in a while.

“Then find a fucking girlfriend,” he berated himself.

He stopped at the final turn and glanced around the corner to see if the street was empty. It was, as far as he could see, so he immediately started walking again and stayed close to the hedges and fences that bordered the bottom of many of the gardens. When he got to the gate he wanted, he opened it straight away to walk through. He glanced towards his grandmother’s property, but there was no sign of her at a window and he hurried up the path to knock on the door of Brenda and Carol’s house.

“Come on…, come on,” he mumbled under his breath and shifted nervously from one foot to the other as he waited.

The sound of movement from within made him freeze in place and he stood awkwardly as he heard the door opening. The smile on the face of the woman that appeared before him made his eyes open wide and he uttered her name.

“Simone.”

She tilted her head to the side as she stared at him.

“Were you expecting someone else?” she said in a teasing voice.

He glanced anxiously towards the house next door before returning his gaze to her.

“Well, don’t just stand there,” she told him and opened the door wider.

Danny stepped forward to walk inside and turned to watch the door being closed.

“Where are Carol and Brenda?”

“They went out and left your gift,” Simone answered.

“What gift?”

It was only when she started to loosen the belt of her robe that he realized it was the same one she wore on the night at the lingerie store. She pulled the sides of the silk material apart to reveal the bows on her bra, panties and stocking tops.

“Didn’t I wrap up your gift prettily,” she joked and moved forward to trap him against the wall.

Her mouth crashed against his in a fiery, passionate kiss that took his breath. The surging rush of arousal stiffened his cock in an instant and there was no stopping it. Simone forced a hand in between their bodies to find the hard bulge as she slid her lips to his ear.

“I love that you can’t control yourself around me,” she whispered.

The sound of her quiet laugh in his ear sent a shiver trickling down his spine and her lips returned to his. The kiss was softer this time and he could feel the touch of her fingertips sliding along the bulge in his shorts while it lasted. It excited him even more and he glanced down at her panties when their lips parted. There was no sign of the Trans girl’s cock coming to life, but he could see a hint of it through the material.

“Did you wear them?” Simone asked.

Danny understood her comment, but if she knew about the lacy, hipster panties he wore then it also likely meant she knew about his encounter with Brenda the day before.

“Yes,” he said as he brought his gaze up to hers.

“Let me see them.”

He reached for the waistband of his shorts to pull it away from his body and it revealed his erection straining against the silky material. His gasp was loud when Simone put a hand inside his shorts and the caress of her fingers stroking along his length through the panties made his legs tremble.

“So sexy,” she let out before leaning in to another kiss.

Her hand came up to grab the bottom of his t-shirt and she dragged it higher as their lips parted. It exposed his nipples and she leaned in to circle her tongue around one then the other. The swell of pleasure was intoxicating and he pressed back against the wall as the trembling of his legs grew worse. A glance down showed him no more than a blonde bob of hair as Simone played.

Her licks and kisses continued to focus on his nipples before she slowly trailed her tongue lower. Danny tensed and sucked in a deep breath at the soft touch gliding across his midriff. The tease of it moving down made his belly muscles flutter and he began to let out quiet gasps as the anticipation of what was coming his way heightened. Simone dropped to her knees and shrugged the robe from her shoulders to let it fall to the floor. The sight of her in the underwear and stockings made his cock throb and she looked up when she placed her palm over the bulge in his shorts.

“Hot blood pumping there, pretty boy,” she said.

Danny didn’t answer as his shorts were dragged down his legs. He grabbed his t-shirt to take it off then kicked off his shoes. His breath rasped out as he felt the touch of Simone’s palm press on his cock through the panties. He was barely in the door of the house and he’d almost been stripped naked.

The sight of Simone’s outfit stirred his lust even more as he stared down at it. The lingerie looked perfect on her sexy figure and that was enhanced by the cute bows on it. He knew what was hidden below the panties she wore, but it didn’t matter to him. The view he had of her was all woman and her delicious curves were something special. The smile on her stunning face just made him want her all the more and an unrestrained burst of excitement swept through him.

She leaned in and flicked out her tongue to slide it along his erection through the sheer material of the panties. His head rocked back against the wall as the rush of intense enjoyment took hold and he let out a long, slow breath.

“I hear you went on a trip yesterday,” Simone said when she moved her head back. Her fingers casually stroked along his stiff shaft as she smiled up at him.

“Yeah, I met Brenda at the mall and she offered me a ride home.”

“By the scenic route?” Simone went on and let out a cheeky giggle.

It was the same words Brenda used at the start of the journey to the wooded area on top of the hill outside town.

“You’ve been there?” he asked.

“Uh huh,” she replied. “I’ve taken the scenic route home too.”

She grabbed the panties to drag them partially down and leaned in to slowly slide her tongue along the full length of his erection. Curling her fingers around it, she dragged the foreskin down and teased touches on slick skin. Danny’s breath came out in ragged gasps as he clenched his buttocks and pushed his hips forward.

Simone gave him what he wanted by parting her lips and letting the head of his cock slip inside the wet warmth of her mouth. She worked her tongue around it as she began to stroke her hand up and down. Danny’s head cracked against the wall when he threw it back and he could feel the rising tension starting to run out of control.

“I’ll have to teach you some self-control techniques,” Simone joked as she backed off.

“I can’t help it,” Danny said.

“Yeah, those fucking teenage hormones are a real bitch, aren’t they,” she went on and laughed as she gently stroked along his length. “I remember them well.”

The question popped into Danny’s head and was out of his mouth before he could stop it.

“Did you always know?”

“That I wanted to be a girl?” Simone asked when she glanced up.

“Yeah.”

“Pretty much,” she answered. “I mean it wasn’t like I wanted to play with Barbie dolls instead of toy soldiers, but I was always attracted to the clothes, shoes and makeup my mum wore.”

“So, you decided to play dress up?”

The sly smile played on her lips as she caught his gaze and held it.

“Says the pretty boy who likes wearing lacy underwear and stockings.”

“I did it to lose my virginity,” Danny said.

“Not with me you didn’t,” Simone shot back. “I can tell you like it. Look how fucking hard you are.”

“That’s because of you.”

“Flattery gets you everywhere,” she joked as she gripped his erection tightly and leaned in.

Danny tensed as kisses played on the slick head of his erection before Simone sucked it in her mouth again. She slowly bobbed her head to let him enjoy the touch of her plump lips stroking along his length. He put his hand on her shoulder as his excitement mounted, but she stopped before the attention she was lavishing on him became overwhelming.

“Come on,” she said when she got to her feet.

He took the hand held out to him and was led along the hallway to the bottom of the stairs. They climbed to the first floor and moved along to the bedroom he’d lost his virginity in.

“Wait here,” she told him when they stepped inside the room and she moved to the door of the adjoining bathroom.

She disappeared from view and he heard the sound of water running for a few seconds before it went quiet again. He waited for Simone to return, but she remained in the bathroom and he eventually heard the shout.

“Get in here.”

“Yes Miss,” he muttered under his breath as he hurried to the door and walked through.

His first sight was of the lingerie lying on the floor and he lifted his gaze to see Simone in the bathtub. It was obvious she was now completely naked and he stepped forward. Steam rose up to show that the sound he’d heard was her adding some hot water to the tub. The layer of white bubbles on the surface obscured her body, but the smile on her face stirred his desire.

“Take your pretty panties off and get in,” she told him.

Danny dragged the last piece of clothing from his body to get completely naked then stepped over the side to dip his foot in the water. It was hot and he took his time to sit down. Simone moved her feet to let him get his butt on the base of the tub and he stretched out his legs on either side of hers to leave them facing each other.

“I didn’t expect this,” he said.

“Feels nice though, doesn’t it?”

The caress of her fingers stroking along his leg reached his thigh, but went no higher. He put his hand down to brush touches on her smooth skin and it made his erection throb. The covering of bubble bath concealed much of their bodies until Simone lifted her hand to swirl it around in the water. Gaps opened in the white to reveal tantalizing glimpses for them both as the game played out.

“Did you have fun with Brenda yesterday?” she asked.

Danny recalled what happened the day before and it was more than the heat of the steam that made sweat prickle on his skin. He suspected that Simone knew the details, but went ahead and told her anyway.

“She bent me over her car.”

“Yeah, it was our payment for this,” she went on and giggled.

“Huh!” Danny let out.

“I told you yesterday that I wanted a favor from them,” Simone went on. “It was to ask if they could get you here before you left then go out to leave us alone.”

“So, my ass got you the favor,” he exclaimed.

“Yeah, it was either mine or yours, so I told them to take yours,” she teased him and put her hand up to her mouth to stifle a guffaw before dropping it down into the water again. “I knew you’d like it.”

The flush of red on Danny’s cheeks caused by the heat of the bath was deepened by the embarrassment and a rueful grin played on his face as he stared down at the water. The truth was that he had liked what happened to him the day before although he wasn’t quite sure he wanted to admit that to himself, never mind the pretty Trans girl in the bath with him.

“So, you used my body as payment for a favor and got them to lure me to the house,” he said. “What are you planning to do with me now that I’m here?”

“Tell you how much I like you,” Simone replied.

The comment came as a surprise and he lifted her gaze to see the smile on her face.

“I…, well, I like you to,” he replied. “I was hoping I’d see you before I left.”

“And now you can,” she joked as she pushed herself back to raise her upper body out of the water.

White bubbles clung to her skin, but the covering slowly slid lower to expose her naked breasts and Danny’s gaze fixed on them.

“Oops,” Simone teased as she lifted water and spilled it on her chest to clear away all the bubbles.

Danny’s gaze slid to what she was holding and a frown creased his brow.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“You’ve never seen anal beads before?” she replied.

“Umm…, I was a virgin a few weeks ago,” he said.

The comment made Simone laugh.

“Oh yeah, I forgot you’re a sweet, innocent boy,” she joked. “It’s why I like you so much. Stand up.”

Danny put his hands on the sides of the tub to push himself up as Simone got to her knees. Simply looking down at her stunning face and gorgeous body was enough to get his excitement jumping, but he was about to get so much more. He reached out to the wall when she leaned forward to nuzzle her lips on the tip of his erection and instinctively clenched his buttocks when one of the smooth beads stroked along the crease of his ass. There was no stopping it sliding in between his taut cheeks to rub on puckered skin and he let out a groan.

“Relax,” Simone said when she looked up.

“Easy for you to say,” he shot back.

“It’s a real blast,” she teased him. “I promise you’ll love it.”

They were her last words before she slid her lips over his stiff shaft and clamped them tightly around it just below the head. Danny pressed harder on the wall as the power in his legs weakened. The pressure of the touch on his asshole increased and he closed his eyes as the bead gradually opened him up to slip inside.

“Fuck,” he groaned as the flicker of hot pleasure erupted.

He’d got a good look at the toy when Simone held it up and knew that each successive bead was larger than the last. It made his buttocks clench and his groan was louder as the next one touched on his asshole. The delicious spasms of his muscles as it was pushed inside made his cock throb inside the mouth of his lover. She continued to tease her tongue around slick skin as she fed the beads inside and let out a gasp when she finally raised her head. A look up showed the almost pained expression of bliss on Danny’s face.

“They feel even better coming out,” she said.

He stared down at her and saw that he wasn’t the only one with an erection now. The thrill of what she was doing was obviously getting to her and he was sure he knew how things were going to end. The pleasure rippling through his body was all he cared about though and he shuddered as Simone stroked her fingers along his erection. The delectable sensation of her touch made him rock his head back and it was something he couldn’t get enough of.

“Hold on as long as you can,” she told him as she leaned in.

She brushed her lips across the tip of his cock to get the taste of pre-cum before sliding her lips all the way over the head again. On this occasion she let more of the hardness fill her mouth and the sound of Danny’s groans filled the bathroom. He could feel her fingertips playing on his puckered skin as she bobbed her head and she brought her free hand up to cup his balls then stroked on the sensitive skin just behind them.

“Fucking hell,” he gasped.

Convulsions rippled through his body as Simone ducked her head down. It made the tip of his erection brush on the soft skin at the back of her throat as she partially extracted the largest of the beads to stretch his asshole wide before pulling sharply to make it pop all the way out. She began to bob her head to stroke her lips along cock as she eased the next bead into place to stretch his tight ring before yanking it out.

Danny’s hips shot forward to make her swallow almost his entire length, but it didn’t make her back off. Her exhilaration climbed at the way his stiff shaft throbbed in her mouth and she kept her lips stroking along it as she popped out another of the beads. She knew it was pushing him closer to losing control and she wanted to take him all the way.

There were still a couple of beads inserted when she picked up the pace of the blowjob and she left them inside his asshole as she brought her hand up from his balls. Curling her fingers around his thick girth, she let them follow her mouth up and down as she applied the pressure to overwhelm him. She could see the way his legs were shaking as he lost himself to the pleasure and the sound of his cries started to show he couldn’t hold on. It only made her force her mouth lower on his erection, so the slick head slipped down her throat until Danny was overcome by the attention she was lavishing on him.

“Too much,” he groaned as his body tensed in preparation.

Simone waited a beat as his cock quivered in her mouth before easing the second last bead partially out. His guttural growl was loud as his hips shot forward and she tugged the bead out just as he lost control. The burst of powerful cum erupted in her mouth as the shudders engulfed Danny and his body jerked forward again when she timed the extraction of the last bead with the next spurt of cum.

It blasted the roof of her mouth and dropped on her tongue to give her more of his seed, but she pulled his cock from between her lips as the next string of sticky white shot out. Her squeal was loud as the cum splashed her face, but she held his erection inches away from her open mouth as she let him finish the last of his load all over her. A glance up when it was over showed him gasping for breath and staring at her with open eyes.

“Do I still look pretty?” she teased him.

“Prettier,” he gasped.

“So…, do I get what I want?”

Danny dropped his gaze from her face to her erection. It was now standing proud and he squirmed at the thought of what she wanted from him. His mind went to the day before when he was bent over the car, with Brenda behind. He wanted the pretty Trans girl he was staring at even more than that and couldn’t stop himself. Dropping down to his knees, he turned around to lean over the end of the tub and heard the giggle of delight.

He closed his eyes tightly as Simone’s hand slipped around his body to grip his still-erect cock. The delicious caresses stroking along his length added to the afterglow of pleasure flooding his veins and he shuddered as the touch of hard cock pressed against the crease of his ass.

“I didn’t even have to dress you up,” Simone teased as she rocked her hips to make her erection rub on clenched buttocks.

“You can do that next time,” Danny replied and found himself hoping there would be a next time.

“Oh yeah,” she went on. “Does that make us a couple?”

Her tone was teasing, but he wasn’t sure she was joking and the idea of being with her was one that he liked.

“Maybe,” he said.

“So, you like my touch then?”

“Yes,” Danny let out.

Simone squeezed her fingers tightly around his manhood to enjoy the dying throbs as the power faded from it, but she eventually let go. Her hand pressed down on the small of his back and it reminded him of the previous day although the touch on his ass now was no strap-on dildo. She rocked her hips to make her stiff shaft keep gliding along the crease of his ass and her hands slid to his buttocks.

Danny felt the rigid underside of stiff cock rubbing on his puckered skin as his cheeks were spread. It made him grab the sides of the bath and he squirmed as the tip of a Trans girl’s erection played on his asshole. He could barely believe what he was doing, but his hunger for it swelled and he pushed back against the hardness.

“Feel good?” Simone asked as she circled her fingers just under the head of her erection.

“Yes,” Danny groaned.

The longing for what was happening surprised him, but he wanted the girl behind him more than anything. He remembered the last time they were together in the lingerie store. It was him behind her on that occasion as he got his first taste of anal sex and he was about to return the compliment. His butt muscles quivered as the pressure increased and he heard Simone’s harsh breaths as she started to put some effort into getting past the resistance. The thick head of her cock was bigger than any of the anal beads he’d just taken and his knuckles whitened as he tightened his grip on the edge of the bath.

The pressure gradually increased until he felt the pop of his asshole yielding and he let out a groan as the head of Simone’s stiff shaft slipped inside. She immediately put her hands to his hips and used the grip to pull herself forward. Danny’s body shook as the thick penetration slid deeper inside his ass until her body was pinned tightly against his.

“Mmm…,” she let out in a gratified sigh as she stretched out her neck to rock her head back.

She then leaned forward onto him and he could feel her stiff nipples pressing into his naked skin. Her kisses on his neck made him shiver and he could feel the hard throb of her cock inside him. He couldn’t believe how much better it was than the toy and he let out a groaning laugh.

“You’re really making me a sissy boy.”

“Stop complaining,” she joked and slapped her hand on the side of his ass. “Next time I’m going to make you so, so pretty first.”

“Does that make us a couple then,” he joked to echo her words.

“Is that what you want?”

He hesitated when the question was asked, but knew there was only one answer.

“Yes.”

“What about when I go all the way and have the surgery to lose my erection,” Simone went on and spanked his ass again. “You won’t get this.”

“But you will,” he shot back.

“Oh, you’re going to take charge, are you?” she said.

“I’ve got a good teacher.”

Simone let out a cheeky snigger as she straightened up.

“Then let’s give you a lesson.”

Danny closed his eyes again when she grabbed hold of his hips and there was no stopping the quivering of his muscles when she eased back to move their bodies apart. She stopped when only the head of her cock was spreading his asshole open and let out a groan as she plunged back into the tight softness. It jolted her body against his and splashed water over the side of the bath. She eased back again, but her grip tightened on his hips to pull herself forward with more effort and the sound of their naked skin slapping together echoed around the tiled walls.

She controlled herself at first to let him get used to the sensation of their bodies coming together, but lust for the man she was fucking began to infect her mind and the surge of arousal was impossible to resist. The pace of her thrusts began to accelerate as she threw herself forward with more intent and the clapping sound of skin on skin became louder and faster. More water splashed over the side of the tub to wet the floor, but there was only one thought on her mind as she went after what she wanted.

Her breath came out raggedly as she was consumed by the pleasure between her thighs until it became her whole world. She drove her hips forward with an abandon that crashed her body against Danny’s and she could hear his groans as she fucked him until her body succumbed to the thrill of the anal sex. The heat in her balls started to burn out of control and she didn’t let up until she knew she couldn’t hold back.

One last, forceful thrust drove her erection deep inside ass and her body was wracked by juddering convulsion as the tension broke to a streaming eruption of cum. Her back arched when her head tilted up to stretch out her neck and she let out an almost desperate groan as the ecstasy of the climax ripped through her. Her body bucked against Danny again as her balls released another powerful burst of white. He winced as her fingernails dug in his flesh, but he held still as the hot flood of cum filled his ass.

Simone started to thrust again to make the pleasure of the climax last as long as possible, but she eventually collapsed down onto his back and let out ragged breaths. He pushed back against her after a short while and she straightened up to slowly withdraw her fading erection. She sat down in the position she’d originally been in when Danny came in the bathroom earlier and she watched as he dropped down in the water to face her.

“You’ve got a little something on your face?” he said with a grin.

She lifted a hand to stroke it across her cheek and looked at his cum on her fingertips.

“Do you want to taste?” she joked and held out her hand.

“Haven’t you given me enough cum already,” he replied as he squirmed around.

The smirk played on Simone’s lips as she splashed water on her face to wash it clean then got on her hands and knees over him. His pulse raced when her lips touched on his and the soft kiss was heaven. She looked down at him when she lifted her head.

“Are you the boyfriend or is that me?” she joked.

“Shut up,” he said as he reached up to put his hand on the nape of her neck.

“Taking charge already,” she teased him as she let herself be pulled down.

“I’ve got a good teacher,” he replied. “Are you going to show me all you know?”

“You can count on it, pretty boy,” she told him before their lips came together in a passionate kiss.


Her Body Was His

Gabrielle let out a slow breath as she glanced out of her bedroom window, but she ducked back quickly when she saw that Mr. Cooper was facing towards his home. She waited for thirty seconds or so before looking again and this time saw that her neighbor was now resting on a sun lounger by the side of his swimming pool. She marveled again at the clear view she had of the pool and suspected that her bedroom window was one of the few in the surrounding area that got a view of it.

“Struck lucky there,” she muttered under her breath as her gaze roamed over the almost naked body of the man next door.

When her parents moved to the property a few months earlier, she had quickly realized that she could see into the neighboring garden and really couldn’t believe her luck when she saw the man next door. His tall muscular body was on show regularly as he used his pool and Gabrielle took the opportunity to stare every time she got the chance.

At nineteen years old she wasn’t exactly naïve when it came to guys, but on the other hand she couldn’t exactly claim to be experienced either. She’d certainly never found herself lusting after an older man, but when she snuck glances at Mr. Cooper she couldn’t stop the dirty fantasies flashing through her mind.

Not that she exactly planned to do anything about them, but then there was nothing wrong with dreaming. Her gaze lingered on Mr. Cooper’s muscular chest and as she let it slide lower she sensed the jump in her pulse rate.

The tight trunks he was wearing didn’t exactly conceal what was below and there could be no doubt that he boasted something special between his legs. It was the main reason that Gabrielle enjoyed looking so much.

A shiver rippled down her spine as she stared at the obvious outline. Even from the distance of her bedroom window it was obvious and she squirmed as the flush of heat blossomed between her thighs.

She’d started fantasizing about seeing her neighbor in his full naked glory and wondered if the private nature of his pool area might make it happen. So far that hadn’t come to pass though and it was only in her mind that she saw naked cock.

She couldn’t help being curious about just what size it would grow to if a rush of blood made it slick and solid, and the thought made her let out a slow breath. A growing wetness took hold between her thighs and she slipped a hand under her skirt to stroke fingertips on her soft skin. She’d known that excitement would get the better of her that morning as soon as she saw Mr. Cooper coming out for a morning swim.

It was why her fingers touched on naked pussy instead of panties as she brought them right between her thighs. Gabrielle let out a quiet moan as her fingertips slid easily on her slick pussy lips. Her eyes remained glued to Mr. Cooper’s swimming trunks as she slowly stroked herself and the flush of ecstasy made her want more. A shudder of anticipation rippled through her as she pushed with greater pressure and she bit her lip as her fingers dipped just inside her soaked hole. The tremble in her legs grew stronger as she stirred her fingers around to slowly ease them deeper.

The touch split her open and as she pushed hard, she imagined it was the thrust of Mr. Cooper’s solid erection that was opening her up. It brought out another low groan and a rush of breath burst from her lips as she started to finger fuck herself. In her fantasies she was straddling Mr. Cooper on the sun lounger and riding what she suspected was an enormous erection. The thought of it had been her favorite fantasy of recent times and as if flashed through her mind yet again it made her want something bigger and thicker than her fingers. She dragged them out of her soaked pussy and grinned as she reached for the toy she’d bought only a few days before in anticipation of the situation she now found herself in. The embarrassment of going in the shop, choosing the dildo, and paying for it was going to be worth it she was sure.

Her fingers caressed around the thickness of the toy and she pulled it close to her face. The lifelike resemblance to a solid erection made the grin on her face spread wider and it only disappeared as she pursed her lips to kiss the head. As she pulled the thick dildo away from her mouth, Gabrielle moved back a bit from the window, lifted her arm and brought it down with a thump to pound the sucker cup ending to the wooden surface below her. It stuck the dildo solidly to the floor so that it was left standing up and ready for use.

She let out a rush of breath as she dragged her skirt up and got herself in position   squatting over the sex toy. It left her able to gaze out the window at the near naked body of her neighbor again and she rocked her body to stroke the tip along her slick pussy lips as she brought her gaze back to Mr. Cooper’s trunks.

“Just what have you got in those,” she mused out loud as she rocked her body more.

Gabrielle slowly pushed down lower and bit her lip as the tip of the dildo slid between her pussy lips. She wriggled around to get herself comfortable and felt her body start to shake as she slid down the erect length below her.

“Oh fuck yeah,” she let out quietly in a rush of breath as the thick dildo pushed deeper inside to spread her wider still.

She closed her eyes as she dropped on the last couple of inches to impale herself on the full length and let out a groan. Rocking her body again sent a rush of delight coursing through her and she kept her gaze on Mr. Cooper. The fantasy that it was his cock filling her tight cunt brought out more shudders and she raised and lowered herself to slowly start riding the dildo. The movements were enough to build the tingle between her thighs and she dragged her skirt right up so she could get fingers to her clit.

Her touch on the erect bud made her gasp and she was quick to start gently rubbing. Her sexual fantasies came to life as she slid up and down the dildo and continued to stroke fingertips more eagerly on her clit. The rush towards a climax gathered momentum as she played with herself until she finally dropped down to impale herself on the full length of the toy again and stroked rougher touches on her clit.

Gabrielle’s breath spilled out heavily as she took herself all the way. She hadn’t expected things to come to an end quite so quickly, but the feel of her pussy wrapped around the thick dildo as she watched her neighbor was so good that the thought of slowing down to make the fun last didn’t even enter her mind. She squeezed herself around the solid length and worked fingers furiously on her clit until it was all too much to take.

The burst of heat between her thighs made her body go weak and she froze in place as the spasms of her pussy walls tightened her around the dildo. Her body convulsed as the intense sensation flushed through her veins and she couldn’t hold in the groans as she writhed around. The orgasm came to a peak as she stared at her neighbor and she wondered just what he would think if he knew what she was doing at that very moment while watching him.

Gabrielle rode the pleasure as her pussy continued to spasm around the thick length until the convulsions slowly eased off and came to an end. She shivered as she continued to sit on the dildo and hold it inside. The fantasies gradually faded from her mind and she grinned as she considered what her current boyfriend would think of her if he knew what she was doing. It wasn’t like she was cheating on him though and she didn’t intend to either although she also wasn’t going to mention that she was masturbating while fantasizing about an older man.

Her parents seemed to be getting on with Mr. Cooper although she had only occasionally talked to him in the short time they’d lived there. He was purely a fantasy for her and the fact that she regularly got to look at his muscular body and think about just how big his erection might be was more than enough for her.

She suspected a forty five year old businessman would be interested in more sophisticated women than a nineteen year old college girl anyway. Not that Gabrielle had ever seen him with a woman.

The sound of the front door opening sent a slight panic through her and she quickly pulled herself up off the dildo as the shout of her mother came up the stairs.

“Are you out of bed yet Gabrielle?”

She tried to keep her voice flat and calm as she answered.

“Yeah, I was just about to come down for something to eat.”

She quickly got up and after a last look out the window made her way to the bathroom for a quick shower. When she was dressed again she hid the dildo at the back of her wardrobe and made her way to the bedroom door. She found her parents in the kitchen when she got downstairs.

“What have you two been up to?” she asked as she walked across to a cupboard to get some muesli.

“Just went into the town to do some shopping,” her mother answered.

“Buy anything nice?” Gabrielle went on as she went to get some milk from the fridge.

Her mother shook her head and laughed. “We met up with some old friends before we even got started and ended up going for a coffee with them.”

“Anyone I know?” she asked as she sat at the table.

“I doubt it,” her mother replied. “You were just a youngster when we last really spent time with them I think.”

Gabrielle just nodded her head as she spooned muesli in her mouth.

“They’re having a party tonight as it happens,” her mother went on. “So we are planning to go.”

“OK,” Gabrielle said as she looked up from her eating. “That sounds nice.”

“Yeah,” her father chipped in. “We can catch up on old times and I guess there will be a few others there that we know.”

“We plan to stay overnight,” her mother went on. “So you’ll be here on your own.”

Gabrielle heard the tone and almost laughed.

“Don’t worry,” she teased. “John is away for the weekend on some course, so I won’t be sneaking my boyfriend in while you’re not here.”

“I didn’t say anything,” her mother countered.

Gabrielle did laugh this time. “You didn’t need to. I know what you are thinking.”

“Me?” her mother commented innocently.

Gabrielle laughed louder as she stood up. “I’m off out to meet a friend anyway. What time are you planning to leave tonight?”

“We will set off around six, so be back before that,” her father answered.

“Will do,” she replied as she moved to the sink to wash her dish. “See you later,” was her last comment before she walked out the door.

The day with her friend was fun and she needed to rush back to get home before her parents left. They were already at the car in the driveway as she ran through the garden gate and she saw the disapproving look on her mother’s face.

“Back in time,” Gabrielle said and suppressed the grin that threatened to break out on her lips.

“JUST…, in time,” her mother said.

“Have a good time,” she said in response.

“Be good,” her father said in an ominous tone. “I don’t want to get back to complaints from the neighbor’s tomorrow.”

“I’ll be good as gold,” Gabrielle replied.

In truth there was nothing happening that evening anyway and with her boyfriend gone for the weekend, she just planned to have a quiet night in. She might raid her parent’s wine store, but that was about as bad as she intended to get. Her mum and dad got in the car as she moved to the door to watch and she waved as the vehicle backed out of the driveway and disappeared from view.

Gabrielle went straight to the fridge after closing the door and walking through to the kitchen. She suspected there would be one or two bottles of wine already opened and found that she was right. After pouring herself a glass of white, she moved through to the living room. Grabbing the remote from a coffee table, she dropped on the sofa and curled up to enjoy a quiet night watching TV. It took some flicking through the channels, but she finally found a movie she wanted to watch and settled back to enjoy it.

The wine went down well and she worked her way through another before the movie ended. She flicked through the channels again, but found nothing else she wanted to watch so switched of the TV and listened to some music. The time passed easily as she phoned a couple of friends to chat although by the time it hit ten the tiredness of the day caught up with her and she decided to call it a night.

A quick shower ended with her dressing in a pair of tight grey shorts and a little white vest top before she threw herself on the bed. The warmth of the summer evening made her lie on top of the covers rather than getting under them and it was like this that she finally fell asleep.

The flare of light came into Gabrielle’s consciousness and she blinked her eyes a few times as the drowsiness lifted from her mind. The light from the hallway silhouetted the figure standing at the door and the first thought was that her parents had returned.

“Mum?” she asked, but quickly realized that it was the outline of a male figure. “Dad, what are you…”

The breath caught in her throat as the light switch beside the door was flicked to illuminate the room. Her brow furrowed and the confusion showed on her face as she saw Mr. Cooper step forward. A sudden flicker of trepidation flashed through her mind and she tried to quiet it down.

“Mr. Cooper…,” she said slowly as he walked in the room. “What are you doing here?”

“Didn’t your parents tell you?” he replied.

Gabrielle’s thoughts went back to getting home in a rush and her parents leaving almost immediately. The conversation with them had been short and sweet.

“Tell me what?” she asked.

Mr. Cooper lifted his hand and opened it to let a key dangle from his finger.

“They gave me this and asked me to keep an eye on you just to make sure you were alright,” he went on.

“Umm…, OK,” the college girl said slowly. “But what exactly are you doing here now.”

Mr. Cooper’s throaty laugh unnerved her and she became all too aware of his gaze on her legs. She looked down to see she was still lying on top of the covers and felt exposed.

“Well…,” the older man said as his gaze roamed up towards the tight grey shorts she was wearing. “I’m checking you are alright and…, keeping my eyes on you.”

The nerves welled up in Gabrielle and brought some fear to her mind, but she told herself not to be stupid. It was the man from next door and he was unlikely to try anything. Her breathing became shallow as she watched Mr. Cooper’s gaze slide further up her body towards her breasts. There was no shaking off the creeping fear as he took some more steps towards where she was lying on the bed.

“Well I’m fine, so you can go,” she blurted out in a rush. “I’m sure my parents wouldn’t want to hear you were in my bedroom in the middle of the night.”

The throaty laugh of her neighbor unnerved her again and he appeared in no mood to leave her bedroom.

“I’m sure there are plenty of things that your parent wouldn’t want to hear about,” he said.

Gabrielle let her breath out slowly and her brow creased.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

Mr. Cooper swung the key on his finger as he stepped even closer to the bed.

“Oh I’m sure they wouldn’t want to hear that their daughter had been invading the privacy of one of their neighbors,” he went on.

“I…, I don’t know what you mean,” Gabrielle replied, but her mind went to what she’d been doing earlier in the day as she stared at Mr. Cooper and a flush of red spread across her cheeks.

“Oh…, I think you know,” he said. “It’s getting difficult for me to take a dip in my pool these days without the creeping sensation of a pair of eyes looking at…, well maybe you can tell me what they are looking at.”

Gabrielle felt the rush of embarrassment really take hold and her face grew redder. She didn’t know what to say and dropped her gaze, but lifted it again as Mr. Cooper stepped right up to her bed. She saw his gaze roaming over her body and a stab of panic took hold. The impulse to move away took hold and she shuffled across the bed.

“Please Mr. Cooper,” she said in a small voice. “You shouldn’t be here.”

The older man grinned.

“Oh I’m exactly where I want to be,” he said.

The stab of panic grew in Gabrielle’s mind as he started to move around the bed. She was quick to stand so that she could back away, but her fear increased as her back hit the wall. Mr. Cooper was between her and the door and as she moved along the wall, she became trapped in the corner. She shrank away as a hand reached out to her and brushed the hair from her forehead.

“Such a pretty face,” Mr. Cooper said.

“Please…,” Gabrielle pleaded. “I have a boyfriend already.”

The throaty laugh sounded out again.

“I don’t want to be your boyfriend,” her neighbor said. “I have much better ideas for a pretty girl like you.”

Gabrielle turned her face away as a finger traced down her cheekbone to her chin. There was no getting away though and her panic grew as Mr. Cooper’s hand touched on her shoulder. The feel of it sliding lower made her shiver and it was panic tinged with more this time as she sensed the slight tingle between her thighs. She reached up to push her neighbor’s hands away, but her wrists were easily grabbed and held against the wall above her head.

She was helpless to stop what was happening as Mr. Cooper fondled her breasts through her vest top. As much as she struggled, there was no escape and she shuddered as the touch dug deeper in her soft curves.

“Please…,” she begged, but a laugh showed that the older man wasn’t about to stop what he was doing.

“Is this what you fantasize about when you are staring out the window?” he asked, “…or is it something else.”

“I don’t…” Gabrielle started, but her words stopped before the sentence ended.

Mr. Cooper pulled his hand away from her breasts so he could loosen the belt of the robe he was wearing. As he moved forward to push his body against Gabrielle, she whimpered as his already semi-erect cock stiffened against her midriff. She squirmed as she was forced against the wall and begged for her neighbor to stop, but the size of his erection was becoming all too obvious and while it made her panic, there was no stopping the response of her body. The tingle grew between her thighs as she tried to free herself, but the grip holding her writs against the wall was too strong.

When Mr. Cooper moved back she couldn’t help glancing down and the breath caught in her throat as she saw he was wearing the swimming trunks she usually saw him in. The sight of his massive erection pushing out the material kept her attention and she couldn’t look away. When her wrists were dragged down from the wall, she realized what was about to happen.

“No…,” she squealed and tried to pull away as one of her hands was yanked towards Mr. Cooper’s crotch.

He was too strong for her though and she gasped as her palm was pressed on solid cock. She continued struggle to free herself from the grip, but there was an excitement to the moment. Looking out the window at Mr. Cooper and fantasizing about what he was hiding in his trunks was one thing. It was entirely another to be under his control in her bedroom and have him make her touch him.

“Please…,” she begged again, but the grip was used to make her palm stroke along the erect length and the grip of fear and exhilaration took hold at just how big it was.

Her struggles grew stronger as her neighbor’s hand pressed on her shoulders in an attempt to push her down. She didn’t have the power to resist what was happening though and gasped as her knees hit the floor with a thump. Mr. Cooper moved forward quickly and the bulge in his trunks was pressed against her face. Gabrielle tried to back off, but her head was trapped against the wall as her neighbor ground himself against her.

“Is this what you dream about,” he taunted as he gripped her hair to hold her in place.

Gabrielle wanted to shout no, but she knew it would be a lie. She’d stared out of the window so often at her neighbor and felt the desire invade her body as she imaged just how big he was. There was no need to imagine now though. She knew what was happening was wrong, that the older man was taking advantage of her, but she couldn’t ignore the rush of heat running through her veins. She winced as the grip tightened on her hair.

“Take them down,” Mr. Cooper ordered.

“No…,” she replied instinctively.

“Fucking do it,” he said in a louder voice as he gripped her hair even harder.

“Please don’t make me,” Gabrielle begged.

Mr. Cooper grunted as he moved back a bit to do the job himself. His thick erection sprang free of its constraints and he grabbed hold to smack it on Gabrielle’s face. She squealed as her cheek then mouth was cock-spanked and the taste spread across her lips. Her hand was grabbed to make her take hold and she let out a gasp as she realized just how hard her neighbor’s stiff shaft was. She couldn’t stop herself squeezing and realized that her fingers wouldn’t go all the way around. The wetness taking hold between her thighs was unstoppable and she squealed as her head was pulled forward. Her lips slid across the slick head to bring her more of the taste and it made her shudder. She suspected that he neighbor was at least 9 inches and it scared her and turned her on in equal measure.

“Suck it,” she was ordered and her head was pulled forward.

Gabrielle groaned as erect cock was forced on her. She had no choice but to part her lips wide as Mr. Cooper thrust his hips forward and she suddenly found herself struggling for breath as the hardness filled her mouth. The shivers ripped through her body as the enormous cock was fucked in and out of her mouth. She tried to put her hand on her neighbor’s midriff to hold him back, but he seemed consumed by lust for her and threw himself forward.

“Look up at me with those pretty blue eyes,” he ordered.

Gabrielle did as she was told without thinking and saw the flush of sweat on Mr. Cooper’s brow. The back of her head thumped against the wall as he drove his hips forward and she gagged as the tip of his thick cock pushed down her throat. Her gaze was pleading as she looked at her neighbor, but all she got was rougher treatment as he pushed forward to use her mouth. She fell forward when he finally pulled back and coughed as the spit ran down to her chin and dropped to the floor.

Mr. Cooper used his grip on her hair to get her back to her knees and grabbed her hand to slide her fingers around his throbbing erection. He fondled tits again and grabbed at erect nipples.

“Oh yeah…, you do like big cock don’t you,” he said and laughed.

Gabrielle tried to protest, but the tip of Mr. Coopers stiff shaft was pressed on her lips again and she shuddered.

“Let’s see how just how turned on you really are,” he went on.

Gabrielle squealed as she was pulled to her feet and dragged across the room. The breath rushed from her as she was thrown face down on the bed. She tried to turn, but the weight pushed down on the back of her thighs and stopped her. The touch of fingers grasping at the top of her grey shorts brought panic back to her mind and she reached behind to try and push Mr. Cooper’s hands away.

“Please…,” she begged in an attempt to get him to stop, but the flush of sexual response blossomed between her thighs as her hands were slapped away.

It seemed she was becoming the sexual plaything of an older man and was unable to stop it happening. Her fantasies as she watched him out of her bedroom window had always got her wet and excited, and the fact that he was now in her bedroom taking advantage of her tight young body was turning her on more than she cared to admit.

She wanted to be free of what was happening, but at the same time wanted it to go on. The confusion played on her mind and she tried to reach behind to push Mr. Cooper’s touch away again. She squealed and squirmed as her hands were easily brushed out of the way and pushed her face in the bedcovers as her shorts were dragged down. The stinging slap cracked on her naked buttocks and she cried out.

“Stop it!”

Her words fell on deaf ears as a second spank reddened her skin and she squirmed even more as her ass cheeks were spread apart. The dirty thrill of a soft touch brushing across her asshole made her groan and she heard the laugh.

“Definitely a little slut,” Mr. Cooper said.

“I am no…” Gabrielle started to protest, but she groaned again as Mr. Cooper ducked his head down and licked across her asshole. It was the first time she’d felt the sensation and a shudder rippled through her body. She pushed her face back in the bedcovers as more wet touches slid around her asshole and the burst of delight was almost more than she could take. She knew it was wrong, that she should scream and shout for her neighbor to get off, but the moment was undeniably a thrill that was making her want more. The conflicting emotions raged in her mind to confuse her even more.

The touch of a hand slid between her thighs as her legs were dragged apart and there was no hiding how turned on she was. Her wetness helped Mr. Cooper’s fingers open her up and her body shook as he fucked them easily in her cunt. He held them deep and stirred them around as he continued to lick asshole. Gabrielle writhed as the dirty pleasure of being used swept through her body and she couldn’t hold in the groans.

Thoughts of her boyfriend flashed through her mind, but she knew even if she struggled and screamed for her neighbor to stop, he was going to take what he wanted from her. The touch of fingers sliding in and out of her wet pussy as a tongue pressed against her asshole was something special, but as they pulled away her panic returned. The convulsions of her body grew stronger as Mr. Cooper sat on her upper thighs and cock-slapped her butt.

“No…,” she groaned as her ass cheeks were spread open again, but there was no stopping things as the head of an enormous erection was spanked on her tiny puckered hole.

“Don’t worry,” Mr. Cooper said quietly. “It’s not this pretty hole that I want…, this time.”

Gabrielle was suddenly struggling to control her breathing as the weight lifted from her thighs. She squealed as she was pulled by her legs to the edge of the mattress so that her knees dropped to the floor. It left her bent over the bed and her faint protests were brushed aside as the head of her neighbor’s huge cock was pressed on her asshole again and then slid lower.

She was no blushing virgin, but the way her pussy lips were being spread open by such a thick shaft made Gabrielle panic. She tried to lift her upper body, but a hand on her back held her down.

“It’s too big…,” she shouted as the agony and ecstasy mixed to make her gasp.

“Oh…, I think it will fit perfectly,” Mr. Cooper replied as he pushed his hips forward.

Gabrielle’s mouth opened wide, but no sound came out as she was slowly but surely impaled on a massive cock for the first time in her life. The incredible feeling of having her cunt filled to the brim sent a shiver of delight running down her spine and as the pain of being entered disappeared, it was replaced by the ecstasy of being penetrated by such a massive cock.

There was no more need for her to dream about what her neighbor was packing and what it would be like to have it between her thighs. She was being held down and made to take it by a man who was completely in control of her. He grabbed her hair, and Gabrielle cried out as her head was dragged back. Every last inch of cock seemed to be driven deep in her cunt and her legs shook at the pure thrill of it. The face of her boyfriend flashed in her mind again.

“You shouldn’t be doing this,” she shouted.

Mr. Cooper laughed and thrust his hips forward so he could grind his body against naked butt.

“You’re my pretty little slut,” he replied and laughed. “You know you’re going to let me do whatever I want.”

Gabrielle groaned as her legs were slammed against the side of the bed. Mr. Cooper let go of her hair and hooked a finger in her mouth to make her get it wet. When he pulled it out, he reached to her asshole and stroked a touch over it.

Gabrielle’s legs shook harder as a fingertip opened up her asshole and slipped inside. She really was being used like a slut by her next door neighbor and all she could do was push her face in the covers as the finger slipped deeper in her asshole. Her body quivered as Mr. Cooper’s huge cock remained deep in her cunt while her asshole was finger fucked.

She begged for the sex to stop, but even as the words came out she knew that she didn’t want it to and that Mr. Cooper wasn’t about to give up on using her. Shame burned on her cheeks as the anal fingering got rougher and she groaned. As her body convulsed, her pussy tightened around thick cock and it seemed to get to her neighbor.

He dragged his finger free of her asshole and grabbed hold of her hips as he started to power his hips forward. The sensation of being ploughed by such a huge cock made Gabrielle groan louder still and the flush of heat spread from between her thighs to engulf her body. It sent her on a climb to an orgasm she was unable to control, and as Mr. Cooper slammed into her again and again there was no stopping it.

Her hair was grabbed to pull her head back as big, thick cock plunged deep in her cunt to open it wide and her body responded to the treatment of being fucked so roughly. The squelching sounds of thick cock sliding in wet pussy got louder and Gabrielle’s knuckles whitened as she gripped the bedcovers tightly. The fire between her thighs grew hotter still until it overwhelmed her and she pushed her mouth against the mattress to muffle the squeals as the orgasm burst to life.

Mr. Cooper didn’t let up and continued to drive his thick cock deep in cunt as Gabrielle rode her climax up to a shattering high. Every muscle in her body seemed to tighten as the delight engulfed her and she groaned as her pussy clamped around thrusting cock. The sweat soaked her skin and her breath rasped as the high stretched out.

Her eyes opened wide as cock pulled from her cunt and she was dragged up to be thrown onto her back on the mattress. The shorts were dragged from her legs and her vest top pulled up to expose her naked tits. A glance down showed the pussy wetness glistening on erect cock and she couldn’t pull her gaze away.

Mr. Cooper worked her legs apart to get between her naked thighs and she could feel the stabbing thrusts of his cock as he tried to get back inside. Her mouth opened in silent protest when he found his mark to make his big, thick shaft spread her open again. He grunted as he dropped down and thrust forward to bury his erection inside her.

Gabrielle whimpered as her tight cunt wrapped around him and her body was rocked as he started to fuck her. She was almost being thrown around the bed by the ferocity of his onslaught and her whimpers got louder as she took the full force of his passion. The sweat dripped from his brow down on to her as he threw himself forward to drive deep in her cunt over and over until the pure thrill of the moment started to overwhelm him. He kept pounding tight cunt until the build up of pressure in his balls was almost unstoppable.

The desire to cover his pretty young neighbor in cum was too much to resist and at the very last moment he pulled out and got to his knees between her thighs. Gabrielle saw what was coming and turned her face away, but it was her exposed body that took the full brunt of the release. The powerful jets of thick white streamed up her naked body to dirty her pussy, belly, and tits and she heard the groans of Mr. Cooper as he let loose with everything he had.

Cum rained down to stick to her naked skin and it was only as the groans went silent that she looked down to see the thick streaks of white that were covering her body. A burst of shame flooded her mind and she suddenly wanted her neighbor gone.

“Get fucking out,” she said.

He wasn’t finished yet though and after stroking his fingers through cum he stroked them on Gabrielle’s lips to make her suck and lick off the white. The taste filled her mouth and she pushed her neighbor away before he could do it again.

“Enjoy the view from the window,” Mr. Cooper said as he pulled up his trunks and walked across to the door of the bedroom. “See you soon,” were his last words as he disappeared from view.

“Fuck you,” Gabrielle shouted after him, but all she got back was a laugh in return.

The shame burned brighter on her cheeks as she looked at the cum sliding down her body. She was quick to move to the bathroom and get under the shower to wash it away.

“Never again,” she muttered as she got out of the cubicle and grabbed a towel to dry herself.

The sensation of having been fucked by such a big cock played between her thighs though and she wondered if she would be able to resist the temptation to keep looking out the window. She suspected if she did that Mr. Cooper would try using her again if the opportunity arose. If that happened she knew her body would be his to use again and there was no stopping the slight shiver of anticipation that rippled down her spine.


Her Body Said Yes

The nightgown slid up Jenny’s smooth thighs as she rolled over to look at the clock on the bedside table. It was just after nine o’clock, but with it being a Saturday morning there was no rush for her to get up so she threw her head back to the soft pillow and relaxed. More than an hour went by before she finally did make the effort to rise.

She debated having a shower or eating first, with her stomach finally winning out. Slipping a robe over her nightgown, Jenny made her way down to the kitchen to have some breakfast. The annoyance took hold in her mind as soon as she stepped in the room and saw the state of the table. It was obvious her teenage son had found the time to make himself something to eat, but not made the effort to clean up after himself. Jeez, she thought, how many times have I told him.

“Ryan,” she called out as she stepped back into the hallway.

There was no response so she shouted louder, but only silence came back. She guessed he must have eaten his breakfast then gone out and resigned herself to the fact that she would be cleaning up after him. She made a mental note to have a word with her nineteen year old son as she moved back in the kitchen to make her own breakfast.

The toast and tea took little time to prepare and not much longer to eat and after finishing she cleared the kitchen table and washed her own and her son’s dirty dishes. By the time the chore was finished it was almost 10.30 and she decided to have another cup of tea before heading back upstairs to shower and dress. The knock on the door came just as she was finishing her tea. Jenny got up from the kitchen table to put her empty cup in the sink and then went to answer the door.

“Hi Mrs. Bennett,” a teenage boy said. “Is Ryan ready?”

“Umm…, ready for what?” Jenny asked. She recognized the boy as one of her son’s college friends although couldn’t recall his name. The other two boys standing behind him she didn’t know and assumed they were college friends as well. Suddenly conscious of the eyes on her she pulled the robe a little tighter around her body to close off the view of her nightgown.

“He asked us to meet him here this morning at eleven,” the boy continued, “so that we could go through some college coursework.”

Jenny glanced at her watch and saw it was fifteen minutes before eleven then looked back up at the boys. “Ryan isn’t here,” she said. “There was no sign of him when I got up this morning so I guess he must have gone out. Are you sure you got the right day.”

“Yeah,” the boy replied. “It was definitely today we agreed on. Would it be OK if we came in and waited until eleven o’clock? I’m sure he wouldn’t forget, but if he doesn’t show by then we’ll just have to arrange to do the coursework another time.”

“You can’t do it without him?” Jenny asked.

The boy shook his head. “The four of us are a team for a project we have been set. It really needs all of us to be involved to get it done properly.”

Jenny stood considering what to do, but finally invited the boys in to wait. She led them through to the lounge and motioned for them to take a seat. “Would you like a drink?” she asked.

The boys shook their heads to decline the offer and sat down. Jenny did likewise, but as she sat she was suddenly conscious again of what she was wearing and looked down to see how short her robe and nightgown were. She caught one of the boys staring at her legs and tried to pull the hem of the robe lower to cover a little more of the naked skin that was on show.

“So how is college going?” she asked.

“OK,” replied one of the boys. “A lot of coursework to deal with, but the social life is great and we do get the choice of a lot of cute girls.”

Jenny laughed nervously. “Oh OK,” she said. “Sounds like you are having a good time.” She glanced at her watch, but even before looking knew that it was still before eleven. She willed the hands of the timepiece to move faster so that she could ask the boys to leave.

“Did you sleep with many people at college,” the boy she recognized suddenly asked. “I told my friends just how cute you were and that I reckoned you had.” The other two boys sniggered at the comment.

“What?” asked Jenny, her eyes narrowing as she stared at the boy.

Her nervousness grew at the sudden directness of the question and she didn’t like it. She decided it was time for the boys to go and set about making it happen, “I think it’s probably best if you leave now,” she said. “I need to have a shower and get dressed.” She stood to emphasize her words, but felt some shock at the response.

“Can we watch?” the boy went on with a grin and his two friends sniggered again.

“Now look here…” Jenny started, but the words stuck in her throat as the boy stood.

“I brought my friends here for some fun,” he said. “You’re not going to be a killjoy are you?”

Jenny felt the sudden panic that gripped her as the other two boys got to their feet as well. She backed away, but when she touched against the wall she knew there was nowhere else for her to go. “What about when Ryan comes?” she suddenly asked.

The continuing sniggers of the boys at her words did little to calm her panic and she saw the boy she recognized grinning.

“What makes you think he is coming?” he asked. “When we left him this morning he was heading to town to meet his new girlfriend. I don’t think he will be coming back for a while.”

The realization that she’d been tricked into letting the boys in her home dawned on her. The three of them were suddenly surrounding her. “Let’s get her upstairs for that shower,” the boy she recognized continued.

Jenny struggled as her wrists were grabbed, but there was little she could do to resist the stronger boys as they pulled her out of the lounge towards the stairs. She started to shout, but even as she did, knew it was a waste of time. The nearest property to hers was more than fifty meters away and it was unlikely that anyone there would hear.

The boys seemed to know this too as they made no effort to try and stop her cries and she eventually gave up. She could feel hands grabbing at her butt and thighs as she was pushed up the stairs and it brought out gasps that she couldn’t hold back. She knew what was happening was wrong, but her body suddenly started responding to the touches and the flicker of excitement took her completely by surprise.

Jenny continued to struggle though and tried to resist the boys as they got her to the top of the stairs. They were just too strong for her though and she was dragged along to the bedroom. When the door slammed shut she knew there was no stopping what was about to happen. Her mind was in turmoil at the prospect of what the boys were going to do.

She was still panicking, but there seemed to be no stopping the growing arousal that suddenly took hold as the three teenagers surrounded her and pushed against her body. The shudders came on strong as she felt the hardness of the cocks touching her and it was obvious how turned on the teen boys already were.

Oh fuck thought Jenny as her body continued to respond and she felt the slickness between her thighs. She’d had forced fantasies since she was a young woman, but expected them always to remain a dream, something that she brought to mind in the dead of the night when she was using her fingers for relief. Suddenly finding herself at the mercy of three horny teenage boys brought out panic and desire in equal measure and she shuddered as the robe was pulled from her shoulders and dropped to the floor.

“Let’s get her in the bathroom,” a voice said and Jenny did less to resist this time as she was pulled through and forced into the shower cubicle.

A hand reached in and grabbed the showerhead down from the mount and Jenny squealed as she was suddenly getting soaked. The nightgown stuck to her body as the water cascaded over her and in seconds the white material was transparent, with her panties and naked tits showing through it. She put up her hands to protect herself from the water, but there was no stopping it and in a matter of minutes she was drenched from head to toe. The water suddenly stopped and she looked up.

“Get her nightgown off,” the boy she recognized said and Jenny squealed again as hands reached in and started trying to pull it from her body.

She grabbed at the hem and tried to stop them, but her hands were roughly slapped out of the way and the nightgown dragged up her body and over her head. She crossed her arms over her naked breasts to cover them, but as the water was switched back on it was directed towards her panties.

She felt the jets massaging her body and shuddered as it aroused her passion further. She wanted to move her hands down, but was reluctant to expose her naked tits to the view of the teenage boys. The panties stuck to her skin and became transparent and she realized that the outline of her pussy lips would be showing through them

“Fuck, look at that hairy pussy,” a voice said and Jenny shivered at the pure lust for her that came through in it.

“I like them better shaved,” another voice replied. “I think we should do it.”

“No…,” cried out Jenny as the water stopped and she felt her wrists being grabbed.

She was pulled out of the cubicle and forced to lie down on the bathroom floor. The boy she recognized stepped inside the shower, while the other two grabbed her hands and feet to hold her down. She was breathing heavily and shuddered as the boy returned from the cubicle holding some shower cream and a razor. He waved them at Jenny as he dropped to his knees beside her.

“Don’t move if you don’t want your skin nicked,” he said with a laugh and the other two sniggered. “Get the panties off her,” he continued and watched as the boy holding Jenny’s feet released his grip and moved up her legs to force his hands under her ass.

He grabbed at the waistband of the panties and dragged them lower, his eyes fixing on the naked pussy as he worked the wet panties down Jenny’s legs and off. She shuddered as she was suddenly completely exposed to the three boys and knew that her naked body was theirs to use. She watched as the boy she recognized opened the shower cream and dribbled some white on her pussy mound.

“Fuck, it looks like someone just splashed a load of cum on her,” one of the other boys joked.

Jenny wriggled around and started to protest again as hands worked the cream into her pussy hair and lathered it up until she was covered. She watched as the razor closed in on her body, but shut her eyes before it touched on the skin just above her pussy mound. A shiver rippled along her spine when the touch finally came and she let out a gasp at the feel of the blades stroking across her skin.

The touch of the boy’s hand followed the razor and Jenny groaned as his fingertips stroked across the smooth, shaved skin. He continued to work the razor over Jenny’s pussy until it was bare. He then reached for a towel on a nearby rail and wiped the rest of the soap away.

When he saw a few strands of remaining hair he dripped some more shower cream onto Jenny and shaved her again. This time he was satisfied that she was completely bare and he wet the towel in the water on the floor and wiped it over Jenny’s skin to clean it of soap.

“Oh will you just look at that,” he said as his gaze roamed over the gorgeous sight of the freshly shaved pussy. “Spread her fucking legs open.”

Jenny resisted as the boy holding her feet pulled them apart, but she couldn’t stop it and her legs spread wide. The boy she recognized dropped the towel and ducked his head down to kiss onto the shaved skin. His tongue flicked out to lick between her thighs and she shuddered as her body responded to the touch onto her pussy lips.

Not wanting to be left out the other two boys released their grip on Jenny’s hands and feet and moved to watch their friend licking pussy. Suddenly they were doing more than watching and Jenny shuddered as three tongues were taking turns to lick on her shaved mound.

The arousal in her body was unstoppable and she squirmed around on the floor as the pleasure of the touch assailed her senses. She still knew that what was happening was wrong and that she really should be trying to fight the boys off, but all thoughts of resisting left her mind as her body responded. She could feel the wetness of the spit mixing with her own juice as the boy’s pushed between her thighs and started to work tongue over her pussy lips.

Jenny couldn’t tell which of the boys was first, but suddenly her pussy was opened up and a tongue slid inside. It lapped at her slick pussy walls and the touch inside caused her back to arch up from the bathroom floor. There wasn’t enough room for three boys to lick between her thighs at once though and suddenly one of them broke away and moved up her body.

As the thrill of being licked out continued, Jenny watched as the boy at her head fumbled with the zipper of his pants and dragged his erect cock out. Her breath spilled out heavily as it neared her mouth, but she tried to turn her head away.

The boy wasn’t to be denied what he wanted though and grabbed her chin to force her to look at him. He kept his grip firm as he straddled her body and sat back onto her chest. There was no escaping the cock this time and Jenny watched as the boy grabbed it around the base and began to smack it onto her lips.

It was the first time she’d ever had her mouth cock slapped and again the flash of desire that swept through her took her by surprise. The boy grabbed her chin again and leaned forward.

“You’re going to be my dirty cock sucking MILF aren’t you,” he said quietly and Jenny knew that he was going make her do it whether she wanted it to happen or not.

He slapped his solid erection onto her mouth again, but this time left it sitting on her lips. When the tip brushed back and forth, Jenny could feel the pre-cum smearing on her skin and it brought her the taste of teenage cock.

She was breathing heavily as the boy applied a little more pressure in an effort to get inside and as her lips parted she felt the rush of adrenaline as she took the solid length in her mouth. The excited gasps of the boy caught her attention and she looked up to see the expression of pure lust on his face. Suddenly the cock was being forced deeper and she started to panic as the boy pushed it to the back of her throat. He started to rock his hips and she could feel the bulging veins gliding over her lips.

Jenny closed her eyes as she reluctantly accepted the sex that was being forced onto her. She knew she should try and stop it, but she was under the control of the boys to use as they pleased and it looked like they were going to go all the way with their fun.

As the cock powered into her mouth ever more forcefully, she felt the tongue pulling back out her pussy. Her legs were spread wider still as one of the boys shuffled in between on his knees. Hands reached under her ass to lift it up and she let out a muffled moan as a cock was teased onto her pussy.

It stroked along the slick lips and finally settled at the wet entrance. The boy seemed to be enjoying taking his time as he toyed with older woman pussy, dipping his cock just inside the wet hole in quick thrusts, but the thrill of the moment finally got to him and he fucked in deeper. Jenny was suddenly taking cock in her mouth and pussy at the same time and it was a new experience for her.

She shuddered as the thick shaft stroked all the way in her pussy until the boy was grinding his body onto her. He seemed to lose control quickly and started to fuck the wet hole in a frenzied onslaught. The sound of his moans filled the room and he increased his tempo to a furious pace as he realized he wouldn’t be able to hold on to his load much longer. Jenny groaned as she took cock hard in her pussy.

Suddenly the boy tensed and pushed in deep and Jenny groaned louder as a torrent of cum flooded her pussy. The boy rammed her again and again as he emptied himself, but pulled out before he finished so that he could splash some sticky white onto the smooth, shaved skin of Jenny’s pussy mound. The boy fucking her mouth finally stopped his efforts and pulled back out so that he could turn and watch his friend finishing onto Jenny’s skin.

“Well that’s not shower cream,” he joked as he saw the streaks of white.

He moved to the side of Jenny and grabbing her hand forced her fingers through the sticky mess on her skin. When the tips were coated in white he lifted the hand to Jenny’s mouth and forced her to suck her fingers.

The taste of sex filled her mouth and she shuddered. She could feel the trickle of teenage love that was spilling out of her pussy and sliding down her thighs, but as she looked up she could see the hunger for sex on the faces of the two remaining boys and knew they wanted to make her take their cum also. She closed her eyes as they moved towards her, but was spurred to action as she heard the words.

“Do you think her ass is tighter than her cunt,” the voice said.

“No…,” she cried and rolled onto her stomach to try and crawl away.

“Where the fuck do you think you are going,” the voice continued and Jenny panicked as her ankles were grasped and she was pulled back across the bathroom floor.

She struggled to get away, but the boys weren’t to be denied what they wanted. They forced her onto all fours and suddenly she had one teenager at her face and another at her ass. It seemed as if she was about to be double-teamed again and the shudders of panic and excitement wracked her body. She groaned and again tried to pull away from the touch on her butt, but the sharp stinging pain of the spank onto her ass brought her to a stop.

“Fucking stay still will you,” the voice behind said.

Hands grabbed tightly at her hips to hold her in place and suddenly there was a cock pushing into her butt crease. The rush of arousal made her gasp as the boy behind rocked his hips to stroke the underside of his cock across her asshole. He was breathing harshly as he played and it was obvious that the prospect of fucking tight ass was turning him on like never before.

As he pushed his weight forward he trapped his cock in the softness of Jenny’s butt crease and worked to grind himself against her. It forced her forward and suddenly she felt the touch of an erection pressing on her face. She gasped again and glanced up to meet the gaze of the boy she recognized.

“Having fun?” he mouthed quietly at her with a grin, but Jenny averted her eyes.

She didn’t want the boy to see the flush of arousal on her face. He pushed his cock harder onto her and suddenly she was sandwiched between two erections grinding onto her skin. Jenny gasped as her ass cheeks were grabbed, squeezed and then spread open.

The cock behind touched onto her asshole and she grimaced as the pain of the resistance took hold. She clenched her buttocks to try and keep the boy out, but it only increased the pain as he forced himself onto her.

“Fuck, this asshole is so tight,” the boy said as he made a more determined effort to get inside.

He slapped at the rounded cheeks as he pushed forward, his loud grunts sounding around the room. Jenny felt her resolve weakening as the pressure on her asshole was maintained and she couldn’t stop the inevitable, with the boy whooping as he felt the tip of his erection opening up the hole.

The pain of the resistance faded as the boy worked inside and Jenny felt the pleasure of a thick shaft splitting her open. The boy grabbed at her hips as he worked himself deeper and he continued slapping at the rounded cheeks to make the asshole convulse around his cock. He finally pushed himself all the way inside and shuddered at the tightness that gripped around his erection.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as his desire really took hold, but he controlled himself and did no more than hold deep as he looked towards his friend.

Jenny felt cock pushing against her mouth for the second time in a matter of minutes and started to breathe harder as her lips were forced open. The erection slid in and pushed deep with the boy seemingly intent on making her take him deep throat.

She tried to move back, but the teenager behind held her in place so that she had nowhere to go. Panic and exhilaration came on strong as the cock touched onto the back of her throat. The boy at her mouth grabbed handfuls of hair and held tightly as he started to fuck Jenny’s mouth. His hips were quickly thrusting back and forward as he used the soft mouth to pleasure himself.

Every so often he pushed in to force her to take him deep throat and gripped Jenny’s hair tightly to hold her on him. His excitement quickly mounted as the mouth fuck continued, but he wanted to have the older woman to himself and so worked to control himself. Each time he fucked his hips forward he pushed Jenny onto the cock behind and it wasn’t long before the boy in her ass started to feel himself losing control. He grabbed at the sides of Jenny’s body and began to ram her asshole hard.

The boy that had shot his load already got back into the action by sliding a hand under Jenny’s body and stroking fingers on her pussy and clit. He could feel how wet she was and it allowed him to easily dip fingers inside the slick hole.

Jenny’s arousal suddenly went wild as the cocks and fingers played with her. She felt fingertips stroking on her soft inner skin and her body pushed closer to a climax. The climb towards it gained impetus as the fingers pulled out of her pussy and touched on her clit.

Jenny suddenly couldn’t hold back the groans as the heat between her thighs grew out of control. The two boys fucking her sensed her response to the gangbang sex and upped their tempo until their cocks were flashing in and out in a frenzy.

Jenny tensed in anticipation of the arrival of an orgasm and when it burst into life the shudders wracked her body. She felt such a slut for allowing herself to be used by teenage boys, but knew she couldn’t have stopped it and gave herself over to the pleasure of the climax.

Its peak caused her asshole to clamp around the hardness inside and the boy behind her groaned as the tightness closed around him. He started to fuck Jenny like a maniac as his balls came nearer to a release. Suddenly it was on him and he clenched his buttocks to try and hold it back. It was useless though as the thrill of the moment captured him and brought on the climax.

Thick white erupted from his cock and splashed the tight hole, with Jenny groaning at the experience of her first anal cum load. The jets of liquid warmth continued to flood her asshole as the boy rammed in deep and even after his balls emptied he continued thrusting his hips forward.

The softening of his cock finally brought his fun to an end though and he pulled back out. Jenny wanted to slump to the floor as her body went limp, but the boy she recognized had other ideas. He pulled his cock from her mouth and grabbed her arm to drag her to her feet.

“Time for some more shower fun,” he said and pulled her back into the cubicle.

Jenny just sat on the floor with her eyes closed as the water cascaded over her. When it stopped she opened her eyes again and shuddered at the sight of the boy stripping his clothes of. When he was naked he came in after her and grabbed at her hair to push her head back against the cubicle wall.

He pushed the tip of his erection forcefully at her lips and Jenny opened up to let him use her. Her pulse raced as the cock fucked in and out roughly, with the harsh breathing of the boy showing just how turned on violating her mouth was getting him. With each thrust of his hips he pushed deeper until his balls were slapping on Jenny’s lips.

She could feel the hardness pushing down her throat and the thrill of being forced to take the boy deep throat was suddenly bringing the excitement back to her body. Jenny felt the back of her head banging on the cubicle wall as the mouth fuck got rougher still and decided it was time to end things.

She pushed the boy off and before he could stop her, stood to turn and lean forward. It offered up her ass for him to use and he quickly pushed his cock against it. Jenny gasped as the touch assaulted her senses and again felt like a slut as she pushed back against it.

The boy took hold of her ass cheeks and gripped tightly enough to leave finger marks on the skin. He spread them open and Jenny convulsed at the sensation of the cock stroking over her asshole. It was pussy the boy wanted though and he quickly slid his cock between her parted thighs and groaned as he held himself against the slick lips.

Jenny wanted it over and reached between her thighs to grab at the cock and guide the head to her wet entrance. When he felt her pussy lips spreading, the boy fucked in hard and pushed deep to grind his body on her soft skin.

His hands slowly worked from ass cheeks to hips and as the grip tightened into her flesh Jenny closed her eyes and waited. The boy quickly launched himself into long, slow strokes that fucked his cock deep into pussy and felt the pleasure of the touch inside. His excitement quickly mounted though and his action turned to fast, stabbing thrusts that brought him nearer to a release.

When he sensed how close he was the boy slowed to deep stroking into pussy again and managed to cool his ardor. He worked himself close to the point of losing his load a few times before it finally proved impossible to pull himself back from the brink. He suddenly knew there was no holding back and his fingers grasped tightly at Jenny’s hips to pull her back onto him.

The sound of his groan filled the bathroom as the cum burst from him in a rush. He kept stroking into wet pussy until his balls were almost empty and then pulled out to watch the final strings of white splash onto the smooth skin of Jenny’s ass. The boy felt his knees buckling as the climax faded from his body and reached out to the cubicle wall to steady himself. Jenny sank to the floor, her body trembling and looked to see the eyes on her.

“OK, you’ve had your fun, now fuck off,” she hissed through gritted teeth.

The boy she recognized dried himself and dressed and she listened to the three teenager’s voices as they took a final look at her cum ravaged body and then left.

“See you again soon,” the voice of a boy called back.

Jenny turned on the water to wash the cum away and felt the exhilaration of the experience being washed away with it. She finally got up and walked back to the bedroom to lie on her bed. She wondered what she would do if they were true to their word and did come back. A grin formed on her lips at the thought that she might very well let them in to use her again, but the truth was she didn’t know. Something for the future she thought and closed her eyes as she tried to free her mind of thoughts of forced sex.


Her Body Said Yes 2

Jenny let the top of her robe slide open and raised her face to bask in the early morning sun. The kiss of its warmth on her skin was nice so she closed her eyes to keep her head upturned and make the enjoyment last. When she finally looked down again, she reached for the coffee cup on the patio table. As she took a sip of the hot, dark liquid, the sound of the back door opening came to her and she put the cup back down so she could turn. She smiled at her son as he stepped across the patio and put a bowl of cereal on the table.

“Nice morning,” Ryan said as he sat down.

“Sure is,” Jenny agreed. “I was just enjoying the sunshine with my breakfast.”

Ryan grinned as his gaze dropped down to the cup sitting in front of his mother.

“Another hearty early morning feast for you,” he joked.

Jenny stuck out her tongue as she picked up the cup and took another sip. She watched as her son tucked into his cereal and they didn’t talk again until he was finished.

“All set for your day then?” she asked.

“Just need to get my college books,” he replied as he stood from the table.

“What time will you be back?” Jenny asked him.

Her son shrugged his shoulders and thought for a moment before answering.

“My last class finishes at six today,” he said. “So I guess it will be sometime after that.”

Jenny nodded her head. “Do you want me to make anything for you coming back?”

“No,” Ryan answered. “I will more than likely eat in the college refectory and if I want something when I get home I can just get it myself.”

“Well have a good day,” Jenny said as her son walked towards the door back of the house.

“You too,” Ryan shouted over his shoulder as he disappeared from view.

Jenny suspected the empty bowl he was carrying would end up in the sink for her to wash, but she planned to be home all day anyway so there was plenty of time to get around to the washing up. She poured herself another cup of coffee from the pot on the table and remained outside to make the most of the early morning sunshine. A shout of goodbye from inside signified the departure of her son and she heard the front door slam shut as he left for his day at college.

The sweat was beaded on Jenny’s forehead when she finally stood and she was aware of the trickle that ran down into her cleavage. It made her consider going for a shower, but she decided to get her chores completed before doing this. Moving to the kitchen she washed the breakfast dishes then dried and tidied them away. Walking out to a closet in the hallway, she opened it to retrieve the vacuum cleaner and made her way to the stairs to go up and start on cleaning the bedrooms. Her own room was finished in a matter of minutes and she moved on to Ryan’s. She knew he wasn’t a big fan of her going in his room, but was sure if she didn’t that it would end up like a tip.

She shook her head as she walked in and looked around then started by picking up the discarded clothing lying on the floor. As she lifted the last t-shirt she saw her son’s phone lying on the floor underneath. Reaching for it, she wondered if she should go after him, but suspected that he would already be on the bus making his way to college.

“Well…,” she said to herself. “I guess he’ll just have to go a day without being in touch with his friends.”

A shudder ran through her at the thought of what she just said and it immediately brought to mind a day three weeks previously when some of his so-called college friends had paid the house a visit. Jenny sat on her son’s bed as the shudders grew stronger and the images of that day flashed through her mind. She closed her eyes as she saw herself lying on the bathroom floor, being held down as the pussy hair was shaved from her body by three college boys. She tried to push it away, but this only brought the image of her on her hands and knees being used by the boys.

The shame of having got so turned on at being the dirty plaything of three rampant college students flushed on her cheeks and mixed with the anger of having been made to do exactly what they wanted. She wished it hadn’t happened, but the memory of the arousal that flooded through her as the solid erections penetrated her every hole made the shame burn hotter on her checks.

“Fucking bastards…,” she muttered as she tried to clear her mind.

She’d only recognized one of the boys and at the time didn’t know his name. She did now though. A few careful and seemingly casual questions to her son brought out the name Greg Cameron. Every time she thought of it she could see the young man’s grinning face in her mind and as it happened again she visualized herself throwing a punch at him.

She wondered if his number was stored in her son’s phone and suspected it was. A quick flick though the address book to the contacts beginning with G brought up his number and the plan started to form in her mind straight away. Maybe she could give the prick a taste of his own medicine. Jenny sat for five minutes thinking that what she was considering was a really bad idea, but finally couldn’t stop herself and began to put things into action.

She clicked to the text function on the phone and a glance at her watch showed that Ryan would likely still be on the bus to college. She’d got the impression when she’d talked with her son that he and Greg were no more than casual acquaintances, but she hesitated from sending a text in the sudden worry that they might be sitting together on the bus. It seemed unlikely though and a resolve took hold to go ahead with her plan. It was more likely that Ryan would see Greg once he reached college and if she was quick enough she could make sure that didn’t happen.

Jenny’s fingers flew over the keys of her son’s phone as she wrote a message that Greg would think was from Ryan. The basic gist of it was that his mother was out for the day and why didn’t he come around to the house and skip college. Her finger hovered nervously over the send key as she re-read the message and she pressed it before she could change her mind.

The sweat beaded on Jenny’s forehead again although it wasn’t the warmth of the sun that caused it this time. The panic started to filter through and she wondered if she was doing the right thing. The thought of what the college boys did to her came back in her mind though and gave her some determination. Throwing the phone down on the bed, she resumed cleaning her son’s room to give herself something to do.

The buzz of the text alert sounded out over the noise of the vacuum cleaner only three minutes later and Jenny froze as she stood and stared at the device. She realized she was holding her breath and let it out slowly as she bent down to pick up the phone. She saw straight away that it was a response from Greg and her nervousness grew as she clicked the key to bring up the message.

She suddenly wasn’t sure it was the response she wanted when she saw that he agreed to the plan and would come across at around ten.

“Fuck…,” Jenny let out slowly as she looked up from the screen and wondered just what she had set in motion.

A glance at her watch showed that it was still before nine. Sitting to wait the arrival of one of the boys that used her only a few short weeks before didn’t seem like a good idea and she knew that her mind would dwell on what took place. Jenny carried on with the cleaning, but even then still found herself thinking about that day. The flush of shame at letting herself be duped and used roughly glowed on her cheeks again and she tried to push away the images.

At fifteen minutes after nine she finished what she was doing and went to have a shower. It was the room where the sex took place on that fateful day and only served to remind her of the events, so she finished quickly and walked through to her bedroom.

“You’re crazy…,” she told her reflection as she watched herself drying her hair in the dressing table mirror, but she knew she wasn’t about to back out.

Jenny planned to teach her tormentor a lesson he was unlikely to forget and the thought of getting some revenge felt good. She wasn’t sure exactly what she was going to do, but knew how things would start. After dressing in a skirt and blouse she walked over to the bedside cabinet and opened the drawer.

The sight of the fake gun sent a shiver down her spine. It looked like the real thing to her and she assumed it would to anyone else she pointed it at. Her friend had convinced her it was a good idea to have one…, just in case. It seemed a bit weird to Jenny at the time she bought it and she’d always wondered just what good it would do.

“Yeah…,” she muttered with a shake of her head as she thought about being used by the college boys again. “Look what good it did you a few weeks ago.”

Not that she had a chance to get it when the boys came to her home and not that she actually suspected they would do anything when she let them in to wait for her son. She shook her head again as she reached in the drawer and picked up the gun. When her husband walked out to leave Ryan and her alone, her friend had suggested she get it and had actually taken her to a firing range to try shooting a real gun.

Jenny thought back to the lessons the instructor had given. It was a long time ago, but his words came back to her as she lifted the gun to point it. She caught a glance of herself in the wardrobe mirror and couldn’t stop the grin.

“Fuck…, it does look real,” she let out.

A glance at her watch showed that it was fifteen minutes before ten, so she quickly made her way to the wardrobe. Searching on the top shelf, she found the box she was looking for and grinned again as she dragged two pairs of steel handcuffs from it. Just looking at them brought back the images of the sex she’d had with her husband while they played with the handcuffs and more.

It was always Jenny that wore them, but as she walked from the room she knew it wasn’t her wrists that the cuffs would be on that day. As the minutes ticked by, she wondered if she could actually go through with what she intended to do, but steeled herself to make sure that she could. As the time neared ten, she got up and walked to the front door to open it and leave it ajar.

She wanted Greg inside and the door closed before she brandished the gun. What was about to happen needed to stay just between them and she was sure that the college student wasn’t going to say anything when it was over.

Jenny moved just inside the lounge and didn’t have to wait long. The sound of the garden gate being opened and closed made her grow tense and she gritted her teeth. The sound of a yell then came to her. The voice wasn’t exactly recognizable, but it was shouting for Ryan so she guessed it was Greg.

She held her breath at the noise of the front door opening and heard footsteps move inside. She waited for the sound of the door closing again. It didn’t come so she finally moved out of the lounge to reveal herself. The surprise showed in Greg’s eyes as he caught sight of her.

“Oh…,” he mumbled as he looked down. “I thought Ryan was here. I better go.”

He turned to leave and it was only then that Jenny spoke.

“Where the fuck do you think you’re going,” she spat out.

The sight of Greg brought out her anger and when he turned back she lifted the gun to aim it at him. The surprise in his eyes turned to shock then fear.

“Close the fucking door,” Jenny hissed.

“Oh look…, I…,” Greg started.

“I said close the fucking door,” Jenny repeated in a louder voice. “NOW!”

Greg was startled into action by the final shout and turned to close the door.

“Please…, I’m so sorry. I…” he started, but Jenny’s voice cut him off.

“I bet you just are,” she said. “Weren’t so fucking sorry when you left me lying naked on the bathroom floor a few weeks ago were you,” she went on as she took a step closer. “Let me think now. What were your words as you left? See you again soon. Well here we fucking are, but you don’t look as cocky as you did back then.”

“I’m really sor…”

“Shut the fuck up,” Jenny ordered. “And get down on your fucking knees.”

“What…” Greg said as the confusion showed on his face.

“NOW!” screamed Jenny.

The harsh sound of her shout worked again and Greg dropped to his knees. She could hear his rapid breathing as his fear grew and guessed that he had no idea that the gun being pointed at him was fake. The rush of power that flooded her veins was almost intoxicating and she took another step closer.

Greg looked down as a pair of handcuffs thumped on the floor right in front of him. His eyes opened wider still as he looked up at Jenny.

“Well I don’t have to fucking spell it out for you do I,” she taunted in a condescending tone.

Greg looked down at the handcuffs again, but made no effort to pick them up. Jenny knew just what to do and used her thumb to cock the gun. The ominous click was as realistic as the look of the weapon.

“Please,” Greg started again. “I’m…”

“Yeah, yeah,” Jenny interrupted. “You’re fucking sorry, so you keep trying to say, but the truth is I don’t believe it, so you better pick up those handcuffs and clamp them on your wrists or I’m going to give you something to really make you fucking sorry.”

She saw that Greg’s hand was shaking as he finally reached down to pick up the handcuffs. He snapped them around one wrist and went to do the same so that his hands were still in front of his body.

“Behind your back,” Jenny snapped at him.

Greg looked up at her with a mixture of fear and confusion and she again sensed the rush of power that being in control was giving her. She waited until he did as he was told and snapped the cuffs behind his back.

“Show me,” Jenny ordered.

Greg moved to stand up.

“Stay on your fucking knees and show me,” Jenny barked at him.

The tsk that came from Greg was a slight show of defiance, but he wasn’t exactly in a position to refuse so shuffled around on his knees to show that his hands were secured in place by the handcuffs. It was only as he turned to face her again that Jenny moved forward.

“Not such a fucking big man now, are you?” she taunted as she thrust the gun closer to Greg’s face.

He flinched and Jenny let out a slow breath as the rush of adrenaline invaded her body. The idea that came to her was too much to resist and she pushed the gun forward to stroke it on her captive’s mouth. He tried to move his head back, but she grabbed a handful of hair to hold him in place as the muzzle traced across his lips.

“Ah come on…,” he pleaded.

Jenny was in no mood for sympathy though. The mixture of anger and power that she was feeling drove her on.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered.

“What?” Greg responded.

“Are you deaf or just a fucking idiot,” Jenny tormented him. “I said open your fucking mouth.”

She gripped his hair and kept a hard edge to her gaze as she looked down. Greg slowly parted his lips and she slid the muzzle of the gun between them. She shuddered as she made the barrel slide deeper.

“So how do you like having something fucked in your mouth you don’t want,” she continued to taunt.

Her breathing became a little more rapid as she made the gun slide in and out and she realized she was enjoying what she was doing a little too much. She wasn’t about to stop taking her revenge though and decided to make Greg do the work. He gagged as the barrel pushed in deeper and tried to back off.

“Suck it,” Jenny ordered.

The pleading showed in Greg’s eyes as he looked up, but Jenny was in no mood to show him any compassion. She made a show of putting her forefinger on the trigger.

“Are you going to fucking do it?” she asked.

It was humiliation that showed in Greg’s eyes this time as he worked his mouth along the barrel of the gun.

“That’s a good boy,” Jenny tormented him and laughed as she kept a tight grip on his hair.

She couldn’t believe the sensation of power as she made him give the barrel of her fake gun a blowjob and as her breathing grew more rapid still realized that she was taking pleasure from it. The slight flush of heat between her thighs was unexpected, but there was no denying it was there and she was aware of the quickening of her pulse.

Greg coughed and gagged when she finally relented and pulled the gun out of his mouth.

“Bitch,” he let out quietly with a cough.

Jenny brought the gun back up to aim it at his head.

“You better watch your words…,” she threatened. “…unless you want the barrel of this gun stuck deep in another one of your fucking holes. Do you understand me?”

The slight look of defiance that had flashed on Greg’s face disappeared at the comment and he mumbled sorry as he dropped his gaze.

“What are you going to do?” he asked in the quiet that followed.

The ideas flashing through Jenny’s head were not what she expected and she tried to push away the image of her on her hands and knees being used again. The flush of heat between her thighs was taking hold, but she easily summoned the anger to push it away. The college boy in front of her had fucked her like a slut and she wanted to make him suffer the same anguish and humiliation she’d gone through. She moved around him and put the gun to the back of his head.

“Get up,” she ordered. “And do it slowly.” Jenny moved back as her captive got to his feet. “Get walking,” she told him.

“Where to?” he asked.

“Just go to the stairs and climb them,” Jenny ordered. “I’ll tell you when to stop. And just remember this gun is pointed at the back of your head so you better not make one wrong fucking move.”

Greg did as he was told and started walking towards the stairs. Jenny kept her distance as she followed and watched closely as they climbed the stairs to the top.

“Keep going,” she ordered as he hesitated.

She waited until he was at the door of her bedroom and told him to stop and go inside. Greg continued to do as he was told. He stopped when he was in the middle of the room.

“Lie on the bed,” Jenny ordered him. “Face down.”

She waited until he was lying on the bed before closing in on him. He grunted as she shoved a knee in his back and pressed her weight down on him. Reaching in her pocket she took out the keys for the cuffs and unlocked them from one wrist. When she was finished she backed off again.

“Roll on your front,” she ordered as she trained the fake gun on him. “And secure the loose cuff to the headboard.”

“Come on,” Greg pleaded. “You had your fun. Let me go.”

“Shut the fuck up,” Jenny hissed. “I’ll decide when things are over. Now fix the cuff to the fucking headboard.”

Greg stared at her so she again kept a hard edge to her gaze and made a show of putting her finger to the trigger.

“You won’t shoot me,” Greg responded.

“Do you fucking think so you dirty little prick,” she screamed as she moved closer. “You held me down and fucked me with your friends. I have every reason to blow your fucking brains all over that wall so you better do what I say.”

Her voice became louder as her anger flared and the flush of power returned as the fear showed in Greg’s eyes again. He lifted his wrist to the headboard and secured the cuff to one of the metal struts. Jenny took advantage of the situation to move closer. She grabbed his free hand, took out the other pair of cuffs and used them to fix his wrist to another strut. It left her captive securely bound by both wrists to the bed and completely under her control.

The rush of exhilaration brought the heat back between her legs and it sent a shiver down her spine. The excitement of the moment grew as her anger subsided and she knew she wanted to take advantage of the situation. It was the craziest thing she’d ever done in her life, but there was no denying the arousal that was taking hold in her body. She got on the bed and straddled Greg.

“Not so fucking funny when you are under control is it?” she taunted him.

She was about to go on when the ringing of a phone stopped her. The sound was coming from Greg’s pocket so she quickly slipped her hand inside to retrieve the phone.

“We don’t want to be interrupted now do we,” she said as she hit the button to switch the phone off.

The sudden idea of how to torment Greg more came to her though and she switched the phone back on.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

Jenny ignored him though as she worked out where the address book was and started looking through the contacts.

“Oh yeah…, here it is,” she said.

She turned the phone around and brought it close to Greg’s face and saw the blood drain away.

“Ah for fucks sake,” he said quietly. “C’mon…, please.”

Jenny turned the phone to look at the number on the screen.

“Do you think your mother will be fucking proud when I tell her what her precious son did?” she said.

She hit the button to make the call, but Greg’s complaints made her end the call before it connected.

“Will you shut the fuck up,” she shouted and as the idea came to her the flush of arousal grew stronger.

Moving off the bed, she reached under her skirt and grabbed at her panties to drag them down and off. Things were quickly getting out of hand, but she couldn’t pull herself back. She straddled Greg’s body and sat down on his thighs.

“You seemed to like the taste the last time,” she hissed at him as she leaned forward and forced the panties in his mouth.

His muffled complaints were barely audible as she clicked the button on the phone to make the call again. Jenny locked eyes with Greg as it was answered.

“Oh hi Mrs. Cameron,” she started. “I’m Jenny Bennett. Our sons are college friends.”

She waited as the woman on the other end of the line spoke before going on.

“Yeah, that’s right I am the mother of Ryan Bennett. Greg was around here recently…,” she went on, “… and I have something important I need to discuss.”

Jenny could see the panic in Greg’s eyes as she went quiet again and listened to his mother talking on the other end of the line. She kept silent for as long as she could to make him sweat before going on.

“Well…, it’s more important for him than me to be honest,” she said. “He seems to have left his phone here by mistake. I just found it. If you let him know I will pass it on to Ryan so he can get it back.”

Jenny saw thee relief show in Greg’s eyes. She placed her hand tightly over the mouthpiece and pulled it away from her head so she could speak to him.

“Now I’m going to fucking tell her what a bastard her son is,” she threatened.

Pulling the phone back to her ear she saw the panic return to the college boy’s eyes. Again she waited as long as she could without saying anything to make him sweat.

“It’s no problem. I’ll pass on the phone today and your son should get it back tomorrow.” she finally said into the mouthpiece and hung up the call.

She saw the relief return to Greg’s face as she switched off the phone and threw it at him. He tried to turn away but the handset clattered the side of his head and he let out a muffled moan.

“Not so much fun when somebody else is the boss of you,” Jenny jeered and laughed at him.

She could see the flash of defiance in his gaze and another shiver ran down her spine. The arousal of the situation was still there and again the thought of taking advantage of it came to mind. It was crazy she knew, but the idea of being used again popped in her mind. She tried to push it away, but the images flashing through her mind brought a growing heat between her thighs.

She squirmed around and moved up Greg’s thighs until she was pressing down on his groin. Considering what she’d just put him through she was surprised to see that his body responded to the touch straight away. He turned his head and tried to spit out the panties and she laughed as she leaned forward to pull them out.

“I thought you liked the taste,” she taunted him.

“Bitch,” he threw back. “That wasn’t fucking funny.”

“And you think holding me down and fucking me was,” Jenny spat back.

She expected the anger to flare again, but it was arousal that flooded her mind this time as she became aware of Greg’s erection stiffening against her body.

“It seems like you want to be fucked again,” he said.

It was his turn to throw in a taunt and Jenny felt the color flood her cheeks. She remembered the humiliation of enjoying being held down by three college boys and used. The conflicting emotions of shame and exhilaration played out in her mind again, but it was the exhilaration that came out on top. She closed her eyes and a shudder ran through her as Greg pushed up to make his erect length press more firmly between her thighs. Jenny opened her eyes and looked at him as she spoke.

“Maybe…, I do,” she replied. She pushed down to force his body back to the bed and let out a slow breath at the touch of a rampant erection pressing against her.

“So put the gun away and let me go then,” Greg went on.

The cockiness of three weeks previously was starting to come back as he realized that he wasn’t in any real danger. Jenny suspected that if she did what he asked, she would be used like a slut again and couldn’t believe that she was actually contemplating it. The arousal was bringing out her desire to the point that she was struggling to resist it though. The idea seemed insane, but her body was responding to the idea.

“Put away this gun?” she asked as she held it up. “No point really, it’s a fake. I couldn’t have used it even if I wanted to.”

“Fucking bitch,” Greg complained as he realized he’d been tricked.

He struggled against the handcuffs and as his body thrashed around, Jenny could feel the heat of his erection through his pants rubbing against her naked pussy. It only served to turn her on more and she leaned forward and used the key to unlock one of the handcuffs. She was quick to move back out of reach and then got off the bed. There was no doubt that it was her last chance to end things and walk away.

Jenny looked down at the key in her hand and threw it on the bed in reach of Greg. The rush of adrenaline made her tremble as she watched him pick up the key. She backed away as he fumbled with it to try and unlock the cuff still securing him to the bed. He grunted as he managed it and sprang up after taking off the cuffs completely.

Jenny turned and ran to the bathroom. She slammed the door shut and just managed to lock it as Greg thumped against the wood. The breath was rushing from her as the college boy hammered on the door. His shouting showed the frenzy he was working himself into. She knew that he wouldn’t really hurt her, but suspected that if she unlocked the door she was going to be used even more roughly than three weeks previously.

Her chest heaved as the rush of her pulse quickened more. The arousal swept through her and even though she knew how crazy she was being, she reached up and unlocked the door. The banging stopped and she guessed that Greg had heard the click of the lock.

Jenny squealed as the door flew open. It knocked her back and she fell face down on the floor. Her squeal was louder when she felt the pressure on the back of her legs as they were grabbed. She was back where she’d been three weeks ago and the pressure increased as Greg dropped down on her.

She tried to crawl away, but his weight was too much and she squirmed as her skirt was dragged higher until her naked butt was exposed. The stinging spank left a bright red hand mark on her soft skin and the pain coursed through her body. Her arousal swept higher still at the sensation and she shrieked as another spank cracked painfully on her buttocks.

“Think you can fucking control me,” Greg hissed as he stood and walked around her. “I’ll show you what control is.”

Jenny was breathing heavily as she was pulled to her knees. The buttons of her blouse were dragged open to reveal her bra and a shudder rippled through her as the material was dragged from her breasts so that Greg could grope them. His touch was rough and within seconds red finger marks were covering her soft curves.

Greg continued to grope tits with one hand as he reached for the zipper of his pants with the other. He dragged it down and slipped his hand through the gap. Jenny couldn’t keep her eyes from the sight and gasped as he pulled his raging erection out.

“Yeah…,” Greg taunted as he heard the sound. “Do you like that? Well let’s see just how much.”

Jenny winced as her hair was grabbed and the wetness on her thighs was a sign of how excited she was. The tables were completely turned though and she couldn’t help wondering if the college student was feeling the rush of power that she had enjoyed as she stood over him with the gun. A glance up at his face showed that he probably was, but when she brought her gaze back down she was all too aware that it wasn’t a gun she was being threatened with. The grip on her hair pulled her forward until her mouth was pressed on the slick head of Greg’s cock.

“Oh yeah…, you’re going to be my dirty little bitch again aren’t you,” he let out as he grabbed his erection to stroke it on his willing victim’s lips.

The taste of pre-cum flooded Jenny’s mouth and as the pressure increased her lips were forced apart. She winced again as the grip on her hair tightened and she was forced to take inch after hard inch until her mouth was full.

She gagged as Greg drove his hips forward to fuck erect cock all the way to the back of her throat, but she was held in place and made to deep throat her college boy tormentor.

“Make me fucking blowjob a gun,” Greg cursed. “Let’s see how much you like your mouth being used.”

Jenny’s head rocked back as he started to thrust roughly at her. His thick erection plunged to the back of her throat over and over as he lost himself in the enjoyment of her wet mouth. The oral sex became increasingly frantic as the rough onslaught continued, but it only served to send her arousal climbing and the heat grew in her body. She knew what she was doing was more than crazy, but there was no stopping what she had started.

The control was all with Greg now and he seemed intent of having as much fun as he could with an older woman. His groans got louder as he threw himself forward and she thought he was going to push himself all the way to a release in her mouth. He suddenly pulled back though and she hacked up spit as his thick cock dragged free. Jenny slumped down to all fours as the grip on her hair was released and she let the spit drop to the floor.

“Nice…” the college student jeered. “Is that you showing me how you want to be fucked?”

Jenny squealed when her hair was grabbed to drag her head back up. As Greg’s hand came up she saw her panties in it.

“No…,” she complained and tried to turn her head away, but there was no escape.

“Don’t want too much noise do we,” Greg said and laughed as he forced the panties in her mouth and quickly moved around her.

Jenny knew what was coming as her skirt was dragged up the back of her thighs again. The stinging spank brought heat to her buttocks and she let out a muffled groan as the pain sank in. She dropped to the floor and squirmed around as it dulled to an ache. The sound of pants being dragged down was a sign of what was to come and she flinched when Greg dropped down on top of her and stroked his solid erection on her soft skin.

She tried to work the panties around in her mouth to make it easier to breathe and could make out her own taste on them. Another muffled moan was expelled as her ass cheeks were spread apart. The touch of the hardness pressing on her asshole sent a shiver racing along her spine. Greg leaned forward to push his mouth close to her ear and pressed his weight down her. It was all too clear who was in charge now and Jenny shuddered as the warmth of breath played on her ear.

“Is that where you like it,” Greg hissed quietly and the derision was clear to hear in his tone.

His harsh breathing showed just how turned on the thought of anal sex was making him though and Jenny was in no doubt that she was going to be made to take it. As the pressure eased on the back of her thighs, her hips were grabbed roughly to drag her back to her hands and knees. Greg leaned forward to spread her butt cheeks apart again and she felt the coolness of his spit as it landed on her asshole.

His fingers worked it around and Jenny froze as he pushed his hand forward. She closed her eyes as a finger slipped inside to open her up and was then thrust deep. The pleasure of the penetration surged through her body and her body responded to the finger fuck sliding in and out of her tight hole. When Greg pulled his hand back, he quickly shuffled forward on his knees to press the tip of his erection on asshole.

Jenny let out a muffled squeal as he pushed hard to work his cock in her ass. She heard his load ground as the tightness gripped around the head of his erection and knew what was coming as fingers dug in her hips. Greg thrust forward and her body rocked as he drove home every solid inch. His body ground against hers and his fingers took a tighter grip as he pulled her back.

“You like that,” he jeered in a breathless voice as their bodies remained tightly together.

Jenny wasn’t about to admit that she did, but her body responded to the touch inside like never before and her arousal grew. The thrusts from behind were slow to start with as Greg used her asshole, but his body started to thump against her as his longing for anal sex ran out of control.

He reached forward to grab hair with one hand and Jenny gasped as her head was dragged back. The struggle for breath was getting more difficult as her pulse raced and her body shook as Greg’s erection drove home with increasing roughness. As the sound of his moans grew more ragged she was sure he wouldn’t be able to hold back, but as he leaned forward to push her head to the floor it seemed he had more in mind for her.

Jenny couldn’t stop herself and pushed a hand between her thighs to rub her clit as Greg bore down on her with an even rougher onslaught. Her asshole was gaping as he plunged every last inch of his erection deep inside time and time again. Her hips were gripped tightly again as he held on to pull himself forward, but finally he slowed the pace to keep himself from completely losing control.

Jenny’s chest was heaving when his cock finally pulled out and she was unable to stop playing with her clit as the rush towards a climax came on strong. She was made to turn on her back and ordered to keep playing. The flush of heat was too much to resist so she dragged her skirt up to expose her naked body and rubbed fingers on her clit as Greg stood over her stroking his erection.

“Put them inside,” the order came.

Jenny reached with her free hand to drag the panties from her mouth and let out a groan after sucking in a mouthful of air. Her eyes remained on Greg as she slid her fingertips to her slick pussy entrance. The humiliation of letting herself be used again played on her mind for a brief instant, but the thrill of the moment pushed her on and she spread her pussy lips open as she slid her fingers inside.

Her gaze dropped to Greg’s cock and it was obvious how much he was enjoying watching as his hand flashed along his erect length. She plunged her touch deep and started to finger fuck herself with an abandon she couldn’t quite believe. Jenny was completely exposing her cunt to the college student that was using her and the desire it was bringing out pushed her on. She brought her free hand down to press fingers on her clit as she worked a faster touch in her wet pussy. The breath rasped from her as her excitement worked to a peak and as her body stiffened her back arched up from the bathroom floor.

The burst of exhilaration took her breath as the orgasm exploded between her thighs. Her cry was loud as the surge of pleasure ripped through her body. Greg dropped down in an instant and pulled her fingers free. He wasted no time in bringing the tip of his cock to wet entrance and thrust furiously to drive deep inside.

Jenny arched up even more as the spasms of her pussy walls gripped around thick erection. It swept her higher as the orgasm climbed to a peak and while it was at its most intense Greg pushed himself up on straightened arms and started to fuck her. He powered forward with hard thrusts to slam against her shaking body and Jenny knew she was being used as his slut.

The pure ecstasy of the orgasm stretched out as she was roughly fucked and she could hear the grunts of Greg getting louder as her threw himself at her with an increasing fury. Jenny was sure he would push himself all the way this time and saw what she was about to take as he pulled back and got to his knees between her spread open legs. She glanced down at her disheveled clothing to see her tits and pussy exposed, but looked up as Greg grabbed his cock to stroke out his release.

His loud cry sounded out as he let go and he convulsed as the first spurt of thick white shot out powerfully. Jenny squealed as it sprayed across her tits and pussy, but could do nothing but take what she was being given as the cum rained down on her. The jets of sticky white were strong enough to reach her face and she turned away as they splashed on her mouth.

Greg kept stroking as he released more and more, and groaned as he watched it land on Jenny’s body. When his convulsions finally stopped he leaned down to wipe the last drops of cum from his cock on her naked thigh.

“You fucking like being my slut so much,” he taunted as he got to his feet and pulled up his pants.

“You’ve had your fun…, now fuck off,” Jenny shot back at him quickly.

“I don’t think I’m the only one that’s had my fun,” Greg shouted over his shoulder as he turned to walk out of the bathroom. “See you soon.”

“Fuck off,” Jenny shouted again to get the last word, but the shame crept back in her mind as she looked down at the dirty cum-stained mess of her body. “Back where you were three weeks ago,” she muttered as she stood to take off her clothes and walk in the shower.

She could feel the weakness in her legs though and a shiver gripped hold as the pure delight of the orgasm she just experienced played on her body.

“Never again…,” she said as she switched on the water to get clean, but wasn’t sure she believed herself.

There was no doubt in her mind that Greg would be back and probably sooner rather than later. The idea sent another shiver rippling through her. She knew it would be crazy to let him use her again, but suspected that when the moment came she might not be able to resist the temptation.


Tgirl Tease

The flash of dark stocking top caught Sam’s attention and the breath caught in his throat as he lifted the bottle of beer to his mouth. It touched on his lips, but he didn’t tilt his head back as he found himself captivated by the unexpected glimpse of smooth thigh and sheer nylon. There was no stopping the quickening of his pulse as he stared at the sexy sight until Bianca made a show of clearing her throat.

“I wasn’t looking,” he blurted out instinctively, but his cheeks flushed red as he averted his gaze.

That he’d been caught so blatantly ogling pretty legs was slightly embarrassing although, in truth, he was hoping to see a lot more than stocking tops before the night was out. There was no guarantee that would happen, however. He tipped his head back to take a gulp of beer and heard the hushed laugh of the cute girl sitting beside him.

“Sure, I believe you,” Bianca said as she grabbed the hem of her little black dress and eased it lower to cover the stocking top.

The teasing sound of her voice was a sign she didn’t mind being stared at and the idea of them getting intimate came more prominently into Sam’s mind. He put a rueful smile on his face as he lifted his gaze to hers. There was a glint in her eye as she finished her beer then put the empty bottle down.

“Another?” he asked and got to his feet.

“Are you trying to get me drunk?” Bianca joked.

“Would I do a thing like that?” he shot back and smiled.

“Hmm…,” Bianca said and tapped a finger against her lipstick-red mouth as she pretended to think about it.

A smile played on her lips when she lifted her hand to brush fingers through her hair and the way glossy, dark strands spilled across her pretty face afterwards was almost as alluring as the glimpse of stocking top. Sam sucked in a deep breath as he felt the flutter of arousal come alive and there was no controlling it.

“Another?” he repeated and saw the nod of Bianca’s head.

It allowed him to turn away from her gaze and he tried to calm himself as he walked towards the serving counter. The place was busy and it took him a short while to get the attention of a barman. When one came over to him, he ordered four bottles of beer and glanced over his shoulder to look across the bar. Bianca was watching him and she smirked when she lifted a hand to aim a cheeky wave in his direction.

“Fucking hell,” Sam let out under his breath as he returned the gesture.

It was only their second date, but he was already falling hard. Everything about her was perfect and it made him want to be with her so badly. The sound of the bottles being put down on the counter made him return his attention to the barman and he handed over the money to pay for the drinks. He waited for his change before picking up two bottles in each hand and returning to the table.

“You are trying to get me drunk,” Bianca let out when he put the beers down on the table, but the teasing note was there in her voice again.

“It’s busy in here,” Sam replied and shrugged his shoulders. “I was doing the sensible thing.”

“You think knocking back beers two at a time is sensible,” Bianca joked. “I can’t wait to see you what you’re like when you get a little freaky.”

“Funny that,” he commented and smirked. “I was thinking exactly the same thing about you.”

“We better drink up then,” Bianca said and laughed as she grabbed hold of one of the bottles in front of her.

Sam did the same to take a gulp of beer and it seemed the evening might actually end up getting a little crazy. Not that he’d complain if it happened. The tipsier they got the greater chance he had of seeing more than a flash of stocking tops. Two hours later they were both feeling the effects of the alcohol and it was Bianca who called time on the drinking.

“I’ve had too much already,” she said and shook her head when Sam offered to buy more

“I better be a gentleman and walk you home then,” he replied.

“Can’t we get a taxi?” Bianca whined and screwed up her face. “It’s too far to walk.”

“Yeah, that’s kind of what I meant,” he shot back and let out a sniggering laugh.

“Shut up,” she complained and stuck out her tongue at him.

“Man, you look so wasted,” Sam said as he stared across the table.

“Look who’s talking,” Bianca countered. “I bet I could walk in a straighter line than you.”

“No way,” Sam said.

They both staggered slightly when they got up and burst out laughing when they looked at each other.

“I think we might have to hold on to each other to keep going straight,” Bianca said.

“I can do that,” Sam said. “I told you I was a gentleman.”

He held out his arm for Bianca to link hers through it and they clung tightly to each other as they moved across to the door of the bar. The cool of the night air hit them when they stepped outside and it brought them to a stop.

“Oh boy, it’s me that’s wasted,” Sam said as he blinked his eyes.

Bianca pulled her arm free to hug herself and it was clear she was feeling the chill worse than him. He took off his jacket to wrap it around her shoulders then gripped the lapels.

“Does it look good on me?” she asked and smiled.

“It looks perfect,” he replied and leaned in.

The flare of passion lit up when their lips came together, but Bianca pushed him back quickly.

“What happened to the gentleman?” she joked.

“Hormones kicked in,” Sam replied.

Bianca backed off as he leaned in, but the wall behind brought her to a stop. Sam took the chance to get his lips back to hers and felt the rush of excitement. It was no accident when his fingertips found the hem of her dress. There was no protest to the touch at first as the kiss lingered and he took the opportunity to slip his fingers under the black material.

A shiver trickled down his spine when he touched on silky nylon and he slid his fingers up to the top of the stocking. Getting so far made the pulse of hot blood stronger and he couldn’t believe his luck when his caress brushed onto naked skin. It was a sign he might get further still, but a hand came down to clamp over his through the black dress. Bianca’s other hand came to his chest to push him back and it ended the kiss.

“We shouldn’t,” she said. “Not here.”

Sam felt the ripple of disappointment, but wasn’t about to push things. He dragged his hand out from under the dress and stepped back.

“Let’s get that taxi,” he said and Bianca nodded her head.

She grabbed his arm to pull him along the sidewalk and he hoped the kiss they shared was only the start of the action. That would be up to Bianca and she continued to take the lead to get them to the taxi rank.

The line was short and they were sitting in the rear seat of a vehicle in no time. Bianca gave Sam his jacket before leaning forward to inform the driver of the address. She settled back in the seat afterwards. A glance to the side showed an intense gaze on her nylon-clad legs and she let out a hushed giggle.

“What?” Sam asked when he looked up.

Bianca leaned closer to keep her voice down to almost a whisper.

“I think someone has a fetish for stockings.”

“I do on gorgeous legs like yours,” he shot back.

Bianca smiled as she settled her head on his shoulder.

“Flatterer,” she said.

“There’s a lot to flatter you about.”

The lightheaded sensation of too much alcohol made Bianca close her eyes and she said nothing in reply.

“Are you OK?” Sam asked after a few seconds.

“Uh-huh,” she replied. “Well, apart from you succeeding in getting me drunk.”

“Yeah, we did go overboard on the beers,” he admitted. “I think I’ll sleep well tonight.”

There was no response to his comment and he turned his head to look out of the window as the journey progressed. Not that he recognized much of the passing scenery and it was only the slowing of the taxi that made him realize they were approaching their destination. He gently nudged Bianca’s head with his shoulder and she straightened up in the seat as the vehicle came to a stop.

“You’re home,” he said and saw her turn to look at him.

“Do you want to come in for a drink?” she asked.

It was the words he wanted to hear and his hope that things were about to get interesting rose.

“Sure, I’d like that,” he answered.

Bianca motioned her head towards the front of the vehicle and he got the message by reaching in his pocket to retrieve his wallet. He paid the fare and slid across the seat to get out of the vehicle. Turning around, he helped Bianca step out to the sidewalk then swung the door shut. The taxi took off immediately and he was pulled in the direction of the apartment building they were standing next to.

“Nice place,” he said as he looked up. “What floor are you on?”

“Seventh,” Bianca answered.

“I hope there’s an elevator,” Sam joked. “I’ll never make it up the stairs.”

There was no response, but Bianca stopped and turned when they reached the door. Nothing was said, but the smile on her face made Sam lean in. It brought their lips back together and the passion ignited again. The fierce kiss lingered and there was no resisting the longing to get his fingers to the stocking tops again.

Bianca giggled when she pulled out of the kiss and leaned her head back against the frame of the door. She closed her eyes for a second and Sam stared at the way dark, glossy tresses spilled across a beautiful face. There was no holding back the rush of arousal and his cock began to stiffen as he stared. He was sure they were going to end up in bed together when he felt the touch pressing against his crotch. It prompted another tipsy giggle.

“Someone’s got it bad for stockings,” Bianca teased when she looked at him.

Sam held his breath as he slid his fingertips higher on the silky material until they brushed onto bare skin. He half expected Bianca to pull her hand from his crotch to stop things from going any further, but her palm pressed harder against his swelling erection and it gave him the opportunity to stroke a touch up onto smooth, inner thigh.

She closed her eyes again and pressed her head back against the frame of the door. Sam couldn’t resist. He leaned in to nuzzle his lips against hers as he worked his hand higher. The kiss quickly became more passionate as his excitement mounted and his cock came fully erect against the touch pressing on it.

The way Bianca parted her legs slightly gave him the permission he wanted to get his fingers right between her thighs, but the sudden touch on hardness brought him to a standstill. It took his drunken brain a few seconds to process his thoughts and his breath rasped out when he dragged his hand back down.

“Fucking hell,” he let out in a surprised voice.

Bianca screwed up her face when she opened her eyes to stare at him.

“I thought I better let you find out before we went inside,” she said.

“Fuck…, fucking hell,” Sam let out again and took a step back.

“I guess you want to leave,” Bianca said.

In truth, she hadn’t been sure what to expect although Sam’s reaction didn’t come as a complete surprise to her. She felt the disappointment as she pulled keys from her pocket and turned to the door of the building.

Sam opened his mouth, but nothing came out at first as he watched. The initial shock of the revelation wore off and he realized if he remained silent she would go inside. It made him react and the words came out in a rush.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

Bianca’s hand came to a stop, with the key slotted in the lock. She let go of it and exhaled slowly as she turned to face him.

“How exactly would I slip that into the conversation?” she asked.

“I…, well, I…,” Sam spluttered and wasn’t sure how to finish what he started trying to say.

“Look, I know this probably wasn’t the best way to get things out in the open,” Bianca said. “But it’s all kind of new to me. You’re the first boy I let in on the secret.”

“Really?” Sam exclaimed.

“Well, the first in real life,” Bianca said, but didn’t go on to elaborate what she meant.

The unexpected thought flashed through Sam’s mind and he put it into words before even considering whether he should.

“Can you still, you know…, get it up?”

He screwed up his face the moment the comment was out of his mouth. The flush of embarrassment hit and he could feel the heat on his cheeks.

“Sorry,” he said. “I don’t mean to get personal.”

“I’m pre-op,” Bianca said.

“Umm…,” Sam let out.

His hand was grabbed to pull it to Bianca’s chest.

“I’ve had breast augmentation and hormone replacement therapy,” she told him. “But not the sex reassignment surgery, as you just felt. And to answer your crude question…, yes, I can get it up.”

“Sorry,” Sam said.

“Does it feel good?” Bianca said and let out a tipsy snigger.

Sam looked at the way his hand was being held against her breast. He didn’t get the chance to say anything before Bianca’s other hand returned to the front of his pants.

“Oh yeah,” she let out in a cheeky voice. “You do like it.”

Sam couldn’t stop himself groping her breast and her hand pulled away from his groin to come up to the back of his neck. He made no attempt to resist the tug and it brought their lips back together. The revelation hadn’t done anything to take away his excitement. If anything, he was intrigued. He wasn’t sure what was about to happen, but he wanted it and the fierce pulsing of hot blood made his erection throb. When the grip on his neck was released, he pulled back to stare at a beautiful face.

“Are you coming up for a drink?” Bianca asked.

“Yes,” Sam replied, with no hesitation.

“Just a drink?” she teased him before dragging his hand away from her chest and grabbing hold of the key.

She turned it in the lock to open the door and led the way inside. Sam looked around a neat lobby as they made their way across to the elevator.

“How long have you lived here?” he asked.

“Around a year,” Bianca replied.

The ping of the elevator arriving stopped anything else being said and they walked inside. Bianca pressed the button for the seventh floor and backed against the wall. She saw where Sam was staring and looked down to see the hem of her dress riding up above the stocking tops.

“Pretty?” she asked.

“Yes,” Sam let out in a hoarse voice.

“Even though you know what’s under the dress now?” she went on in a teasing voice.

Sam lifted a hand to rub it across his chin. Things weren’t going as he’d imagined, but there was something about the encounter that had him spellbound. He suspected the amount of alcohol they’d got through that evening was a factor in getting them where they were, but he knew it wasn’t the only reason.

“Well, it’s not what I expected,” he said.

“But you’re still coming up to my apartment,” Bianca said and closed the distance between them to press her hand on his groin again. “And you’re harder than ever. Have you ever been…”

“No,” Sam cut in.

“A first time for us both then,” Bianca said.

“You’ve never been with a boy?”

“Not since I started the treatment,” she admitted.

“Will you go all the way and finish it?”

“Thinking about it,” Bianca answered.

There was no chance for Sam to say anything else when a kiss found his lips and it backed him against the wall. The rough touch of groping fingers played with his erection to bring out a stronger lust.

The ping of the elevator arriving at the seventh floor brought the kiss to an end and they quickly moved apart before the doors opened. Bianca led the way out to the deserted hallway then along to her apartment. Sam’s gaze dropped to the way the little black dress clung to a rounded ass and he let out a slow breath.

He’d stepped out of the taxi in front of the building hoping he was about to get pussy, but it was something else on his mind now and there was no denying it excited him just as much. The idea that a tgirl would come into his life had never entered his head, but it was happening and his eyes never left the curve of a pretty ass.

“Come on in,” Bianca said when she opened the door.

She walked in first and waited for Sam to follow before closing the door and leading the way along to the lounge.

“Take a seat,” she said when she walked inside the room.

Sam watched as she moved across to a cabinet. He took off his jacket as he cast his gaze around the rest of the room then stepped across to drop down on an armchair.

“Is vodka OK?” Bianca asked.

“Are you sure we should be drinking more?” he joked when he looked at her.

“My turn to try and get you drunk,” she shot back and laughed.

“I think I’m there already,” he said. “My head is spinning.”

“That was from kissing me,” Bianca said.

She opened the bottle and poured a shot of vodka into two glasses. Picking them up, she walked back across the room and giggled as she dropped down on Sam’s lap.

“This isn’t so comfortable,” she teased him as she squirmed about.

His excitement mounted as her butt rubbed against his hard cock and the hem of her skirt slid higher to reveal the smooth skin of her thighs. He settled his hand down on the stocking tops and brushed his fingertips on the silky material. A glass was thrust into his other hand and Bianca took a drink of vodka before lowering her head to his shoulder.

“Did you always know?” Sam asked.

“Yeah, pretty much,” she admitted. “My mum was really glamorous and I used to love watching her getting dolled up and putting on makeup. That always held more interest for me than the boy games you probably played as a kid.”

“Do your parents know?” Sam went on.

Bianca let out a tipsy snigger.

“And how the fuck would I hide it from them,” she said.

“Good point,” Sam said and felt the flush of heat on his cheeks.

“They’re good with it,” Bianca went on. “They just want me to be happy.”

Sam glanced down to the way he was stroking his fingers on the stocking tops and slowly moved them higher onto naked skin. He lifted the glass to knock back some neat vodka and felt the burn in his throat.

“What did you mean outside?” he asked.

Bianca frowned as she spoke.

“About what?”

“You said I was the first boy in real life you let into the secret,” Sam said.

“Oh, yeah,” Bianca went on and paused before making a confession. “I kind of paid my way through college by doing cam work.”

“You let guys see you?” Sam let out.

“Yeah,” Bianca answered matter-of-factly. “Some have a kink for it I guess. It was easy work.”

“What did you do?”

Bianca giggled as she squirmed around on hard cock.

“Are you getting it up for this?” she asked.

Sam didn’t answer, but he pushed his fingers under the hem of the dress to slide them higher on her thigh. He could feel his pulse racing as his heartbeat pounded and there was no hiding how excited he was getting.

“Guys liked watching me play,” Bianca said. “Some girls too, but it mostly seemed to be guys.”

“You masturbated for them?”

“Sure,” Bianca replied.

“How far did you go?”

“It was up to them,” she replied. “But if they paid the going rate, I gave them everything.”

“Which was?”

Bianca lifted her glass to take a drink before settling her head on Sam’s shoulder again.

“Slide your hand higher,” she said in a raspy voice.

He gave her what she wanted and she said nothing until his fingertips brushed on the hardness straining against silky underwear.

“They liked watching me splash it over my belly and boobs,” she told him.

“Fucking hell,” Sam let out. “Do you still do it?”

“No,” she replied. “I needed the money to get through college, but stopped as soon as I started working.”

“That’s a pity,” he told her.

He wasn’t sure quite what he was feeling as he stroked the hard cock of a tgirl through her panties, but he didn’t want to stop. The delectable sound of little whimpering groans in his ear was a thrill.

“Aren’t you worried that someone might recognize you?” he asked.

“No, they couldn’t,” she said.

“How come?”

Bianca squirmed around to make her butt rub on the hardness of a fiercely throbbing erection. She lifted the glass to down the rest of her vodka and the swirl of lightheadedness took hold when she closed her eyes. A kiss pressed on her lips and she let out a muffled groan as fingers groped at her erection through her panties. It was turning her on more, but she brought the moment to an end by scrambling to her feet.

“Come with me,” she said and held out her hand.

Sam knocked back the rest of his vodka and leaned forward to put the empty glass on the coffee table before grabbing hold of Bianca’s hand. She helped him to his feet and set off across the room. Once in the hallway, she moved along to another door and stepped through it into a bedroom.

“Sit down,” she said and let go of his hand.

Sam kept his eyes on her as he walked over to the bed and sat down. She went to the wardrobe, opened the doors and reached up to the top shelf. He couldn’t quite see what she brought out, but got the impression it was some sort of mask and saw he was right when she turned around. The decorative Mardi-Gras style mask covered her eyes and nose and there was a wide smile on her face.

“Meet Cassandra the cam girl,” she said and giggled.

“That’s the name you used?”

“Uh-huh,” Bianca went on as she moved across the room. “So no one can recognize me and Cassandra can be a very naughty girl.”

She came to a stop in front of Sam and slung her hands around his neck. His arms came around her waist and a shiver trickled down her spine when the touch slid lower to grope her buttocks. She looked down to a kiss being pressed on her midriff and felt her legs weaken.

Sam slid his hands lower still to grip the hem of the little black dress and pulled his head back to watch as he dragged the black material up. His breathing grew shallow as he uncovered panties and stared at the way the head of a hard cock peeked up above the waistband. The grip on his neck tightened and he knew what Bianca wanted as she tried to pull him forward. He gave in to her and let his mouth be pulled to the panties. Her voice sounded shaky as she spoke.

“You don’t have to if you don’t…”

“Shut up,” he interrupted and heard her groan as he pressed his lips on the hardness through the soft material.

The grip on his head tightened as he brushed his lips along a stiff length.

“Fuck, yeah,” Bianca groaned.

“Take the dress off,” Sam told her.

She pulled her grip from around his neck, but he continued to work his lips up and down while she grabbed hold of the little black dress to pull it over her head.

“Feels good,” she let out in a breathless rasp when her hands settled on his shoulders.

Sam was doing something he never expected, but it was building an excitement there was no controlling and he wasn’t about to stop.

“Take off the bra,” he said.

He pulled his head back to watch as the lacy material was yanked from breasts to let them spill free. Leaning in, he pressed his lips on a taut midriff and glanced up to the way Bianca cupped her fingers around her tits.

“I can see why they liked watching you,” he said.

“Because they were dirty perverts,” she replied and let out a drunken giggle.

“That makes me one then,” Sam said. “I want to watch too.”

A hand came under his chin to cup it and he was made to look up.

“Will you give me what I want if I let you?” she asked.

“What’s that?”

“I can’t lie,” Bianca said. “It really turned me on to let men watch. Money was the main reason I did it…, but not the only one and there was something I had bad, bad fantasies about while I was doing the cam work?”

“What?” Sam asked in a hushed voice.

The scent of her perfume came to him as she leaned in close and her hair brushed against his cheek as she brought her lips to his ear. The whispered words sent a shiver rippling down his spine. She grabbed his wrists when she backed off to pull his hands up to her breasts and made him dig his fingers into her flesh.

“Are you going to give me that?” she asked.

“Yes…, fuck yes,” he let out.

“I’ll need to get it wet for you then,” she said and her giggle was the most seductive thing he’d ever heard.

She pulled her hands from over his to reach out to the buttons of his shirt. A glance down showed her breasts still being groped and there was no stopping the trembling as the rush of arousal surged through her veins. The exhilaration of a moment she’d fantasized about so often came alive and she started to rip at the buttons to get them loosened. It allowed her to pull the sides of the shirt apart to get her hands on naked muscles.

“Take it off,” she said.

Sam pulled his hands from her breasts to drag his shirt off and threw it on the floor. The shove on his chest made him fall back, but he lifted his head immediately to see Bianca dropping onto her knees. She undid his laces to remove his shoes then took off his socks. When she straightened up, she put her hands on his knees and caught his gaze.

“Having fun?” she teased him.

There was no resistance when she pushed his legs apart and it allowed her to shuffle in between on her knees. Her hands slid higher on his thighs and she let out a hushed laugh when she stroked her fingers along the outline of his throbbing erection.

“My, my…,” she let out slowly. “Someone has got it bad for naughty games.”

There was no reply and she ran her touch up onto a taut midriff before bringing her hands back down to his waist. It allowed her to loosen the button and zipper of his pants and Sam lifted his ass up from the bed, so she could drag the material down his legs to get it off.

He could feel the tension in his body as he pressed his feet down on the floor and he squirmed around to get his ass perched right on the very edge of the bed. A touch on his knees splayed them wider apart, but his expectation of hands sliding back up his thighs didn’t happen.

“Whose underwear comes off first?” Bianca asked.

“Yours,” Sam blurted out.

A smile played on her lips as she got to her feet. She slipped her thumbs under the sides of her panties to slowly ease them over her hips. Sam’s eyes never left her as she dragged her underwear down to her ankles and she put her hands on her hips when she straightened up.

“You like?” she asked.

Sam let his gaze slide down from head to toe then all the way back up again. The amazing sight of a pretty tgirl in nothing but stockings, heels and a mask was something to behold and the stiff erection standing up proudly only made it seem all the sexier to him.

“I like a lot,” he said.

He squirmed around when Bianca dropped down to her knees again and began to stroke her fingertips up his naked thighs. The slow, tantalizing caress made his back arch and his craving for the touch he really wanted became all consuming.

“So, let’s get it nice and slippery for you,” Bianca said and grabbed hold of his underwear to yank it down.

The pulsing throb of his erection grew stronger when she took hold to make it stand straight up from his groin.

“Fuck…, fuck,” he gasped as his gaze met Bianca’s through the decorative mask.

She held the eye contact as she leaned in to circle the tip of her tongue around the glistening head of his cock. Sam sucked in deep breaths as the rush of pleasure ignited and there was no taking his gaze from the pretty face staring at him.

Bianca puckered her lips to press them on the tip and let spit spill out to roll down hard flesh. The sound of her sultry giggle rang out as she started to slide her hand up and down. Her actions worked the lubrication in and she let more saliva run over her bottom lip before lifting her head.

“Not enough,” she said. “Wait here.”

Sam pushed himself up onto his elbows as she got to her feet and his gaze locked on her bare ass when she turned to walk over to the door.

“Fuck,” he let out in a rush of breath when she disappeared from view.

He glanced down to the way his erection twitched as hot blood pumped it harder still. A dirty dream was coming to life like he couldn’t believe and he closed his eyes as he dropped his head back to the bed. He couldn’t stop grabbing his cock to stroke it while he waited, but he let go when he heard Bianca returning. She was holding the vodka bottle in one hand and a small bottle of what appeared to be lube in the other.

“This will be better,” she said when she dropped back to her knees on the floor at the bottom of the bed.

Shuffling in between Sam’s spread legs, she lifted the vodka to take a gulp straight from the bottle. She held it out afterwards, but he shook his head. His mind was only on one thing now and he watched her take another drink before putting the bottle down. She then opened the lube and let some trickle onto her palm before throwing the bottle on the bed.

Sam sucked in shallow breaths as he watched her rubbing her palms together and the touch when it came made him groan. The silky feel of two hands stroking along his erection, one after the other in quick succession, made his buttocks clench tightly and he shuffled forward until his butt was almost hanging over the edge of the bed.

“I know what you want,” Bianca said.

As she moved forward, she grabbed hold of her erection with her other hand and Sam shuddered when he saw what was coming.

“You’re a bad girl,” he teased her in a gasping voice.

“Uh-huh,” she replied. “You’re getting to play with Cassandra the cam girl tonight.”

She brought their cocks together and wrapped the fingers of her right hand around both. Sam couldn’t stop staring at the way she stroked silky touches along both stiff erections at the same time. It was making him harder still and he squirmed around.

“Or maybe you prefer this,” Bianca went on.

She pulled her hand away to back off a little before leaning down. Sam arched his back to raise his butt up as his balls were lifted and the caress of a wriggling tongue on the sensitive skin just behind made him shudder. He squeezed his eyes tightly shut as the touch slid back to rim around his tight hole before pressing against it. His chest heaved as the rush of hot bliss gripped his body and his hips began to judder as he felt the swirling touch pleasuring him.

“You’ll make me cum,” he gasped as his excitement climbed.

It brought another giggle from Bianca when she backed off.

“You better give me what I want then,” she said and got on the bed to crawl up his body until she was looking down at his face.

The kiss sparked a lust in them both and suddenly they were in a hurry to take things all the way. Bianca grabbed a couple of pillows before throwing herself down on the bed. She slid them under her lower back to lift her ass in the air then bent her knees up and splayed her thighs wide.

Sam scrambled up to get on his knees and was quick to move in between Bianca’s legs. He moved forward, but came to a stop when he heard the words.

“Use the lube on me.”

He hesitated as he watched her grab hold of her stiff length and slowly slide her fingers up and down. It was a sight he never imagined he’d find himself in bed watching, but there was something about it that set his heartbeat pounding and he slid his tongue around his lips. The Mardi-Gras mask, Bianca’s sexy curves and her taut, smooth belly all added to the allure of the moment as he stared and he could see what the men watching her on cam got from it.

“Fuck,” he let out slowly.

“Just like old times for me,” she teased him.

“Except I’m not watching on cam,” Sam said.

“Uh-huh, you can touch, so do what I told you.”

He grabbed for the lube and opened it to trickle some on his hand. Dropping the small bottle back on the bed, he closed his slippery palm around the middle finger of his other hand to get it lubricated then moved forward.

Bianca bit her lip, but it didn’t stop the whimper coming out as a greasy finger slipped between her buttocks to touch on her asshole. She wanted more than her puckered skin lubricated though and her words came out in a rush.

“Put it in.”

“I thought you wanted…”

“Put it in,” she gasped through gritted teeth as she began to stroke faster. “You can give me the rest after. Let me feel your finger first.”

Sam kept his gaze on the way her hand slid along her stiff length as he started to wiggle his finger. The sound of her whimpering groans rang out louder as he gradually made a tight asshole succumb to his efforts and his excitement spiraled higher when he felt the pop of submission.

Suddenly his stiff, glistening finger slipped inside easily and he kept pushing until it was knuckle-deep in asshole. He could feel the rhythmic pulsing around it as Bianca continued to masturbate and she pushed towards him as her thigh muscles began to spasm.

“Oh fuck, it feels good,” she gasped as her hips began to gyrate.

He couldn’t resist the temptation and kept his finger buried deep in the soft tightness as he leaned forward to get his mouth to her breasts. Bianca’s nipples were already stiff and she pushed up towards him as he trailed his tongue back and forth between them. He could feel the movement of her hand between their bodies as he circled his lips around an erect, pink bud and began to suck.

Bianca’s breathing grew heavier as she continued to stroke and she pressed her head back into the covers as the heat of arousal grew stronger. It made her slow the pace of her hand to keep herself under control, but she could feel herself getting closer. Sam’s head continued moving back and forth to tease and torment her nipples and the pulsing of her muscles around his finger grew stronger.

“Do it now,” she finally gasped.

Sam’s eyes were wide open when he straightened up. Bianca arched her back as he slowly withdrew his finger and she let go of her cock to grab hold of her buttocks. The way she spread them gave him the perfect sight of her tiny, puckered hole and he grabbed hold of his erection as he shuffled forward.

Her fingers sank into her flesh as she spread herself wider still and her words of encouragement rang out when she felt the slippery tip of his stiff shaft settle in place. Sam ran his fingers up to just below the head as he eased forward and there was an excitement to trying to force himself past the clenched resistance. His gaze fixed on what he was doing as he gradually spread a tight hole until it finally opened up fully to him.

The sound of his loud groan echoed around the room as his erection slipped inside and he grabbed at Bianca’s thighs to pull himself forward. She arched her body more to lift her butt higher from the pillows then settled back down onto them when she was taking his full length.

“Is this what you wanted?” he let out.

“Yes,” Bianca gasped. “Exactly what I wanted, so keep it fucked all the way in.”

He slid his hands lower to the stocking tops and brushed his fingertips on them as she let go of her buttocks to grab hold of her cock again.

“This is what I had such bad fantasies about,” she said.

Sam slowly humped against her and felt the pulse of her muscles around his throbbing length.

“Then show me,” he told her in a growling rasp.

Bianca forced herself towards him as her fingers raced along her length. The reality was better than her dirty dreams and the rippling pulse of her muscles around a fiercely throbbing erection made her chase the moment she craved. She tried to clench her asshole even tighter around the hardness as she stroked faster still until she was edging a climax.

Slowing the pace held her just shy of losing control as the tension made her body arch up and she let out a low groan as the pressure finally became too much to hold back. The pulsing ripple of her butt muscles made her asshole grip fiercely around his cock and she slid her hand down to the base of her stiff shaft as her body jolted.

The gushing spurt of cum sent hot pleasure surging through her veins and she cried out as a thick string of white splashed across her belly and tits. The pulsating spasm of her muscles gripping around Sam’s cock sent another sticky jet streaming across her naked skin and she felt the grip of fingers sink into her thighs. Her gaze went to the wide-eyed expression of exhilaration on Sam’s face and she groaned as she let loose with more powerful streaks of pearly white that dirtied her body.

“Finish it,” she gasped and released the grip on her erection, so she could grab behind her knees to lift her legs up.

Sam started to thrust before the kinky show playing out right in front of his eyes came to an end and his actions quickly grew frantic. He threw himself forward to plant his palms down on the bed and stared at the last of the cum splashing onto Bianca’s naked torso as he pounded his hard cock into her asshole in a faster rhythm until it all became too much.

His movements came to an end as the tension in his body peaked and he clenched his buttocks tightly as he fucked every hard inch into the soft tightness. It delayed the climax by a final few seconds before his growling groan erupted.

His hips jerked forward to set off the burning rush of pleasure and he closed his eyes tightly as he emptied his balls into asshole. The sound of his harsh gasps filled the room as his climax peaked in a streaming burst of unrestrained spurts before his release finally weakened. He groaned as the moment came to an end, but he held his erection inside the pulsing tightness until the power began to drain away. When he pulled back to withdraw, he collapsed down on the bed.

The sound of Bianca’s gasping curses caught his attention and he pushed himself up to look at her. His gaze slid down her cum-streaked body and it sent hot shivers rippling down his spine.

“So fucking good,” she finally let out.

Sam moved to the bottom of the bed to get the bottle of vodka and took a swig before holding it out. Bianca grabbed the bottle to take a long drink and regretted it straight away as the spinning sensation took hold.

“Take me to shower,” she said and pointed towards a door.

“I’m not sure I can make it,” Sam replied.

“Come on,” she whined in slurred words and pulled off the mask.

She held out the bottle to him when he got to his feet and he grabbed hold to place it on the bedside cabinet. When she moved to the side of the bed, he dragged her heels and stockings off then picked her up and carried her across the room. Their drunken laughter rang out as she struggled to open the door, but she finally managed it.

Sam walked inside and looked around. Moving to the shower cubicle, he waited for Bianca to slide the door open before stepping inside. She reached out to switch on the water and he gasped when it rained down in them.

“Put me down,” she said.

He did so and she grabbed for the shower cream to wash herself. She switched off the water and backed him against the wall when she finished. He looked down at her pretty face and there was no resisting the kiss. The spark of passion returned, but dimmed quickly as the tiredness and drunkenness washed over them.

“So wasted,” Bianca said in a drowsy voice when she backed off. “Take me back to bed.”

They kissed again when he lifted her and her head settled on his shoulders afterwards.

“As good as you imagined?” he joked as he stepped out of the cubicle.

“Better,” she said. “That’s one of my fantasies ticked off.”

“That sounds interesting,” Sam went on and laughed. “Tell me more.”

He felt the caress of lips on his ears and listened to the whispered words as he moved out of the bathroom to walk back across to the bed. The fact they were both wet didn’t stop them dropping down on the covers and he lay for a moment before lifting his head to say something. He saw Bianca was already sleeping and a smile played on his lips as he stared at her gorgeous face.

“One fantasy down,” he muttered and the idea of giving her another was on his mind as he settled his head on a pillow.

***

A smile flitted across Bianca’s face when she lifted her ringing phone to see the number on the screen. She swiped her thumb across it to answer the call and raised the handset to her ear.

“Hey, hot boy,” she said and laughed. “Missing me?”

“You don’t know how much,” Sam answered. “Want to meet up?”

“As long as it doesn’t involve drinking this time,” she answered. “I’m still trying to recover from the last time.”

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” he replied as memories of their date a few days previously played on his mind. “I blame you for making me drink vodka.”

“From what I remember, you were more than willing to do everything we enjoyed together.”

Sam let out a hushed laugh.

“I haven’t thought about anything else since,” he replied. “So, meet up with me and no drinking.”

“OK, what do you have in mind?”

“It’s a surprise,” he replied.

Bianca’s voice was slightly suspicious when she spoke.

“Oh yeah…, that sounds ominous.”

“You’ll like it,” Sam went on. “I promise.”

Bianca pouted as she considered the offer, but she wanted to meet up with Sam and eventually spoke.

“Sure, will you come and pick me up?”

“Nope,” he replied. “I’m already at the place. I’ll give you the address, so just jump in a taxi and come.”

“What do you think I am…, the last of the big spenders?” Bianca joked.

“It’s my treat,” Sam said. “I’ll make sure you’re not out of pocket at the end of the night.”

“OK, wait and I’ll get a piece of paper.”

She walked over to a cabinet and opened the drawer to get paper and pen, so she could write down the address given to her.

“Wear the black dress and stockings again,” Sam said.

“Are you going to get perverted on me?” she let out and sniggered.

“You’ll find out when you get here,” Sam replied and chuckled before hanging up.

Bianca pulled the phone from her ear and felt the prickle of arousal. She was sure she was being set up for a sexy evening, but had no idea what that meant. Reaching back in the drawer, she brought out a city street map to check the address, but it was in a neighborhood she didn’t know.

She put the map away before folding up the paper and moving through to her bedroom. The little black dress was in her laundry basket and she lifted it up when she pulled it out. It was crumpled and didn’t smell too fresh when she brought it to her nose, but ironing it and spraying it with a little perfume made it presentable.

Getting a new pair of holdup stockings from the wardrobe, she stripped off what she was wearing to get ready. The prickle of anticipation took hold as she slipped on the stockings then put on the dress. It brought back memories of their last evening together and a smile played on her lips. Moving back to the wardrobe, she got a pair of black heels to finish off her outfit then grabbed a coat to cover it up.

Her purse and keys were in the lounge, so she went to get them and made sure she had the address before leaving her apartment. She walked down to the lobby then out to the street and waited around ten minutes before managing to hail a cab. Leaning forward when she was in the back seat, she held out the paper.

“Do you know where this is?” she asked.

The driver took the paper to check the address and nodded his head.

“Yeah,” he said. “But it’s not a place I go to very often.”

“What is that neighborhood?” Bianca asked as she took the paper and settled back in the seat.

“It’s towards the outskirts of town,” the driver said. “Used to be mostly industrial, but has been getting a makeover in recent times. The change is happening slowly, with buildings converted into residential apartments and commercial businesses. I’m not sure there are that many in use yet, but I guess it will get busier as the pace of development picks up.”

“OK, thanks,” Bianca replied.

The driver said no more as he concentrated on the road ahead and she looked out of the window at the passing scene as the journey progressed. The sense of excitement was tinged with nerves and she wondered what she was getting herself into. A smile played on her lips when she saw Sam waiting for her as the taxi came to a stop in front of a building. He stepped forward to open the door.

“How much, mate?” he asked.

He was told the fare and paid before helping Bianca out then closing the door. She was pulled to an embrace and a peck on the cheek quickly grew more passionate when their lips came together. She finally pushed him back and let out a gasping laugh.

“You’re happy to see me then?”

“Uh-huh,” Sam replied. “I’ve been waiting for this since I left your apartment.”

“OK, umm…, what exactly is this?”

She turned to look at the building they stood beside before bringing her gaze back to Sam.

“This place is going to be a nightclub,” he said and grabbed her wrist to pull her towards it.

“Going to be?” Bianca queried.

“Yeah, it used to be a textile factory, but has been out of use for a few years,” he said. “The company I work for will be doing the design, so I was given the keys to have a look around and get things started.”

“OK,” Bianca let out slowly. “And why are we here?”

“I wanted to give you your surprise,” he answered and got the keys out to unlock the door.

Nothing more was said as he ushered Bianca inside then closed the door and relocked it when he followed.

“This way,” he said.

Bianca was a little spooked by the darkness and grabbed his hand as he led the way across to an inner door. The set of steps beyond it went down and the dim light in what was obviously a basement area at the bottom of the narrow staircase did nothing to assuage her growing apprehension.

“Isn’t it impressive?” Sam said.

Bianca frowned as she cast her gaze around. The large space was mostly open, with a few circular, brickwork supporting columns the only thing she could see.

“If you say so,” she said and let out a nervy laugh.

“I know it doesn’t look like much just now, but this will be the underground area of the club.”

“And why are you showing it to me?” Bianca asked.

“It’s perfect for your fantasy,” Sam answered.

“Huh?” Bianca let out and frowned. “I’m not sure…”

“Don’t you remember what you told me when I carried you back to bed from the shower the other night?”

She turned to face him and saw the smile on his face.

“I didn’t tell you…”

“The demon drink at work,” he joked and stepped forward. “You were whispering in my ear and it wasn’t sweet nothings.”

The prickle of nervous sweat erupted on Bianca’s brow as she backed off. She had no recollection of anything after the kiss in the shower and she wasn’t sure if Sam was teasing her with stories or telling the truth.

“You revealed your second favorite fantasy after the one I gave you,” he said and reached in his pocket.

Bianca’s eyes opened wide when she saw what he brought out and knew she must have said something. Her gaze remained fixed on the handcuffs as she continued to back off. Fuzzy, orange felt covered the cuffs, with the chain between them being slightly longer than a standard pair of handcuffs.

“What did I say?” she asked.

“Oh, you whispered a dirty story in my ear that got my attention,” Sam said.

Bianca came to a stop when she bumped against one of the circular columns. Sam’s lips were on hers right away and it trapped her in place. His hand touched on her thigh then trailed higher and there was no hiding her excitement coming alive. She closed her eyes when his lips slid to her ear.

“Are you going to stop me?” he asked quietly.

“No,” Bianca gasped as his groping touch brought a stronger pulse of arousal.

The hushed laugh played on her ear before Sam’s hand pulled away from her groin. She kept her eyes closed as he unbuttoned her coat and pulled it from her before moving around the pillar.

“Lift your arms over your head,” he said.

Bianca hesitated, but the urge to play along was too strong and she couldn’t resist. She lifted her hands and looked up to the cuffs being snapped in place around her left wrist. The chain was pulled around the back of the column to her right hand and the cuffs being secured in place trapped her against the brickwork.

The flush of exhilaration hit hard as she strained against her bonds. There was no escape from them and it meant she was completely at the mercy of the man who moved back around the pillar to get in front of her. Sam pressed his palm against the hardness of an erect cock as he leaned in to another kiss. His lips slid to Bianca’s ear again afterwards.

“It’s not a boy you want for your fantasy though, is it?” he said.

Bianca squeezed her eyes tightly shut. She still had no recollection of what she’d told him, but she knew the fantasy. Being tied up and used by a girl was something she masturbated to and she couldn’t quite believe it would come true.

“You didn’t,” she said and snapped her eyes open.

“That would be telling,” he said and started to back off.

“Wait, I…,” Bianca let out as she watched him moving away.

Her breath rasped out as he melted into the darkness close to the wall and it left her feeling alone and vulnerable. It was both nerve-wracking and exhilarating to be in a situation that was so out of her control.

“Come on,” she shouted. “Don’t do…”

The clip of heels on the concrete floor brought her words to a stop and her eyes opened wide as she saw a girl in a short, red dress emerge out of the darkness.

“Fuck,” she muttered as she stared.

Long, blonde hair spilled down over the girl’s shoulders and vivid, red lipstick matched the color of her dress. The hem sat high on her thighs to leave much of her lithe legs on view and the heels made them all the shapelier. A smile played on her lips as she slowly strutted closer.

“Who are you?” Bianca let out.

“I’m the tgirl tease.”

“What’s your name?” Bianca went on.

“Hmm…, you can call me dirty girl.”

Bianca looked past her and cast her gaze around. There was no sign of Sam though, but she knew he was watching.

“Don’t worry about him,” the girl said and lifted a hand.

Bianca let out short, sharp breaths as a touch on her chin brought her gaze back to a pretty face. Her attention focused on red lips and her legs started to tremble. She pulled against the cuffs, but her arms were trapped above her head and she was completely at the mercy of a gorgeous stranger. It was her fantasy coming to life and she could feel the throb of lust growing stronger. She tensed when the girl leaned in and the brushing touch of lips caressed against hers. It set her pulse racing faster.

“I don’t want to ruin my lipstick yet,” the girl said and giggled. “Maybe we’ll wait until after.”

“After what,” Bianca blurted out.

Lips pressed on her ear again, but they were feminine now and the scent of perfume surrounded her.

“You know,” the girl said and let out a hushed giggle.

Hands touched on the hem of Bianca’s black dress and it was slowly hitched up.

“Always wanted to see this,” the girl said before pulling her head back.

She eased the hem slowly higher and a wide smile spread across her face when she caught sight of the way an erect cock bulged out pretty, white panties.

“Oh yeah, that’s hot,” she said.

She let go of the hem to brush her fingertips along an erect length before grabbing hold again to drag the dress higher still. When released her grip on the black material, she pushed Bianca’s bra up to expose breasts and leaned in to circle her tongue slowly around one stiff, pink bud then the other.

Bianca groaned when lips clamped around a nipple. Her head rocked back to bang against the column and she shuddered as the girl’s head swept back and forth across her chest. When the sensual touch finally slid lower, she glanced down to the lipstick-red marks on her naked tits. It brought out a longing that shook her and her muscles fluttered as kisses trailed slowly across her taut belly.

The girl dropped to her knees and leaned forward to press a red lipstick mark on white panties. She lifted a hand to brush soft caresses along a stiff cock before slipping her fingers under the waistband of the panties.

“Am I doing it right?” she asked in a teasing voice when she glanced up.

Bianca stared in pretty, blue eyes and nodded her head.

“Yes,” she gasped.

The girl let out a quiet laugh as she slowly eased the panties lower and left them stretched out between smooth thighs.

“It gets fucking hard,” she said when she grabbed hold of cock.

“You’re giving me a fantasy,” Bianca gasped.

“Are you going to give me mine?” the girl asked.

“What is it?”

“More than a blowjob,” the girl replied.

Bianca rocked her head back. She masturbated to the thought of a pretty girl going all the way with a blowjob, but suddenly the opportunity to take it further was there.

“Please,” the girl said.

Bianca glanced down to watch as a kiss pressed on the very tip of her erection. It made her thigh muscles spasm and she held the eye contact as the girl licked around glistening skin.

“I’m tied up,” she blurted out after a few seconds. “You can take whatever you want from me.”

The grip on her erection tightened and she groaned as soft lips slid over the tip to engulf it in the warmth of a wet mouth. The girl let saliva run out to trickle down hard flesh and got her hand working. She kept her tongue swirling around slick skin as she stroked up and down and her excitement came alive at the prospect of what she was about to do.

Bianca jammed her head back against the column and her wrists strained against the cuffs as the tension gripped hold. A knot clenched in her belly to make her muscles spasm and she could feel the trembling of her legs worsening as an eager mouth began to follow fingers up and down her erect length. Her breath spilled out in harsh gasps as she clenched her buttocks to force her hips forward, but there was no need for any encouragement.

The girl’s mouth slid lower with each bob of her head and she moved her hand down to cup fingers around balls as she worked her lipstick-red mouth towards a deep throat. The slurping sound of her gasping gags began to ring out as she waggled her head from side to side and she forced her lips lower until she was pressing them against balls. She could feel the twitching throb of cock making it rub against the slippery skin of her throat and her gagging grew louder until she finally lifted her head back up to suck in air.

“Do it again,” Bianca groaned and looked down when she heard the hoarse giggle.

She was captivated as she watched a tongue slide around wet lips. The red on them was smeared now, but it looked all the sexier. The girl sucked in a few more breaths before tightening her grip around balls to pull them down and working her mouth over the tip of a tgirl’s erection again.

She started to bob her head and shuddered as hard flesh brushed on the back of her throat. It didn’t stop her pushing lower and spit ran over her bottom lip as she waggled her head to force herself to another deep throat. Her gaze came up as she kept her lips pressed against balls.

Bianca groaned as the eye contact stirred a lust for a pretty stranger. The fluttering spasms of her belly muscles made her shudder as her excitement spiraled up towards a high and she gave the warning that she was starting to lose control. She felt the grip on her balls pulling them down as soft lips slid back up to the tip. The girl’s gasping breaths didn’t stop her and she flicked out her tongue to tease it around the little slit.

She let spit drop on the head of a throbbing erection and brought her hand up to work the lubrication in. Bianca saw the gaze coming to hers again and she was captivated as lips nuzzled against the tip of her cock. At the same time, stroking touches continued to slide up and down her slippery length.

“Take what you want,” she gasped.

A smile spread across the girl’s face and she pressed her lips hard against the tip to leave a lipstick mark on glistening skin. When she got to her feet, she leaned in to a kiss and squeezed her fingers tightly around cock. Her breath rasped out when she backed off and she turned to face away from Bianca. Grabbing the hem of her red dress, she pulled it up around her waist then eased her panties down.

Bianca stared at smooth, rounded buttocks and shuddered. The sight was taken from her when the girl backed up and she groaned when her cock was trapped between ass cheeks. She circled her hips to grind against naked skin and listened to mewling whimpers.

The girl finally pulled forward and leaned down to reach between her thighs. She grabbed hold of cock to bring the tip to her slick opening and her mouth opened wide as she slowly impaled herself on the hardness.

Bianca couldn’t stop herself. She humped against rounded cheeks as the girl began to grind against her. It was stoking a longing to be bad and she closed her eyes to revel in the delicious sensation of her cock stirring around in the soft tightness of pussy.

The girl pushed back to trap Bianca in place against the brickwork then got fingers to clit. A circling touch made her gasp and she began to punish the erect bud as she went after the moment she craved. Her muscles contracted to make her pussy ripple around the hardness inside and she sank her fingers into slick folds of skin as she roughly tormented her clitoris.

She waited until she was almost edging an orgasm before rocking her body. Her movements quickly became frantic as she fucked herself onto cock and the sound of naked skin slapping together echoed around the basement space as she threw herself back furiously to take herself all the way.

She kept the pressure on her clitoris with ravaging touches until she was teetering on the very cusp of losing control. Her mouth opened wide as she continued to hammer back against Bianca and her squeal of delight erupted when the tension of the moment finally broke to orgasm.

Slamming herself back, she held cock deep in her cunt as the rhythmic contractions of her muscles sent hot pulses of pleasure surging through her body. Her head rocked back as her mouth opened wider still and her loud groans rang out. She still wanted more, so summoned the last of her strength to begin slamming herself back onto cock again.

Bianca’s muscles slowly tightened as the frenzied action brought the pressure in her balls to a peak. Her erection started to quiver as it fucked into wet pussy until she completely lost control. She let out a groan that made the girl push back a final time and their bodies were locked together when the spurting bursts of cum erupted.

The rush of pleasure set Bianca’s body alight and she pushed her hips forward to make her body arch tightly as the girl shoved back against her. It kept her erection buried deep to flood pussy with cum and it was a moment to savor as a dirty fantasy came real. The tension peaked again as the high of the climax wrapped around her and every muscle in her body seemed to clench before the moment passed to make her gasp.

The girl’s curse was loud when she finally stumbled forward. She grabbed her panties to pull them up and it held the cum inside her pussy. There was no stopping herself as she turned and dropped to her knees. Grabbing hold of a still-throbbing erection, she swirled her tongue around the head to lick away the speckles of white and didn’t stop playing until the hardness faded. She got up and Bianca could taste herself in the fierce kiss that pressed on her lips. It took her breath and she waited for whispered words when a soft mouth slid to her ear.

“Be seeing you,” the girl said.

Bianca gasped for breath and watched as the girl backed off to disappear into the darkness. It left her alone, but not for long and she could see Sam was stroking his erection as he approached.

“Pervert,” she said.

“I’ll have to get you drunk again, so you can tell me more of your fantasies,” he said and smirked.

Her gaze dropped to his erection before she brought it back up.

“Let me go and I’ll give you one of yours,” she said.

Sam let go of his cock to get the key from his pocket. He reached up to unlock the cuffs and Bianca rubbed at her wrists when she lowered her arms. She dropped to her knees before him and grabbed hold of his erection. There was a thrill to knowing she was being watched. It reminded her of being on cam although this time she had a live audience of two.

She glanced up to see Sam watching then looked around. There was no sign of the other person in the basement, but she knew the pretty, blonde girl would be watching. It excited her all the more and she gripped her fingers tightly around cock as she licked the head.

“I’m not going to last,” Sam said.

“Don’t want you to,” Bianca said when she looked up.

She held his gaze as she slipped her mouth over the tip of his erection then worked her tongue slowly around slick skin. His groans came alive and she gave him more by bobbing her head. She could feel her lips sliding over veins filled with hot blood and it brought out the naughty girl inside.

Quickening the rhythm of the blowjob, she forced her lips lower to make herself gag. Her hair was brushed to the side and she looked up to give Sam the eye contact he craved as she let the tip of his cock brush against the soft, slippery skin at the back of her throat again and again.

His legs began to shake as his excitement mounted and he fought against the rising pressure in his balls until it became impossible to stave off the climax. He gave the warning and expected Bianca to pull back. Instead, she forced her mouth down as far as she could and clamped her lips around the throbbing hardness.

It was the moment Sam gave in to the pleasure and his hips bucked as his balls released their load. Spurting cum flooded down Bianca’s throat, but she didn’t back off as her boyfriend’s hips continued to jerk. It surrounded them in the sound of his loud groans as he completely lost control and his legs shook harder as the climax peaked. His head rolled back as the moment stretched out and he gasped when the delicious ecstasy finally began to melt away.

He looked down to the sight of Bianca slowly raising her head. A dribble of white trickled from the corner of her mouth when his cock came out and she lifted a finger to catch it then made a show of pushing it back between her lips.

The pop of her finger coming back out made Sam shudder and he grabbed her arm to pull her up. His lips found hers and he closed his eyes as he pulled her close. The kiss lingered as they held the embrace and he looked in her eyes when it ended.

“Promise you’ll never leave me,” he said.

Bianca let out a giggle.

“Don’t worry, hot boy,” she said. “Keep giving me my fantasies and I’ll be yours for life.”

His arms came around her again and she closed her eyes as she melted into another passionate kiss.


His Body Was Hers

The first time was a mistake. It really was although Daniel wasn’t exactly complaining about it.

That evening the nineteen year old boy had come home after a long day at college with nothing more on his mind than making himself something to eat and flopping in front of the TV.

That changed the minute he saw them.

He’d walked in the apartment building and saw that Mr. Harper’s ground floor room appeared dark and empty. There was nothing unusual about that and he guessed the older man was out drinking. He would likely hear him returning in the early hours of the morning. The singing was always loud enough to wake the neighborhood.

Daniel’s apartment was the middle of the three in the building, with Mrs. Hernandez living on the top floor. That meant when he saw the pair of panties lying on the stairs, he knew there was only one person they could belong to.

Mrs. Hernandez was a friend of his mother and had actually helped in securing the small apartment he now occupied. She was petite, with a gorgeous figure, long dark hair, and a beautiful face. Daniel couldn’t deny that he’d had the odd fantasy about her. Not that he was particularly into older women or had a fetish about panties.

Well.., not until that night anyway.

He stopped in his tracks when he saw the tiny scrap of powder blue material. It was obvious to him straight away that it was a pair of panties and the quickening of his pulse was immediate as he realized they could only belong to his pretty older neighbor. There was a line for hanging washing in the back yard and he suspected she must have put out some of her clothes to dry in the morning then accidentally dropped the panties on the way up to her apartment after collecting them in the evening.

There really could be no other explanation for their presence and he looked around nervously as if he expected Mrs. Hernandez to turn up at any second looking for them. The apartment building was quiet though and Daniel felt a rush of hot blood in his groin as he stared at the panties.

“Fuck…, you can’t,” he chided himself quietly, but the temptation was already filling his mind.

He shifted uncomfortably as an erection started to swell in his pants. The thought came to him that the silky blue material he was staring at had been pressed against Mrs. Hernandez’s naked skin and all resistance to the idea of taking the panties melted away. He looked around again before quickly bending down, picking them up and jamming them in his pocket.

“Fucking crazy,” he muttered quietly.

He knew he wasn’t going to stop what he was doing though and hurried to get to his front door. He was slightly breathless when he got there and it wasn’t only the effort of rushing up the stairs that brought it on. His mind was filling with images of the blue panties pressed against Mrs. Hernandez’s body and in the few steps taken to get to his door, he’d already become fully erect.

Daniel fumbled for the key in his pocket as the desperation to get inside came over him. It took him a couple of attempts to get it in the lock and he was quick to open the door when he did. He saw his hand was shaking as he dragged the key free and slammed the door shut after stepping inside.

Quickly moving to his bedroom, he took the panties from his pocket and spread them out on the bed. The pretty white bow at the waist made them look all the sexier and he stroked his fingertips on the material. The silky feeling brought out his desire even more and he let out a long, slow breath. He wondered just how sexy Mrs. Hernandez would look in the panties and started to conjure up the image in his mind.

A thought came to him and again his initial resistance to the idea quickly melted away. He sat on the edge of the bed as he picked up the panties and brought them to his face. It was the smell of fabric softener that came to him though and the disappointment registered in his mind. He wanted the scent of his pretty neighbor, but even though he didn’t get it he kept the panties pressed on his face. The soft  touch on his skin made him want more and he couldn’t stop himself.

“This really is fucking crazy,” he let out quietly.

Even as he said the words, he was reaching for his belt buckle to loosen it. He stood to pull his pants and underwear down and his erection sprang free. Daniel sat down again and hesitated as he considered whether he was going to go through with the idea in his mind. He finally couldn’t resist the temptation though and shuddered as he wrapped the panties around his cock.

He closed his eyes and rocked his head back as he started to stroke himself. The pure enjoyment of it was better than he’d imagined and his breathing quickly got ragged. He wasn’t exactly a stranger to masturbating, but this was something new and the sleek touch of the material as he worked it up and down was so much better than his bare hand.

Part of that was the sensation, but his mind was also filled with thoughts that the material wrapped around his stiff shaft must have recently been pressed up against Mrs. Hernandez’s pussy and butt. It was this that made him stroke faster and he rapidly pushed himself close to the edge of a release. He wanted things to last though and continually slowed the pace to back off from taking himself all the way.

It eventually became more difficult to hold off as the pressure in his balls built to boiling point, but he kept doing it for as long as he could. He knew the moment he’d pushed himself too far and there was no more backing off. The panic came over him of where to unload. His cock twitched and there was no stopping the inevitable. He didn’t want to lose his cum all over his bed and did the only thing he could think off.

Dropping to his knees on the floor, he held the panties at the tip of his cock and let out a groan as the eruption of cum streamed out. The convulsions in his body were strong as the thick white stained the powder blue material. By the time he’d emptied his balls, the panties were coated and his shudders died away as the thrill of the release subsided. It gave way to another bout of panic as he stared at what he’d done.

“Fucking smart move,” he berated himself.

The thought of cleaning the panties came to mind, but he quickly pushed it aside. In the time that it took him to wash and dry the panties, Mrs. Hernandez could have walked up and down the stairs any number of times. It would look suspicious if her panties suddenly appeared on the stairs after that. There was also the fear that even if he washed the panties his neighbor would somehow know they’d been used.

Getting rid of them seemed the only sensible solution as the worry of being caught remained in his mind. He decided to do it straight away. Pulling his underwear and pants back up, he went to the kitchen and threw the panties in the trash can. Wanting the evidence out of his home, he pulled the bag out and tied it up. He then put it inside another garbage bag, grabbed his coat and went to a nearby store. There was a dumpster on the way and he made sure there was no one watching as he threw the bag in.

When he returned home, he tried to put the incident out of his mind. Over the next couple of days he began to regret throwing the panties away though. It meant there could be no repeat of what he’d done unless…

The second time was no accident.

Daniel waited until a day that Mrs. Hernandez hung out some clothes then went to look when he heard her leaving the apartment building. He watched from his window and waited five minutes after she disappeared from sight. When he was certain she was gone, he made his way down to the back yard.

The act of deliberately stealing her panties was an even bigger thrill than just finding them on the stairs and his erection was solid before he took a pair from the line. He took the pegs as well in the hope that his pretty neighbor wouldn’t notice anything was missing. This time he kept his prize, so he could keep using it and he quickly found himself getting addicted to the incredible enjoyment.

It led him on to more and the next pair he took, he was careful not to stain as he used them to masturbate. He put them back on the washing line afterwards and the thought that Mrs. Hernandez would wear them again was a massive buzz. On the occasions he bumped into her after that, he always found himself wondering if the panties he’d used were pressed against her pussy as he was speaking to her.

Daniel’s panties fetish started to grow out of control though and he began to more regularly take pairs to use and put back. It was a Saturday morning when his luck finally ran out. He’d watched Mrs. Hernandez leave the apartment building and didn’t even bother to watch her disappear from view before he was on his way down to the back yard.

As usual he could barely contain his excitement as he looked at the panties on the line and picked a pale yellow pair. The panic was intense as he walked back inside to find his neighbor standing waiting. He quickly put his hand behind his back, but suspected he’d been caught as he looked at her face.

“Hi,” he said brightly as he tried to brazen it out in the hope that he was wrong and it was just a coincidence that she’d come back.

Daniel knew it was all over though as she held out her hand.

“I know you’ve got them,” she said as he remained frozen in place.

He hung his head and considered tucking the panties in the back of his jeans for a brief second, but suspected it would just delay the inevitable. As he kept his eyes lowered, he brought his hand from behind his back and reached out to drop the panties in his neighbor’s outstretched hand.

“Fucking pervert,’ she let out quietly.

Daniel could hear the anger in her words and grimaced. His anxiety at being caught intensified and sweat prickled on his skin. He waited for her to say more, but looked up as the silence stretched out.

“I’m sorr…” he started.

“Not as sorry as you’re going to be,” Mrs. Hernandez said to cut off his apology.

“What are you going to do?” Daniel asked.

“Get upstairs now,” she told him.

The panic really began to take hold as he turned and walked up towards his apartment. There was no doubt he was in trouble and he wondered what his neighbor was going to do. He stopped at his door and was about to turn, but a prod in the back made him move on. It looked like he was going all the way up to Mrs. Hernandez’s apartment and considering the circumstances there was nothing he could do but comply. He kept his gaze on the ground as she unlocked the door and another prod in his back made him walk inside. He was led to the kitchen.

“Sit,” she said in a loud voice as she pointed at the kitchen table.

Daniel did as he was told and waited for the anger to explode. Mrs. Hernandez’s voice was quiet and controlled as she spoke though.

“How long have you been doing it?” she asked.

“This is the first time I took a…”

“Don’t fucking lie to me,” she shouted in an angry voice.

Daniel winced and kept his gaze lowered, but said nothing.

“How long?” Mrs. Hernandez repeated.

“About a month or so,” he confessed. “I…”

“What do you think your mother would say,” she spat out to stop his words. “Or the police. I have every right to call them and tell them what a perverted neighbor I have.”

The fear showed in Daniel’s eyes as he looked up.

“You’re not really going to call the police are you?” he said in a quiet voice.

Mrs. Hernandez’s eyes narrowed as she scrutinized him.

“Why shouldn’t I?” she demanded.

Daniel didn’t have an answer. He knew what he’d been doing was wrong from the moment he found the blue panties on the stairs.

“Well,” Mrs. Hernandez said in a louder voice. “Have you got nothing to say for yourself?”

“I’m sorry,” he said in a hushed tone.

“What?”

“I’m sorry,” he said and looked up again. “I promise it won’t happen again.”

“Oh I think it will,” Mrs. Hernandez went on. “A dirty pervert like you isn’t going to stop.”

“I will,” Daniel said and the desperation showed in his voice. “I promise.”

“Promises, promises,” the older woman said as she moved closer. “Get up.”

“What?” Daniel asked.

“Do you want me to call the police?” she asked.

“NO,” he exclaimed.

“Then you better do exactly what I fucking tell you, when I fucking tell you,” she hissed as she grabbed his chin and made him look up. “Now get up,” she repeated.

Confusion took hold in Daniel’s mind and he wasn’t sure exactly what was happening, but the threat of the police being called made him do what he was told. His wrist was grabbed to drag him out of the kitchen and along the hallway. The layout of the apartment was the same as his own and he knew the door they stopped at was a bedroom.

“What…, what’s going on,” he asked.

The only reply he got was a quiet laugh as the door was opened to pull him inside. When he was caught with the panties he’d expected to get in trouble and the threat of that still appeared to be hanging over his head. He was in no doubt there  was something more going on though as the door of the bedroom slammed shut.

“Lie down on the bed,” he was told.

The fear in his mind turned to a flicker of something more as he crossed the room and lay down.

“So…, you like my panties,” Mrs. Hernandez said as she moved to the side of the bed.

The hint of excitement came through in her voice. Daniel let out a slow breath and wondered if the fact he’d used her panties was actually a turn on for her.

“Yes,” he admitted.

“Dirty boy,” she said as she got on the bed and straddled his thighs. “Does touching them get you hard?”

“Yes,” he repeated.

Mrs. Hernandez laughed softly as she held out the yellow panties she’d taken when she caught him. Daniel wanted to reach out for them, but held back.

“Take them,” she said.

He finally reached out and rubbed his fingers on the material as he took the panties. His erection began to come to life and he shuddered as Mrs. Hernandez’s hand settled on his thigh. It slowly crept higher until her fingertips brushed across the growing bulge. Daniel let out a gasp as a shudder ran through him. He brought the panties to his face, but it was only the scent of fabric softener he got again.

Mrs. Hernandez laughed as she spoke.

“You need dirty panties that haven’t been washed to get the scent.”

“Like the ones you are wearing?” he asked quietly.

His neighbor laughed again.

“Like the ones I am wearing,” she said as she stroked touches along the outline of his erection “Do you think they are getting wet?”

Daniel just stared at her as the hunger took hold in his mind. Every time he’d played with Mrs. Hernandez’s panties, he’d thought of them pressed against her pussy and stained with her slick wetness.

“Do you want to see?” she asked.

“Are you kidding me?” he shot back immediately.

She showed she wasn’t as she got to her feet and walked up the bed until she was straddling his head. Daniel found himself looking right up her skirt and he caught a flash of the pink panties she was wearing. His eyes opened wider as Mrs. Hernandez teased the hem of her skirt higher and he couldn’t resist the urge to touch. His fingertips stroked on naked thigh, but he winced as they were slapped away.

“Did I fucking tell you to touch,” she said angrily.

“No…, but I thought…” he started.

“You’re not here to think,” she cut in as she got down from the bed. “You’re here to do what I fucking tell you. Get up.”

Daniel wondered if he’d just blown his chances of being with his sexy neighbor, but the next command told him there was still an opportunity. He decided to just do what he was told and see what came his way.

“Take your t-shirt off,” Mrs. Hernandez said.

Daniel did it straight away and saw Mrs. Hernandez’s gaze roam over his naked torso. She said nothing though as she moved to the wall and released a rope attached to a hook. It lowered a wooden overhead clothes dryer until it was just above eye level. She then went to her wardrobe, opened the door and reached to the top shelf to grab something.

Daniel watched nervously and his eyes grew wide when he saw the handcuffs she was holding. The question sat on the tip of his tongue for a few seconds before he let it out.

“What’s going on?”

The grin flashed across Mrs. Hernandez’s face.

“Just making sure you keep your hands to yourself,” she replied.

Daniel backed away from her as she approached, but the threat of the police being called again made him comply as the handcuffs were secured around his wrists. The other ends were attached to a bar of the clothes dryer and when the overhead device was raised again, it left him with his arms stretched up above his head.

He nervously waited as Mrs. Hernandez circled around him and he looked at her when she finally stopped directly in front. His breath came out as her palm pressed on his erection through his pants.

“Still so hard,” his neighbor said. “I think you like being tied up.”

Daniel squirmed as her fingertips stroke along the outline of his cock. There was a humiliation to being taunted and teased, but the kinky experience was making him as stiff and erect as he could remember. He wondered just where things were going as the button and zipper of his jeans were released. The denim was dragged down his legs and he was made to step out of it.

“You like that?” Mrs. Hernandez said as she moved right up to him.

She licked her forefinger then traced it around a nipple. Daniel shuddered as the gentle touch traced lower until it was playing on the naked skin just above his boxer shorts.

“So let’s see what you’ve got,” Mrs. Hernandez said.

Her fingers slid under the waistband and Daniel held his breath as his underwear was dragged down. His erection sprang free, but Mrs. Hernandez ignored it at first as she dragged the boxer shorts down to his ankles and made him step out of them. It was only as she straightened up that she reached out and wrapped her fingers around stiff cock.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “You definitely have it bad for this, don’t you?”

Daniel winced as the grip tightened almost painfully around his erection. When it was released, Mrs. Hernandez circled around to stand directly behind him. The silence stretched out for a few seconds.

The crack of a hand across his buttocks brought out Daniel’s loud yell. He winced again and the breath rushed from him as the pain ripped through his body.

“Fucking hell,” he cursed.

“You didn’t think you were going to get off without being punished did you.” Mrs. Hernandez said and laughed. “Dirty perverts like you need to be taught a lesson they won’t forget.”

“I promise I won’t take another…”

The words turned to another loud cry as a palm lashed painfully across his butt cheeks again.

“Promises, promises,” Mrs. Hernandez taunted as she cracked her hand on naked buttocks again.

Daniel’s muscles tightened as he took the punishment. It was agony and ecstasy at the same time and his erection throbbed all the more as the stinging spanks landed on his butt. With his hands secured to the clothes dryer above his head, he was completely at the mercy of his neighbor. The kinky and humiliating experience was turning him on like he could not believe, but he wanted the spanking to end.

“Please,” he begged loudly. “I won’t take your panties again.”

He shuddered as the torture of his ass finally stopped. The sweat rolled down his forehead and his breathing was labored. Mrs. Hernandez moved in front of him again.

“Oh you can play with my panties,” she said. “But only when I let you.”

Daniel’s brow creased as he looked at her. He watched as she dragged the hem of her skirt higher and reached under. She took hold of the pink panties she was wearing and pulled them down her legs and off. Moving closer, she brought them up to his face and he caught her scent.

“Were you thinking about my wet cunt when you played with my panties?” she asked.

Daniel nodded his head as he closed his eyes. The touch of the wet material on his face was heaven, but it was quickly pulled away.

“Maybe they’ll look better on you than me,” Mrs. Hernandez taunted and laughed.

“Oh wait,” Daniel said as she bent down and held the panties for him to step into. “I don’t…”

“Don’t what?” the older woman snapped as she straightened up. “I’ll tell you what you are going to do. You’re going to do exactly what I fucking tell you. Understand.”

“Come on,” Daniel pleaded.

His fetish didn’t actually run to wearing women’s panties.

“OK,” Mrs. Hernandez said. “Then maybe we should just see what your mother has to say about your dirty perverted activities.”

“Come on…, please,” he pleaded again.

Mrs. Hernandez walked to the bedside table and picked up her phone. Her finger tapped on the screen as she moved back across the room and she showed it to Daniel when she got to him. His panic rose when he saw his mother’s number.

“Oh shit,” he exclaimed. “You’re not really going to tell her are you?”

“Just watch,” she spat back at him.

The color drained from Daniel’s face as she tapped the screen again and brought the phone to her ear.

“Oh hey Carol,” she said as the call was answered. “How are you?”

Daniel strained against the restraints holding him in place as he closed his eyes. The silence stretched out before Mrs. Hernandez spoke again.

“Things are fine with me,” she said. “I’m just on my way home to my apartment and thought about you, so decided to phone for a chat.”

Daniel’s trepidation receded slightly as the normal conversation went on, but he desperately hoped his neighbor would hang up the phone. She seemed in no hurry to do this though as she carried on the conversation. He could only hear what she was saying and at first there was no mention of him. His panic heightened again when he was though and he opened his eyes to see Mrs. Hernandez staring straight at him.

“And how is that handsome son of yours these days?” she asked.

She reached out and circled her fingers around his erection. Some of its power had drained, but her touch brought it fully erect again. She caressed it gently and stroked her fingers up and down. Her laugh came out as she listened to the words coming down the line and Daniel wished he could hear what his mother was saying.

“Oh I don’t see him that often,” Mrs. Hernandez went on as she brought her gaze up from what she was doing to look in Daniel’s eyes. “I expect he is busy with college life and girls. It’s terrible that he doesn’t visit his mother though. I hope he’s not turning into a bad boy.”

The words were said in a joking manner, but Daniel’s nerves were on edge. There was a long silence as his mother obviously talked. Mrs. Hernandez was still looking in his eyes and he saw the wicked expression that formed on her face.

“Would you believe it,” she said. “This is one of life’s weird coincidences. I’m just walking in the apartment building and who should I bump into but your son.”

The cold sweat broke out on Daniel’s forehead and he frantically shook his head. Mrs. Hernandez ignored him though.

“Hold on,” she said. “I’ll just put him on to you for a quick chat.”

Her grin grew wider as she pulled the phone from her ear and put it to his.

“Oh hey mum,” Daniel said.

“Who would have expected this,” she replied and laughed. “How are you?”

Laughing was the last thing on Daniel’s mind. He closed his eyes tightly as the grip around his erection tightened and stroked up and down faster. The urge to groan was almost overwhelming and he struggled desperately to keep some composure in his voice. He was sure it sounded strained though.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” he replied although he was as far from fine as he could imagine. “I’m just on the way to meet a friend and running late, so can’t speak for long.”

“Sure,” his mother said. “How is college going?”

“OK,” he quickly answered. “I’m coping with most of the lectures and coursework fine these days.”

He clenched his mouth as the touch on his cock slid lower until fingers were gripped around his balls. Mrs. Hernandez leaned forward and flicked out her tongue to tease it around his nipple. It was absolute torture and he held his breath.

“Well, try and visit sometime soon,” his mother went on.

“I will,” he agreed. “I’ll just pass you back to Mrs. Hernandez.”

His neighbor moved her head back as she pulled the phone from his ear and brought it back to her own. Her grip tightened around balls and Daniel winced as he bit his bottom lip to hold the sound in. His neighbor listened to something his mother said and laughed.

“I’ll keep an eye on him…,” she joked, “…and make sure he stays out of trouble. I’ll speak to you soon.”

She listened for a second more before pulling the phone from her ear. Her grip released from Daniel’s balls and she tapped the screen to end the connection. His breath came rushing out.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

“Was that a bit too intense for you,” Mrs. Hernandez said and laughed. “Just think how bad that visit to see your mother will be if she knows you are a pervert panties thief.”

Daniel didn’t even want to think about that.

“So…,” Mrs. Hernandez said and stroked a fingertip up the full length of Daniel’s erection. “Are you going to be a good boy and put on your pink panties? Or should I say be a good girl.”

The embarrassment shot through him, but when Mrs. Hernandez dropped down and held the panties out to him, he could do little but step in to them. They were pulled up his legs until they were in place although were way too small for him. The barely covered his butt and the head of his cock remained exposed.

Mrs. Hernandez slipped a finger under the waistband and Daniel steeled himself for what was coming. The elastic snapped against his cock and the rush of pain made him groan.

“You like that,” his neighbor said as she slipped her finger under the waistband again.

“No,” Daniel shouted, but the sound turned to another groan as the elasticized waistband snapped painfully on his erection again.

“Oh sorry,” she said, but sounded anything but. “The pink does suit you though.”
She unbuttoned her blouse and Daniel stared at her exposed bra. He watched as Mrs. Hernandez turned around, let her blouse fall to the floor and unhooked her bra to take it off. She leant down to pick up her blouse and put it back on before turning around.

Daniel glanced at the sliver of naked skin between the unbuttoned sides of the blouse. It gave him a glimpse of breasts and his cock twitched and throbbed. Mrs. Hernandez moved behind him then wrapped the bra around his body and secured the hooks.

“So pretty,” she said with a grin when she moved back in front.

Daniel groaned and closed his eyes as she lifted her phone to take a picture, but there wasn’t anything he could do to stop what was going on. It was humiliating and exciting at the same time.

“Hmm…,” Mrs. Hernandez mused as she lowered the phone and looked at him. “Not pretty enough yet though.”

She moved across to the dressing table and picked up a few things then turned and walked back.

“Come on,” Daniel pleaded. “What the fuck do you want from me?”

His chin was grabbed tightly.

“I want fucking total control of my pretty little girl,” she taunted him.  “Now pucker up.”

Daniel tried to pull his head back as he saw the lipstick being wielded. His only thought was that the vivid pink was as girly as it got. He could taste it as the color was spread across his lips and let out a gasp as Mrs. Hernandez’s thumb stroked across his mouth to smear the lipstick. Her almost derisive laugh sounded out.

“Pretty and slutty,” she mocked. “It looks just like you’ve been sucking cock. Hmm…, now there’s an idea for you to think about.”

She released Daniel’s chin and slid the plastic headband on him to sweep his hair back from his forehead. She was about to move back then changed her mind and laughed as she wrote the word in large pink letters on his naked chest just above the pink bra he was wearing.

Daniel looked down and it took him a couple of seconds to work out it said slut. Mrs. Hernandez stepped back to take some more photos with her phone and laughed again as she showed them to him.

The shame burned on Daniel’s cheeks as he looked at the pictures, but it only served to make his cock throb all the more. He watched as Mrs. Hernandez pulled the phone away from his face, but lost sight of her as she walked behind him. He almost jumped as his buttocks were grabbed tightly. The pressure released and he was all too aware of the touch creeping under the material of the pink panties and stroking along the crease of his butt.

“Is this a virgin puckered hole?” Mrs. Hernandez asked as she pressed more firmly to force a finger between cheeks.

Daniel groaned as a touch stroked on his asshole. It was the first time in his life and his erection strained against the pink material.

“Well is it?” Mrs. Hernandez said in a louder voice.

“Fuck…, yes,” Daniel replied.

“Nice,” she said quietly. “We’ll have to rectify that, don’t you think.”

“No,” Daniel exclaimed, but he knew he was in no position to stop anything.

Mrs. Hernandez was completely in control and had him at her mercy. The threat of her revealing that he’d taken and used her panties meant he could do nothing but give her exactly what she wanted. This was turning him on though. There was no doubt about that. However humiliating it was to be dressed in pink panties and makeup, the touches on his body and the brief glimpses of his neighbor’s naked breasts was a kinky experience he didn’t want to end.

The touch against his asshole grew firmer still. He clenched his buttocks as he realized that Mrs. Hernandez wasn’t going to stop at just stroking, but it held her back for only a few seconds more.

“Oh yeah,” she let out as she worked past the resistance, so the tightness of asshole wrapped around her finger. “You like that sissy girl,” she taunted. “Do you like your little puckered hole being finger fucked?”

He shuddered as she slid a touch in and out in a slow rhythm. A hand came around his body to slip under the pink panties and grab hold of his erection. Mrs. Hernandez squeezed tightly then loosened her grip to caress a touch up and down. The sensations assaulting Daniel’s body were quickly driving him wild and he could feel the build up of pressure in his balls. His groans got louder until he was sure he was about to be taken all the way to a release.

Mrs. Hernandez seemed to realize it though and backed off. She pulled her hand away from his erection and slowly withdrew her finger from his asshole.

“Not yet sissy girl,” she said. “It’s time for you to be a real slut..., just for me.”

“What do you mean?” Daniel asked.

The only answer he got was a quiet laugh that filled him with dread. He watched as she walked over to the wardrobe and couldn’t tear his gaze from her. She reached to the zipper of her skirt to release it and wiggled her hips to make the material slide down her legs. When it reached her ankles she stepped out of her skirt and kicked it away.

Daniel let out a quiet curse as his eyes locked on a rounded naked ass and his erection strained against the material of the panties. Mrs. Hernandez reached inside the wardrobe, as if searching for something.

As her back was to him, Daniel couldn’t see what it was she pulled out. He frowned as he watched her obviously trying to adjust whatever she was holding and then stepping into it. She pulled the straps up her legs and secured them in place and it was only as she finally turned that he saw what she was wearing.

“Oh come on,” he whined.

Mrs. Hernandez caught his gaze as she wrapped her fingers around the strap-on dildo. A smile spread across her face, but she said nothing as she walked to the hook on the wall around which the rope holding the clothes horse up was secured. She loosened it and Daniel felt the relief of being able to lower his arms.

“Get down on your knees,” Mrs. Hernandez told him.

He looked across the room and saw her raise her eyebrows.

“I’ve got some nice pictures of you,” she said. “Do you think your mother would like to see how pretty her son is when he’s all made up? Not to mention how proud she will be to know her son is a panties thief.”

Daniel knew there was no choice and dropped to his knees. He was being forced into it although at the same time wanted to do it. There was no way of knowing exactly what was going to happen. He had a fairly good idea of what he was about to take though.

The rope was secured in place around the hook and it left him on his knees with his arms stretched up above his head again. Mrs. Hernandez moved in front of him and he was confronted by the dildo. It was at least six inches and formed in the shape of a curved, erect cock. His chin was grabbed and tilted up.

“Did you think it was me that would be on my knees when you came in my apartment,” Mrs. Hernandez asked.

“No,” Daniel replied. “I thought I was in trouble.”

The soft laugh of his neighbor sounded out again.

“You are in trouble honey,” she taunted him. “Now pucker up.”

The grip on Daniel’s chin tightened as Mrs. Hernandez wielded the pink lipstick again. His lips were smeared with the color and when his neighbor let go he pulled his head back. There was no getting away though. He watched as she wrapped her fingers around the dildo and stroked it.

“Time for you to make some pretty pink lipstick rings,” she taunted him. “How far down this nice big shaft do you think you can get.”

Daniel gasped for breath as the nerves shot through him. His hair was grabbed to hold him in place as the tip of the dildo was stroked on his mouth. He closed his eyes as the humiliation welled up in him again and it was made all the worse by the fact that he was getting more excited.

“Open up pretty girl,” Mrs. Hernandez mocked him.

She pressed her hips forward. Daniel tired to resist the pressure, but his lips were spread apart as the dildo slid in his mouth and there was nothing he could do but clamp his lips around it. Mrs. Hernandez pulled back and looked at the pink lipstick ring just below the head.

“Oh I think you can do better than that,” she said.

Daniel winced as the grip on his hair tightened. The dido was pushed back in his mouth and he shuddered as it slid deeper. He closed his lips around the hardness when around half was in his mouth, but his neighbor wanted more. She thrust her hips forward to make him gag as the tip of the sex toy slid down his throat.

“That’s more like it,” she hissed as she started to rock her hips with more urgency.

The spit spilled over Daniel’s bottom lip as the mouth fuck got rougher. The sound of Mrs. Hernandez’s grunts grew louder as she threw her hips forward to drive the dildo to the back of his throat time and again.

There was an embarrassment to being dominated and used by a petite woman, but the excitement was also there. Daniel lifted his gaze to the pretty face looking down at him and then to the tits he could now clearly see. The kinky thrill of the moment wasn’t lost on him and his breath rasped out as Mrs. Hernandez pulled back. She grabbed his chin again and made him look up as she stroked the tip of the dildo on his mouth.

“Do you like being a pretty slut for me?” she taunted him and grinned. “I think we need to get this dildo wetter don’t you. It will make it slide in your tight hole all the easier.”

Daniel gasped as he was made to open his mouth again. The dildo fucked in and out his mouth with forceful strokes as Mrs. Hernandez threw herself to a punishing rhythm.

“Spit on it,’ she ordered him when she pulled back.

Daniel did as he was told and watched as the dildo was stroked to spread the wet around. Mrs. Hernandez backed off. She moved to get the key for the handcuffs.

“You’re going to assume the position aren’t you,” she said as she released the cuffs. She pushed Daniel to all fours. “Head on the floor, hands behind your back.”

“Come on, no more,” he complained, but even as the words came out he knew he didn’t mean them.

A hand cracked on his ass and he let out a yelp as the sharp pain flared then dulled to an ache.

“Do it,” Mrs. Hernandez told him.

He let out a quiet curse when he dropped his head to the floor. His hands were cuffed again as soon as he put them behind his back and it left him bent over and completely at the mercy of the woman dominating him. He tensed as she knelt down behind him. The shudder rippled through his body as his ass cheeks were grabbed and spread. The touch of the dildo brought out his nerves and exhilaration in equal measure and he closed his eyes tightly.

Mrs. Hernandez grabbed the dildo and spanked the tip on Daniel’s tight hole. She finally let it settle in place and the buzz of anticipation grew in her mind. As she started to apply pressure the base of the strap-on dildo pressed against her clit and the heat blossomed between her thighs. The hunger took hold as she worked her hips in circles and felt the resistance easing.

“You like being a slutty girl,” she mocked Daniel as the tip of the dildo split his asshole open and slid inside.

The tension gripped his body as the penetration pushed deeper and the shame burned in him that he was taking enjoyment from being used. His breathing became ragged as Mrs. Hernandez thrust her hips forward and fucked every last inch of the dildo in his asshole. She leaned forward and wrapped a hand around his body to grab hold of his cock.

“Still rock hard,” she taunted him. “You must like being a sissy girl or is it having your ass fucked that is turning you on.”

Daniel didn’t reply. He wasn’t sure exactly what was turning him on, but his erection throbbed and twitched as the rush of blood took hold. Mrs. Hernandez circled her hips to grind herself on his naked ass and her hand slid up and down his cock. She suddenly gripped tightly as she began to rock her body back and forward.

Daniel groaned as the dildo slowly stroked in and out of his asshole. He winced as the grip on his erection grew stronger, but let out a sigh as it pulled away. The relief was short lived though as his neighbor grabbed hold of his hips and he knew what was about to happen. The dildo plunged deep as increasingly frantic thrusts crashed against him. It was making his ass muscles contract and pulse around the penetration and he couldn’t hold in the groans.

The base of the strap-on rubbed roughly on Mrs. Hernandez’s pussy and clit each time she slammed against Daniel’s naked ass. Her chest heaved as the effort of the onslaught took its toll, but she wasn’t about to slow down. She hit her sissy boy with rougher strokes to hear his groans and the pleasure grew until she started to lose control.

She dragged the dildo free and quickly loosened the straps to pull them down her legs. Pushing Daniel to his back, she straddled his waist and dropped down to grind her naked pussy on his cock. She could see the excitement in his eyes as she lifted up slightly and reached below her body to drag his erection free of the pink panties. Wrapping her fingers around it, she held it in place as she lowered herself again.

Her soft groan came out as the tip of cock touched on her slick entrance. It sent shivers through her body and she closed her eyes as she sat. The heat erupted between her thighs as she slid all the way down cock until she was taking every solid inch. It was what she needed to take herself all the way and she pressed her palms on Daniel’s chest as she began to ride his cock.

“Don’t you fucking cum in me sissy boy,” she warned him.

In seconds she was slamming herself down to take the deep penetration roughly in her pussy. It sent her passion climbing and the pure bliss of it took her closer and closer to a climax. She tensed for an instant on the very brink and when her orgasm finally erupted she let out a scream as she dropped down. Shudders wracked her petite frame as the ecstasy coursed through her veins to carry her up to a shattering high. The spasms of her pussy rippled around the hardness as the moment stretched out and she waited until the sensation finally died away before lifting herself up.

“So you like my panties do you?” she said as she gripped the waistband.

Daniel shifted around as the panties were dragged down his legs. Lying on his cuffed wrists was making his arms sore and he shifted around to try and ease the ache. He forgot about it altogether though as Mrs. Hernandez got to her knees beside him. She dropped the silky, pink material on his erection then grabbed hold.

“Is this what you do when you’re all alone in your apartment?” she asked as she began to stroke the panties along his erection.

Daniel flashed back to the times he had played with her panties. The rush of pleasure when using them had got him addicted, but it was nothing compared to what was happening now. The prickle of heat in his balls grew to more as Mrs. Hernandez worked the silky material on his erect length until her hand was stroking fast.

Daniel slowly arched up from the floor and clenched his buttocks as the pure bliss of the touch took him ever nearer to a release. He closed his eyes tightly as it gradually became too much for him and his muscles went taut. He froze for an instant as he was overwhelmed.

Mrs. Hernandez recognized the sign and dragged the pink material around the tip of his cock. Daniel convulsed as the first stream of thick white shot out and stained the panties.

“Oh yeah, are you enjoying that you dirty pervert,” she said with a laugh as Daniel bucked around.

More cum splashed the pink as his release climbed to a peak before he collapsed down to the floor and gasped for breath. Mrs. Hernandez touched her fingers on the white coating the panties and laughed again as she brought her hand to Daniel’s mouth. He tried to turn his head away, but there was nothing he could do as his own cum was wiped on his lips.

“I thought hot little sluts like you liked the taste,” she went on. She pulled the panties from Daniel’s erection and held them up. “Hmm…, not sure I want them now. I think you better keep them.”

She slipped the panties over his feet and worked them up his legs to make him wear them again. Grabbing his clothes, she helped him to his feet and pulled him out of the bedroom. When they got to the front door, she opened it and threw his clothes out. Daniel was pushed out after them and stood still as the key was used to unlock the cuffs.

“See you again soon sissy boy,” were his neighbor’s last words as she slammed the door shut.

Daniel felt the rush of nerves. The thought of being seen was uppermost in his mind and he quickly picked up his clothes and made his way down to his apartment. The relief washed over him as he managed to open the door and get inside. He leaned back against it once it was closed.

“Fucking hell,” he let out.

He glanced down at the cum-stained pink panties he was wearing as he tried to get his composure back. He remembered Mrs. Hernandez’s last words when she threw him out. Seeing her again was going to be embarrassing, but he wondered if it would mean getting used and dominated for a second time.

He wiped his hand on his mouth and saw the pink lipstick as he pulled it away. Humiliating as it was, he knew he wanted to be her sissy boy again and a shudder ran through him as he pushed himself away from the door and headed for the shower.


Buck the Cuck

Jennifer wriggled around on the bed as she spread her legs wider. Gasping, elated breaths spilled from her parted lips as her body stretched out in anticipation of a moment she craved. When the touch didn’t come, she opened one eye to see the way her husband was staring between her naked thighs.

“It won’t bite,” she joked in a breathless voice.

The words seemed to snap him out of his reverie and he threw himself down to his hands and knees, so his face was right over her waist. Jennifer was suddenly curious and grabbed his hair to stop him lowering his head.

“What were you thinking?” she asked.

“It’s pretty,” Buck answered and dropped his gaze between her thighs.

“Liar,” she said and sniggered. “That’s not what you were fucking thinking.”

“It was,” he insisted.

“Tell me the truth,” Jennifer insisted and held her grip on his hair.

He brought his gaze back up and there was a slightly sheepish expression on his face.

“Tell me,” she said and smirked. “I might even be a kinky bitch and play out your perverted fantasies.”

It wouldn’t be the first occasion they’d done that, but Buck shook his head.

“You won’t this time,” he said.

His words piqued Jennifer’s curiosity even more. He wasn’t usually shy about confessing his illicit thoughts. She could feel the beat of hot pleasure between her thighs and it brought a hunger for a release from a growing tension, but she ignored it and held onto his hair.

“How do you know I won’t,” she said. “Maybe I’ll surprise you.”

His eyes narrowed as he stared at her, but he eventually glanced between her thighs again.

“Do you ever think about other men?” he asked.

“You know who my fantasy man is,” she replied. “I’ve never kept that a...”

“I’m not taking about a celebrity crush,” he went on. “I mean in real life.”

“I wouldn’t cheat on you,” Jennifer said.

His gaze came up again and the uncertainty showed in his expression, but he finally came out with what was on his mind.

“Even if I wanted you to.”

Jennifer frowned as she cottoned on to what he was suggesting.

“You have cuckold fantasies?” she said.

Buck simply stared, but she could see she’d hit on the truth and went on speaking.

“That’s what you were thinking about when you were staring at me. Another man’s hard dick sliding into my tight, wet cunt.”

“Oh shit,” Buck let out in a gasping voice as the dirty words sent a pulse of hot blood to his erection. It made him shudder, but he said no more.

“Well, well, that’s a new one on me,” Jennifer said in a teasing voice. “How far would you want it to go?”

“All the way,” he replied.

“To me taking a thick load of someone else’s cum?”

She saw her husband nod his head and felt the ripple of excitement.

“Would you do it?” he asked.

The smirk returned to Jennifer’s lips.

“If I got to choose the man, I might,” she told him.

“Really?” Buck exclaimed.

“Maybe,” she replied. “Show me what you’d do after watching me with another man.”

She tightened her grip on his hair to pull his head down and closed her eyes again. There was no waiting now. She clenched her buttocks tightly and arched her back to push towards the kiss she felt between her thighs. The rasping touch of her husband’s tongue came straight after to make her groan and she slid a hand to the back of his neck to pull him in further.

Buck didn’t need any encouragement, however, as dirty thoughts of another man using his wife flitted through his mind. He put his hands on the top of smooth thighs to push them wider apart and forced his head forward as he continued to lap greedily at slick skin. The rough touch of his tongue spread pussy lips to reveal glistening, pink skin and it got him more of the taste he wanted.

“Put your tongue in,” Jennifer said in a gasping voice as she closed in on what she wanted.

She pulled her hand from Buck’s neck to place it on her midriff and felt the rippling flutter of her muscles as the penetration of her husband’s stiff tongue slid inside.

“Yes..., yes,” she groaned and pushed her head down into the covers to stretch out her torso.

It made her back arch up and she could feel the pressure on the top of her thighs as Buck’s hands pressed down on them. His head pushed forward to make his lips stick to her skin and the fast flickering of his tongue swept it across the slick, velvety skin of her inner depths.

Her hips juddered up from the bed, with the tension making her muscles tighten and a knot began to coil in her belly as her excitement raced towards a high. She forced herself forward to grind against her husband’s mouth as he continued to lick her out ferociously. There was no stopping herself and she slid her hand lower to get her fingers to her clit. She pressed them against the erect bud when her back arched tighter until she was teetering on the very edge of losing control.

It was the moment she began to circle her fingertips on her clitoris and her mouth opened wide as a hot rush of pleasure took her over the edge. The knot of tension in her belly broke to shuddering convulsions that ravaged her body and the sound of her squealing groans rang around the bedroom. It seemed to spur Buck on and she could feel the roiling touch of his tongue inside her quivering cunt as the rushing pulse of heat seared through her veins.

Her buttocks clenched tightly as they lifted up from the bed in the final throes of burning bliss before the rippling spasms of climax began to melt away. She slumped down to the bed as she sucked in heavy breaths and opened her eyes to the sight of her husband’s head lifting from between her thighs. His hand clamped on her hip to roll her over onto her belly and she gave in to her ass being pulled up in the air.

“Is this how you want someone else to take me while you watch?” she asked.

Buck said nothing as he got to his knees and she groaned when the hardness of his erection settled into the crease of her ass. She could feel the fierce pulse of his lust and wanted it inside.

“Move back,” she said and thrust a hand between her thighs to wrap her fingers around his erection.

She could hear his gasping breaths as she squeezed tightly before leading the tip to her wet opening.

“Fuck me hard,” she urged him when she let go and knew he was going to give her what she wanted when his midriff slammed against her butt.

She pressed her palms down on the bed to brace herself and buried her face in the covers when hands clamped onto her hips. Fingers sank deep into her flesh to make her wince, but her groan was muffled as she pushed her face down harder.

Buck rolled his hips to enjoy the sensation of his erection stirring around in the silky depths of his wife’s wet cunt. He closed his eyes as he forced his fingers deeper into soft flesh to cling on and didn’t hold back when he started to thrust. His naked midriff slapped hard against buttocks as he pounded his cock into pussy in a growing frenzy that made his balls tighten up to his groin in preparation to let go.

He didn’t even try to slow things down to make the pleasure of the sex last as long as possible. For once, he was driven to finish and unable to control the burning lust. The thought of another man filling his wife’s pussy with a massive load played on his mind as he took himself over the edge and his groan was loud as he drove the full length of his throbbing erection balls-deep in pussy.

His head rocked back as the blistering delight of letting go ripped through him and there was no catching his breath as gushing spurts of hot cum erupted. Each one made his body judder hard against naked ass until the rush of pulsing excitement finally began to weaken. He let out a heavy breath when he slumped forward and his weight forced Jennifer down to the bed. She lay still to enjoy the dying throbs of his passion inside her, but his erection finally lost its power to slip out. When he moved off her, she rolled on her side and put a hand on his groin to hold his cock.

“That was quick,” she teased him.

“Couldn’t help it,” he said in a breathless voice.

“Dirty thoughts on your mind?” she asked and saw him turn his head to look at her.

“Yes,” he admitted and knew he didn’t need to say any more for her to understand what he’d been thinking about.

“We’ll need to see what we can do about that,” she told him and laughed as she settled her head on his chest.

“Are you serious?” he asked.

“Maybe,” she said and a smile played on her lips. “We’ll see.”

It was all she gave him as they recovered from the exertion of making love. She wasn’t about to admit what was on her mind, but she already knew she’d go through with it.

***

The ringing stopped Buck walking away from his desk and he scowled as he looked at the phone. It was already after six in the evening and he really wanted to go home, but he finally decided he better not ignore the call. His suspicions about who it might be made him steel himself as he picked up the handset, but he relaxed when it wasn’t the voice of his boss that came down the line.

“Finished yet?” Jennifer asked.

“Yeah,” Buck replied and laughed. “I thought it was my boss calling to ask for something and was in two minds whether to answer it.”

“Just as well you did, honey,” Jennifer said.

The teasing, sing-song way she spoke the words brought out his curiosity.

“Why, what have you got planned?”

“A little surprise for you,” Jennifer went on. “Get yourself to the Blake Hotel on Cuthbert Street. Room 317.”

“The Blake...”

It was as far as Buck got before the line disconnected.

“What the hell,” he muttered under his breath as he put the handset down.

He picked it up again immediately to dial his wife’s number, but the call went straight to voicemail. A second try got the same result and it was obvious that Jennifer had switched her phone off. She was being a tease and he wondered if it meant what he hoped it did. He couldn’t quite get himself to believe she’d gone through with finding someone for a cuckold game, however.

“Only one way to find out,” he told himself under his breath and it brought alive a prickle of excitement.

Grabbing his briefcase, he hurried out to the elevators. There were a few people in the one that arrived, but he didn’t make eye contact with anyone when he stepped inside. He simply turned around to face the doors and kept his gaze fixed on them. When they opened at the ground floor, he was the first to get out and he made his way to the building exit.

Cuthbert Street was within walking distance of his office and his mind ticked over with dirty thoughts as he made his way to the Blake Hotel. There were a few people dotted around the lobby when he walked into it, but no one paid him any attention as he moved across to the elevator. The doors opened straight away to let him step inside.

He pressed the button for the third floor and tried to compose himself on the ride up, but it proved difficult to suppress a growing anticipation that he might be on the verge of living out a fantasy. A loud ping signaled the doors were about to open and he was on the move the second they did. It got him to Room 317 and he closed his eyes when he came to a stop.

The deep breaths he inhaled did little to calm the pulsing beat of hot blood and he could feel the twitching flutter of movement in his underwear when he lifted a hand to knock. It got him the sound of the security chain being released a few seconds later and the door opened to the sight of his wife in a black, poncho-style top.

“That didn’t take you long,” she teased before leaning forward to peck him on the cheek. “Come on in.”

Buck looked around when he stepped inside the room and felt the disappointment of seeing they were the only two in it. Jennifer closed the door before speaking.

“Would you like a drink, dear?”

He narrowed his eyes when he turned to look at her and saw the mischievous smile on her face.

“Sure,” he agreed and moved to the table beside the window to put his briefcase on it.

He watched as Jennifer opened the door of the mini-bar to get a miniature bottle. She cracked it open and poured the contents into a glass before moving across to him.

“What’s the little surprise?” he asked when he took the drink.

“Can’t I treat my husband?” she asked and slid her palms along the lapels of his jacket before stepping back.

Buck kept his eyes on her as he lifted the glass to take a sip of whisky.

“Sure,” he said when he lowered the drink. “But treat me to what exactly?”

She moved forward to give him another peck on the cheek and her lips slid to his ear.

“You know what,” she said quietly and let out a hushed laugh when she pressed her palm against the front of his pants. “It seems to be having an effect already.”

Buck felt the quickening of his pulse. He turned his head away from her as he lifted the glass to empty it.

“Want another?” Jennifer offered when she backed off.

Buck shook his head.

“When does he get here?” he asked.

Jennifer leaned in again and her voice was a whisper when she caressed her lips against his ear.

“Already is.”

The sharp breath Buck drew in made his chest puff out.

“You’re kidding,” he blurted out.

“Nuh-uh,” Jennifer said and pressed her hand back against his groin. “He’s in the bathroom.”

Buck lifted a hand and could feel the way it trembled as he wiped the back of his fingers across his mouth.

“Who is it?” he asked.

“What do you care?” Jennifer said. “All you need to know is that he’s willing to go through with what you want and so am I.”

Buck felt his legs weakening as his wife’s fingers teased along his stiffening erection through the material of his pants.

“Get him out here then,” he said.

Jennifer let out another hushed laugh before raising her voice to a shout

“Bradley.”

Buck looked across to the door in the corner of the room and held his breath when he saw it opening. The man who came into view looked to be in his mid-twenties, with his muscular physique all too obvious below a tight, white t-shirt. There was a confidence about the way he strolled across the room and it was clear he wasn’t in the least bit intimidated by the situation.

“Bradley, this is my husband, Buck,” Jennifer said.

There was a wide smile on Bradley’s face as he nodded a greeting, but he said nothing.

“Get down on your knees,” Jennifer said.

It took a second or two for Buck to release the order was aimed at him.

“Wait..., what?” he let out in a surprised voice.

Jennifer leaned in to force her lips on his ear again.

“Bradley wants to fuck me doggy-style over the table,” she whispered. “And he’s a big boy, don’t you think? You do want the best view of his hard cock ravishing my tight cunt, don’t you?”

Buck felt the beading of sweat on his forehead. He’d been dreaming about the moment he saw his wife with another man for a while, but the game wasn’t playing out like it did in his head and he hesitated.

“No kneeling, no sex,” Jennifer went on.

She backed off to look in his eyes and he saw the wicked smile on her face. It made his nerves fray. He wanted to refuse, but couldn’t lay down the law about how things played out. His wife was on the verge of giving him a fantasy he really wanted and he decided to do as she said. He leaned forward to press his head against her midriff when he dropped to his knees and her hand caressed against his cheek.

“I want the cuffs on,” Bradley said.

Buck sucked in another sharp breath as he pulled his face away from Jennifer’s body to look up at her.

“You’re going to let him cuff you?” he said.

Jennifer lifted her hand and let out a laugh as she waggled a finger from side to side.

“The cuffs won’t be on me,” she said. “Bradley wants to make sure you keep your hands to yourself.”

“Fucking hell,” Buck exclaimed. “I’m not going to...”

“No handcuffs, no sex,” Jennifer cut in. “It’s not like you need your hands free to watch anyway, is it?”

“Well, no,” Buck conceded. “But...”

“This isn’t Bradley’s first cuckold,” Jennifer said to interrupt again. “He’s been in a situation where a husband changed his mind and got aggressive, so he’s only looking out for himself. If you want this, you need to play by the rules.”

Buck lifted his hand to rub his forehead. He did want it. He wanted it so badly, but the idea of being cuffed unnerved him and he stared up at his wife.

“Be a good boy and put your hands behind your back,” she said. “It’ll get you a fantasy I know you want. Just think of Bradley’s big, hard dick pounding into my cunt when I’m bent over the table. You’ll be on your knees and able to get your face so close. It’ll be your very own live-action porn movie, with your pretty wife taking the starring role. Just like you want.”

“Shit,” Buck let out.

Hearing the dirty words come out of his wife’s mouth brought on a burning lust and he could feel his erection straining hard against the front of his pants. He desperately wanted to watch her being used by another man and he knew he couldn’t pass up the chance.

“This is it,” Jennifer said. “Right here, right now. You can live out your fantasy if you want it, so make up your mind.”

Buck shuddered as he leaned forward to press his face against her midriff again and she caressed her palm against the side of his head as he put his arms behind his back. He grimaced when he felt the metal snap in place around his wrists and moved back to the sight of the key being handed over to Jennifer.

“We’ll put it here,” she said and set it down on the table before moving away from Buck to step towards the other man in the room. “Isn’t he handsome,” she said and caught hold of Bradley’s chin.

Buck shuffled back a little to watch as his wife kissed another man right in front of him, but his gaze didn’t linger on the way their lips crushed together. He dropped it to the way Jennifer was rubbing her hand on the front of Bradley’s groin. It was only when he heard the words that he looked up again.

“Do you want to see it?”

He saw the thrilled expression on his wife’s face and let out a slow breath. She seemed to be getting into the game more than he expected, but he wasn’t about to complain about that. It was exactly what he wanted.

“Yes,” he said.

“Bad boy,” she teased him. “I can see how hard it’s getting you.”

Buck was aware of the gazes on the front of his pants and looked down to the outline of his throbbing erection showing through the material. With his hands cuffed behind his back, there was no way for him to cover it up. He felt the slight embarrassment of the moment, but shrugged it off when he saw Jennifer drag Bradley’s t-shirt up to reveal a strapping, toned physique.

“Isn’t that pretty,” she said as she rubbed her hand on bulging muscles.

She seemed to be reveling in the moment and locked her gaze with Buck’s as she leaned closer to a burly chest to tease the tip of her tongue around a nipple. There was no missing the way Bradley shuddered and he grabbed his t-shirt to finish the job of taking it off. He threw it on the floor then worked Jennifer’s blonde hair into a bunch at the top of her head to keep it out of the way.

“See how considerate he is,” she joked. “He wants you to get the best view of me being a bad, bad girl.”

She touched the tip of her tongue on naked skin and licked a wet trail between nipples. Buck was unable to tear his gaze from the sight of his wife being indecent with another man. The rush of hot-blooded lust made his erection throb all the more and the urge to stroke it filled his mind. There was no doing that now, however. The metal of the cuffs dug into his flesh as he strained against them, but his hands were secured tightly and there would be no escape until Jennifer released him.

He watched as she kissed lower then dropped to her knees to brush her lips across a bulging six-pack. She kept going until she was nuzzling her mouth on the front of Bradley’s pants, but finally pulled her head back.

“Let’s show you what I’m about to take,” she said and reached out to loosen the button and zipper at Bradley’s waist.

He kicked off his shoes before Jennifer gripped hold to drag his pants down and made him step out of them. She set her gaze on Buck as she brushed her hand across the front of Bradley’s boxer shorts.

“He’s got more control than you, dear,” she said. “Then again, he’s not living out his dirty perverted fantasy, is he?”

Buck said nothing in response. His gaze fixed on the way Jennifer’s hand slid beneath the underwear.

“Oh yeah…, so big,” she said in a teasing voice and let out a mischievous giggle as she gripped hold of Bradley’s cock.

“Let me see,” Buck blurted out.

“Hmm..., showing an interest in another man’s dick,” Jennifer teased her husband.

“I want to see you playing with it,” Buck went on.

“You want to see my hand stroking it big and hard before he uses me like a dirty little slutty whore?” she asked.

“Yes,” Buck let out in a hoarse voice. The aching pulse of his erection throbbing against his underwear made him squirm.

Jennifer pulled her hand out from under the boxer shorts and got to her feet before moving position to get behind Bradley. She slipped her hands under the sides of the underwear and slowly eased it down.

“Bloody hell,” Buck let out when he saw the way Bradley’s big cock hung down between muscular thighs.

“Isn’t it the prettiest thing,” Jennifer said and slipped a hand around Bradley’s waist to wrap her fingers around his shaft.

She watched her husband as she squeezed cock and felt it stiffen under her touch.

“Fuck yeah,” she let out slowly as her excitement really came alive. It made her grip tighter and she settled her head on Bradley’s naked shoulder as she began to stroke her fingers along his length.

Buck let out heavy, gasping breaths as he stared at the way his wife played with another man’s cock for the first time ever. Her efforts brought on an all-too-obvious surge of hot-blooded lust that made a swelling erection rise and jut out. He glanced up when she abruptly let go and held his breath as she beckoned him forward.

“Don’t you want a closer look,” she said.

Buck hesitated for only a brief second before shuffling forward on his knees. He waited for Jennifer to grab hold of cock again, but it didn’t happen. She came out from behind Bradley and moved forward.

“Let’s show our new friend what he’s up against,” she said and laughed.

“Wait…, wait,” Buck let out, but there was nothing he could do to stop the zipper of his pants being dragged down.

He shuddered when Jennifer shoved her fingers through the gap and wriggled her fingers below his underwear to grasp hold of his erection. She dragged it into view and leaned down to press her lips against his as she stroked touches along it. An impish giggle spilled from her lips when she backed off.

“Look how hard you are for this,” she teased then turned to face the man behind her. “Isn’t it pretty?”

“Yes,” Bradley replied.

Buck caught his wife’s gaze when she looked at him, but he was also aware of another man staring at his throbbing erection.

“This wasn’t in my fantasy,” he said.

“What makes you think this is your fantasy,” Jennifer said and winked. “We’ll get to that after mine.”

Buck frowned.

“I don’t understand,” he said as his nerves flared.

“Then let me explain,” Jennifer said and moved behind him.

Buck tensed as she wrapped her arms around his neck to get him in a loose headlock. Her lips brushed across his ear to make shivers race down his spine.

“Bradley is only too happy to make you Buck the Cuck,” Jennifer said. “But he was just as keen to give me my fantasy.”

“I don’t…”

“Then shut up and listen,” Jennifer snapped to silence her husband. “You’re not the only one with dirty fantasies. I got Bradley here with the promise of three holes to fuck. Now, I’m the only one who can give him the wet cunt he’s going to finish in, but…”

“Oh wait, no, I…”

“Don’t you want your fantasy?” Jennifer cut in to bring her husband’s words to a stop again.”

Buck felt the grip tighten on his neck and couldn’t stop his gaze settling on the way a thick erection jutted out from a naked groin. He’d come to the room hoping to see his fantasy play out, but didn’t have to be a genius to understand that he’d need to do more than watch to get it.

“I can’t,” he let out.

“I told Bradley he could get virgin mouth and asshole,” Jennifer whispered as she nuzzled her lips against her husband’s ear.

“But I’m a guy,” Buck said.

“So?” Jennifer let out. “It’s not like your mouth and asshole are any different from mine. And you can’t pretend you don’t like that kind of play. You happily suck the stickiness from my fingers when I shove them in your mouth after masturbating and you know how hard you unload when I ease a slippery finger in your asshole.”

“That’s a finger,” Buck exclaimed before swallowing a gulping breath as his gaze remained on Bradley’s cock.

“The bigger the better,” Jennifer teased. “You want that big dick to be rock hard when it’s fucking me don’t you?”

Buck grimaced. He was being left with a choice he never expected and wasn’t sure what to do. Getting to see his wife bent over a table and fucked hard was so close, but he could tell it was only going to happen if he played along.

“So, what’s it to be?” Jennifer said.

She released her grip on his head to move around and stand directly in front of him. Lifting her hands up gave Bradley his cue to grab the long, poncho top she wore. He hauled it up to get it over her head and it revealed she was naked below.

“I’ll get that big dick covered in pussy wetness to make sure it tastes better for you,” Jennifer said before stepping back to rub her naked ass cheeks on Bradley’s cock.

His hands came around her body to grab her tits and she let out a groan as his fingers sank roughly into her flesh. She caught her husband’s gaze as she put her hands over Bradley’s to make him grope her even more ruggedly.

Buck was transfixed as he watched the sight right in front of his face. Jennifer parted her legs as she dragged one of Bradley’s hands down to shove it between her thighs.

“Isn’t this what you wanted to see?” she asked.

Buck’s chest heaved as he watched fingers stroking on his wife’s naked pussy.

“Yeah, you fucking love that, don’t you?” Jennifer said.

She spread her feet wider apart as she forced a touch between slick folds of skin. Her mouth opened wide as she dipped her fingers inside and Bradley was quick to copy her actions. She let out a squeal as the penetration fucked deeper inside and her legs began to tremble as the hot pulse of pleasure rippled through her body.

Buck watched as fingers slid in and out of pussy. His excitement leapt and he wished more than ever that he could get his hands to his erection. The handcuffs stopped him doing it though. Jennifer groaned when she pulled her fingers out. She reached out to brush them across Buck’s mouth and he enthusiastically licked at the taste.

“See, you love the taste of my cunt,” she said.

She grabbed for Bradley’s hand to pull it from between her thighs and turned around to wipe the stickiness from her fingers all over the head of his erection. Sliding a hand back between her thighs, she finger-fucked herself again then brushed the wetness onto hard flesh and kept doing it until she was satisfied

“Now that is gorgeous,” she said and laughed as she moved out of the way to let Buck see.

He swallowed a gulping breath as he stared at the glisten of pussy juice on a thick erection.

“So, let’s see you in action,” Jennifer said when she moved behind him.

The breath stuck in Buck’s throat when she grabbed his hair and he felt the flicker of pain.

“Show him how good it tastes,” Jennifer urged.

Her words made Bradley step forward and he grabbed hold of his cock. Buck tried to move his head back, but there was no doing it when the grip on his hair tightened. He flinched when he felt the kiss on his ear.

“Make sure and suck it good for me,” Jennifer whispered. “I want it rock solid when it’s destroying my cunt.”

Buck shuddered as hard cock was spanked on his lips. The humiliation welled up, but he was all too aware of his erection throbbing more fiercely. He started to struggle, but there was no escape and he closed his eyes as the head of Bradley’s erection settled in place against his mouth. The pressure increased to force his lips apart and he let out a desperate groan.

“Doesn’t that taste good,” Jennifer said as she nuzzled her lips against the side of his head.

Bradley began to rock his hips to slow stroke his cock into virgin mouth. The rush of exhilaration made his head tilt back and he let out gasping breaths as he enjoyed the illicit thrill of the moment.

“Make him gag,” Jennifer encouraged.

She heard the muffled protest of Buck and felt him struggling, so held his head tighter as she kissed his ear.

“It’ll cover his cock in your spit,” she said and let out a hushed laugh. “Just think of where it’s going next. Trust me, you’ll want to make sure that big, thick shaft is as slippery as possible.”

Buck closed his eyes tightly as a thick erection fucked to the back of his throat to make him gag. He was held in place by his wife as the man he’d expected to use her used him. The metal of the cuffs dug into his flesh as his arms strained, but there was no freeing himself from the restraints. Getting out a breath proved impossible as a throbbing shaft almost slid down his throat and the moment seemed to go on forever.

He let out a rasping gasp when Bradley finally backed off and opened his eyes to see the strings of spit stretching from his mouth to the head of a jerking erection. It made him shudder.

“Fuck yeah,” Jennifer said as she reached out to break the strings with her fingers.

The excitement showed in her voice as she wrapped her fingers around a now fully erect cock to stroke touches along it.

“Do it again,” she ordered when she let go.

Buck closed his eyes as he sucked in a deep breath. He could feel the pulsing throb of his excitement as the game continued. The grip on his head held it steady as cock spanked on his lips and he could still taste pussy on hard flesh when it slipped back in his mouth. The rasping sound of Jennifer’s breath played on his ear as she kissed it and it showed how excited she was getting.

Bradley reached out to put his hands on shoulders as he thrust his hips and it was the sound of his groans that filled the room as he powered his cock into the wet warmth of Buck’s mouth. It was turning him on as much as he expected and all the more so when he started to make another man gag again. He gritted his teeth as he threw himself forward more vigorously, with Jennifer’s encouragement egging him on to be rougher still.

A shudder ripped though him when he made Buck deep-throat his erection and he remained motionless for a couple of seconds, with his heavy balls trapped against wet lips before slowly backing off. It got him the touch of Jennifer’s fingers stroking along his throbbing length once more and he closed his eyes to enjoy it.

“Grab his arm,” she said when she released her grip on Buck’s head.

Bradley opened his eyes to see the smirk on her face and did as he was told. Buck licked at the strings of spit hanging from his lips as he sucked in air and there was no stopping the situation spiraling even more out of control as he was pulled to his feet then led to the table. He gasped when he was bent down across it and it left him feeling more vulnerable than ever before in his life.

Hands came around his waist to loosen his pants and they were dragged down. It brought his underwear with it to expose his buttocks and he grimaced when a hard spank cracked on his naked skin.

“Don’t worry, honey,” Jennifer teased. “I’ll get it wet for you.”

He was aware of her dropping to her knees behind him and squirmed around when a grip sank into his buttocks. It spread them apart and he tensed when a rasping lick swept across his puckered skin.

“Shit…, shit,” he groaned as the swell of forbidden pleasure came alive.

It wasn’t the first time he and his wife had indulged in some anal play, but he was about to take much more than a finger. His chest heaved against the table as the licking continued and, when it came to an end, he felt spit being dribbled onto his tight hole.

“He’s ready,” Jennifer said when she moved aside.

She stayed on her knees and laughed when she spanked her hand on ass again. Gripping taut ass cheeks, she spread them wide to expose asshole and smiled at Bradley. He stepped forward and grabbed his erection to tease the head around a tight hole. The tip slid through the spit to wet it and he sucked in a gasping breath when he settled it in place.

“Let me help,” Jennifer said.

She wrapped her fingers around his erection just below the head and heard the groans of two men when she increased the pressure. A tingle of hot pleasure flared between her thighs as she took control of the situation. It brought on an excitement more potent that anything she’d felt before as she forced the hard cock of a cuckold lover onto her husband’s tight asshole.

She leaned closer to watch as she stretched a tiny, puckered hole open and Bradley’s groan was the loudest when he felt the tightness melt away. He shuddered as the tight anal grip surrounded the thick head of his erection to make heavy breaths spill from his lips. Grabbing hold of hips, he pulled himself onto the man bent over the table and a delicious ripple of hot pleasure flooded his veins. His head rocked back as he buried his full length inside virgin asshole and his legs began to shake.

Jennifer leaned forward to get a better glimpse of the way hard cock violated her husband’s ass and she couldn’t resist. She spanked his ass firmly and saw the way he shuddered when his groan came out.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” she said.

“No,” Buck blurted out.

“Fucking liar,” Jennifer went on and laughed.

She reached around the front of his body to circle her fingers around his erection before spanking her other hand on ass. His groan rang around the room again and she felt the fierce throbbing.

“Oh yeah, you fucking love it,” she said as she squeezed her fingers tightly around hard flesh.

“Do it again,” Bradley said.

Jennifer let out a quiet laugh when she looked at the elation in his expression.

“Well, somebody definitely loves it,” she teased and raised her hand again.

Buck’s protests were ignored and the spasm of his muscles made his asshole pulse around the hard cock buried inside it. That he liked it felt shameful and he closed his eyes as he was made to endure the painful anal pleasure.

“Let’s make him cum,” Jennifer said.

Buck wasn’t given a say in the matter. His wife’s fingers began to stroke along his erection to build the rush of pleasure in his body, but it was the tightening of the grip on his hips that really caught his attention. He knew what it meant and groaned when he felt the thrusts of the man behind. It slammed the top of his thighs against the edge of the table to bring him more agony and he was a slave to the desires of the two people using him.

“Harder,” Jennifer urged as she quickened the pace of the stroking.

Buck hoped the man behind didn’t have the control to keep things going, but quickly found that wasn’t the case. The thrusts crashing against him became more frantic to pound cock into his asshole and the rush of excitement began to overwhelm him.

“Fuck…, fuck,” he gasped as his head reared up.

Jennifer recognized the sign and landed another hard spank on her husband’s butt as she took him all the way.

Buck was trapped in place against the table as the man behind hammered against him until Jennifer gave the order.

“Hold it inside.”

Bradley tightened his grip on hips to pull himself forward and fucked his full length into the tight softness. He rolled his hips to grind against naked butt and listened to the sound of groans as Buck was overwhelmed.

Jennifer knew just when to drag her fingers down to the base of her husband’s stiff shaft to press them against balls and the hard jerk of the cock in her hand was accompanied by a desperate, gasping groan.

Buck couldn’t stop his legs jolting against the edge of the table as he sprayed the underside with a powerful spurt of cum. His asshole rippled and pulsed around the hard cock buried deep inside to make the pleasure of the release all the more potent. He pressed his face down onto the wooden surface as he was engulfed in the hot, shuddering delight of the strong release and his hips juddered as he let loose with more sticky bursts of cum until his balls were emptied.

Jennifer let out a mischievous laugh as she stroked along a quivering erection. She gripped tightly one final time to slowly work her fingers from balls right up to the tip and brushed her thumb through the last trickle of white that came out. She let go of cock to bring her hand into view and licked at the cum before wiping the rest across Buck’s lips.

“You fucking owe me,” he gasped.

She spanked her hand on his ass again before speaking.

“It’s time for me to pay up then.”

She got to her feet then grabbed Bradley’s hair to pull him to a kiss and they both let out heavy breaths when it ended.

“Take it out slowly,” she said.

She reached down to let her fingertips brush against the bulging veins on hard flesh as she watched Bradley’s erection come out. It got her the sight of a gaping asshole and she slipped a finger inside to feel it closing up. When she pulled it out, she hammered her palm against trembling buttocks.

“Time for your fantasy, honey,” she said.

She took hold of Buck’s arm to help him straighten up and grabbed the hair at the nape of his neck to pull him to a kiss. She tightened her grip when their lips parted and saw him wince.

“Good boy,” she said. “Now you get your reward. Get down on your knees.”

Buck dropped down immediately and was treated to the sight of his wife’s fingers circling around Bradley’s erection. He glanced up to see the smile on her face before dropping his gaze back to the way her fingers slid along a thick, throbbing length.

“Are we getting to your fantasy now?” Jennifer asked.

“Yes,” Buck let out.

The power drained from his erection to make it fade away, but it did nothing to diminish the excitement he felt as he watched his wife be unfaithful with another man. It was just what he wanted and his eyes never left the way she stroked Bradley’s cock until she dropped down to her knees beside him.

“I’ll show you how a blowjob should be given for next time,” she said and winked.

His gaze flitted to her and he wasn’t sure if the words were a joke or not. He held the eye contact as she leaned in and pursed her lips to let spit drop onto the tip of Bradley’s erection.

“You work in the lubrication first,” she said and resumed stroking her fingers up and down to spread the spit along hard flesh.

She kept her mouth poised above cock to keep dripping saliva before finally leaning in.

“Use a fast flickering tongue,” she said and grinned as she started to do it.

Bradley let out a groan as she targeted the sensitive underside of the thick head of his erection. He clenched his fists for a few seconds, but the burst of pleasure brought on a craving for more. It made him brush his fingers into Jennifer’s hair to pull her closer.

“See how he likes it,” she teased before sliding her lips over the head of Bradley’s stiff shaft.

She held the eye contact with her husband as she slowly bobbed her head to pleasure another man. It excited her more than she imagined and she began to quicken the pace. The grip tightened in her hair to show her actions were being enjoyed. It made her force her lips lower to gag on cock and she saw the excitement on Buck’s face.

When she needed a breath, she came up slowly to make sure strings of sticky spit kept her lips connected to the head of Bradley’s cock, but she eventually licked them away seductively. She was about to lean in again, but the grip on her hair tightened to stop her and she glanced up.

“Get on the table,” Bradley said.

Jennifer felt the thrill of him taking charge. She leaned across to press her lips against her husband’s and forced her tongue into his mouth as the kiss lingered. The grip on her hair tightened again to pull her out of it.

“Enjoy,” she told her husband and got to her feet.

She stepped up to the table and gasped when a hand on her back pushed her forward. It was suddenly her bent over the wooden surface to be used and she squealed when a hard spank stung her butt. Her breath rasped out as Bradley’s cock settled into the crease of her ass and it made her push back to grind against the hardness. Fingers sank into her soft flesh to spread her buttocks and she groaned as hard cock was humped against her puckered skin.

It wasn’t her asshole Bradley wanted though and she closed her eyes when the tip of his cock slid between her thighs to brush against her swollen pussy lips. She reached forward to grab the other side of the table and her knuckles went white as she clung on.

The anticipation of what she was about to get made her shudder and she felt another touch. It made her open her eyes to try and glance back and she realized it was Buck’s cheek settling against her ass, so he could get the best view.

Her mouth opened wide when the head of Bradley’s erection settled against her slick pussy entrance and she started to curse under her breath when his hands latched onto her sides. His groan rang out when he eased his hips forward to give her more before slamming against her to fuck his full length inside.

“Is it stretching my cunt wide?” she gasped.

“Yes…, fuck yes,” Buck replied and she could hear the excitement in his words.

Bradley’s grinding movements stirred his stiff shaft around in her pussy and she shoved her ass back towards him as she went all out to play the slutty girl for her husband. Not that there was much playacting involved. The growing tingle of heat between her thighs was very real and all the more addictive because she was letting herself be used. She tightened her grip on the table as her body tensed and her gasp was loud when her hair was grabbed to pull her head back.

“Use me hard,” she gasped. “It’s what Buck the Cuck wants.”

Bradley glanced towards the man on his knees watching, but he said nothing. He pulled harder on Jennifer’s hair to make her squeal and slapped his other hand down on the small of her back. He could feel the throb of his lust growing fiercer as he held his erection deep in the slick softness of wet cunt, but there was no holding back the longing to take himself all the way. He pulled back and grunted when he thrust forward again to fuck his cock into pussy.

“Yes…, yes,” Jennifer groaned.

She pushed back to meet the next thrust and it set in motion a coming together that rapidly started to run out of control. Her husband’s cheek stayed pressed against the side of her ass and she was in no doubt he was getting exactly what he wanted as the thick, throbbing cock of another man began to ravage her pussy.

Bradley got rougher as his excitement mounted and she gasped as he held her down to throw himself at her. The sound of naked skin slapping together in a quickening rhythm filled the room as he pounded his cock into her cunt until his muscular six-pack was slamming against her ass in a unrelenting onslaught. He made no effort to control himself now. All his thoughts were focused on one thing and one thing only and he chased it more and more frantically.

Jennifer couldn’t hold in the loud, gasping cries as her thighs crashed against the edge of the table. The feel of Bradley’s cock driving deep inside over and over again took her closer to a moment she wanted, but she still wasn’t there when he fucked his full length inside and held it deep. She knew what it meant and a moment of tense anticipation ended when he jolted against her.

He let out a loud grunt of pleasure when his balls unleashed a gushing spurt of cum that splashed inside pussy. The weakening of his legs made them tremble all the more as he lost himself to the shuddering pleasure ripping through his body and he closed his eyes tightly as the erupting streams of his seed made his hips judder.

It left him breathless as the powerful release came to a high. He arched his back as he tried to bury his jerking erection deeper in cunt until there was nothing left to give. His knees almost buckled as he enjoyed the last moments of the climax before it came to an end.

“Fucking hell,” Buck said in a thrilled voice. “Pull out. I want to see.”

Bradley slumped forward as he tried to recover from the exertions. He was in no hurry to give up pussy and kept his erection buried deep inside until it began to die away.

“OK, Buck the Cuck,” he said when he straightened up. “You can have your wife back. I’m sure she has plans for you.”

Buck ignored the remark as he watched cock pull out of his wife’s pussy and the trickle of white spilled out immediately. Jennifer wanted a finish and knew just how to get it. She released her grip on the table and pushed back slightly, so she could get a hand between her thighs.

“Lick me out,” she ordered when she got fingers to her clitoris.

“Better give her what she wants,” Bradley said when he moved out of the way.

Buck stared at the growing flood of cum sliding out his wife’s cunt. It wasn’t the finish he imagined, but Jennifer’s words spurred him on.

“Come on, I gave you what you wanted,” she urged. “Help me finish.”

She dragged her hand from between her thighs to reach back and grab his hair. It made him shuffle into position and he was pulled in until his lips pressed on sticky skin. The taste of cum made him shudder, but the tight grip held him in place until he did as he was told. He stiffened his tongue to thrust it inside his wife’s filled cunt and she pushed back to grind against his mouth as she brought her other hand between her thighs.

The circling touches she stroked on her clitoris brought her right to the very edge and she held herself there for as long as she could. The roiling touch of Buck’s tongue lashing around in her cum-soaked cunt finally became too much and her body stiffened in an exquisite moment of still that finally broke to orgasm. It left her shuddering almost uncontrollably as rippling waves of hot bliss burned through her veins until the passion of the moment finally hit a high.

Her body stretched out on the tabletop as she was held in another moment of tension that died away to leave her a trembling heap. She released her grip on Buck’s hair and felt him pull away. Mustering what strength she still had, she pushed herself back to slump down to her knees on the floor. It allowed her to get her lips to his and she could taste Bradley’s cum on them. She forced her tongue into his mouth to let it play with his and looked in his eyes when she finally ended the kiss.

“Did you swallow or are you going to spit?” she let out and sniggered.

He said nothing in reply at first as he stared at her.

“You have to surprise me again,” he finally let out when he found his voice.

“Bad boy,” she teased. “Is being tied up and made to lick out my sticky, cum-filled cunt when it’s been filled by another man something you’ll do again.”

“Yes,” he said. “Will you set something up?”

“Maybe,” she said and a smile played on her lips. “We’ll see.” She was in no doubt she would though.

Neither was Buck. It was words he’d heard before and he was certain she’d be arranging plenty of meetings with Bradley to bring more of their dirty fantasies to life.


Swapping Kinks: Cougar Pegged

Brent knew Mrs. Carter was going to take advantage of him.

He couldn’t articulate exactly why he was so sure, but he knew it from the very first second he met her. The way she smiled, the glimpse of her tongue flitting across her lips, the glimmer in her eye when she shook his hand. His first interaction with her was one of the most intense moments of his life and his cock stiffened in an instant. That wasn’t exactly unusual though. His erection pretty much always came to life at the sight of a pretty woman, but on this occasion he knew it was brought on by more than his virginal fantasies about mature ladies. He was glad he’d left his t-shirt hanging loose because it was long enough to cover the bulge straining at the front of his jeans.

The meeting was on his mind again as he stared out the window at his new neighbor.

The surprise of bumping into her late on that Friday evening disappeared when he saw what she was wearing. Mrs. Carter was probably in her early fifties, but she didn’t really dress her age. The pinstripe suit she wore was businesslike and it was certainly tailored to fit her perfectly, with the dark material clinging tightly to her svelte curves. It gave her a sexy appearance and that was enhanced by the fact she appeared to be wearing nothing below the tight jacket.

Brent could only imagine she was on her way home from a night out and desperately tried not to stare at the expanse of naked skin that the plunging neckline put on view. He knew his voice was shaky as they chatted, but he couldn’t help it because there was an excitement to finding out she was the next door neighbor. He wasn’t even conscious that his eyes continually flitted to her sparkling necklace and his embarrassment rose when she asked if he liked it.

The breath struck in his throat as she touched it and his gaze followed her fingers lower as they stroked across the large, silver cross hanging from the necklace. It adorned the naked skin of her upper chest and she continued to stroke it as they chatted.

He remembered going in to his home after they parted and masturbating straight away. It was one of the strongest ejaculations of his life and set the tone for the next few weeks. He’d spoken to Mrs. Carter on a few occasions during that period and became more and more convinced she’d be the woman he’d lose his innocence to.

His erect cock was in his hand again as he stared out the window at her that Sunday morning. The fact that he was home alone meant there were no concerns about being disturbed, but the urge for more than another masturbation session made his fingers remain motionless on his throbbing shaft.

Mrs. Carter was relaxing in her patio Jacuzzi and he knew she was wearing a white bikini. The water partially hid it from his gaze, but he knew because he’d been watching when she came outside and he’d seen her take off the robe she’d been wearing. The scraps of white material didn’t do much to cover her and Brent snuck glances out the window at her curvy figure when she got in the large tub. She’d been in it for around ten minutes now and he’d been urging himself to go down since he first saw her, but he glanced down at his throbbing erection.

“Yeah, you’re going to be able to hide that,” he muttered and released his grip.

Moving away from the window, he paced the floor and tried to concentrate on anything other than the woman relaxing in the next garden. It worked to an extent and he could feel his hot blood cooling slightly. He closed his eyes tightly as he debated what to do, but, in the end couldn’t stop himself. Moving to the wardrobe, he got a pair of baggy swimming shorts and put them on. They hid his semi-erect cock to an extent, but he suspected it would be a struggle to conceal things if his cock stiffened fully again.

“Just fucking concentrate,” he berated himself.

His parents wouldn’t be back until that evening, so it was the perfect chance to see if his idea about his next door neighbor was correct. He grabbed a towel and left his bedroom to walk down the stairs, but the doubts he was imagining things that weren’t true took hold before he even reached the bottom step. A sigh spilled from his lips when he walked in the kitchen and his resolve drained away.

He walked across to the window looking out on the garden, but the Jacuzzi was just out of view. Lifting the towel to wipe it across his face, he started to pace as his mind clouded with apprehension.

“For fuck’s sake,” he finally spat out. “Just go and do some sunbathing.”

He walked to the door and pulled it open before he could convince himself otherwise. The trembling was uncontrollable when he stepped outside and he forced himself not to look over the fence towards the next door patio.

“Out to enjoy the sun?”

The sound of Mrs. Carter’s voice brought him to a stop and he feigned a surprised expression when he turned to look in her direction.

“Oh, hi,” he let out. “Yeah, my parents are away for the day, so I have the place to myself. I didn’t want to waste such a nice day indoors.”

“I thought the same, but didn’t really want too much sun on my skin, so decided to relax in here instead,” Mrs. Carter went on.

“We had a tub at our last place,” Brent said. “Not so lucky at this house though.”

“Come on in here then,” Mrs. Carter offered. “I could use the company.”

Brent’s breathing got a little ragged as his pulse quickened and no amount of concentrated effort was going to stop his erection springing fully to life. His glance shot down and he grimaced at the way the material bulged out.

“Oh, no, it’s…,” he started.

“Come on,” Mrs. Carter encouraged and laughed. “I don’t bite.”

“Fuck,” Brent muttered quietly through clenched teeth and did the only thing he could think of by covering the obvious sign of his erection with his towel.

It did nothing to take away the embarrassment of the situation as he walked to the fence. Keeping the towel in place was awkward when he climbed over, but he just about managed it. He kept his gaze on his feet as he approached the tub and felt the cold prickle of sweat on his forehead when Mrs. Carter spoke.

“Just throw your towel on a chair.”

Brent glanced towards the nearby table and chairs, with his fingers fidgeting anxiously on the towel as he held it in place. He prepared himself for what he was about to do by pushing his ass back and leaning forward. The hope was that his posture would disguise the bulge and he moved quickly when he tossed the towel on a chair. He was aware of the gaze on him as he dropped in the water and he sat down hurriedly to get his groin out of sight.

“It’s for me, isn’t it?” Mrs. Carter said.

He raised his gaze to see the wicked smile on her face and the flush of heat glowed on his cheeks.

“Sorry,” he mumbled.

“Oh, no need to be,” she went on and laughed. “I have to be honest and say I like it. What age are you?”

“Umm…, eighteen,” Brent replied.

He was astonished at the frank admission and couldn’t quite make up his mind if he’d understood her words correctly.

“Reminds me of my youth,” Mrs. Carter went on and let out a louder peal of laughter.

Brent had spent the last few weeks hoping something would happen with the gorgeous, older woman next door and the fact that the conversation apparently seemed to be turning improper already astounded him. It meant he couldn’t hold in the question.

“What do you mean?”

“My brother was eighteen when I first started noticing that a teasing girl could catch a boy’s interest,” she went on candidly. “Not that he took any interest in his bratty little sister, but that certainly wasn’t true of his friends. They sure seemed interested in my blossoming body.”

“Fuck,” Brent let out, without thinking and the unintended curse heightened his embarrassment to make him apologize. “Sorry.”

“I already told you there’s no need to be.”

There was silence for a few seconds as they stared across the water at each other and Brent squirmed at the fierce throbbing of his erection. Again, he couldn’t hold in a question.

“What happened with your brother’s friends?”

“I used them for practice,” Mrs. Carter said and laughed. “I found I liked the way they looked at me and gave them little flashes of things they shouldn’t see.”

“Your panties and bra?” Brent blurted out and heard the laugh.

“Yeah,” Mrs. Carter confessed. “I accidentally on purpose left my knees slightly apart or leaned forward to give them a glimpse down my top. It excited me the way I could get them hard.”

“What age were you?” Brent asked in a hushed voice.

“I won’t tell you that,” Mrs. Carter said and laughed. “You’ll think I’m a bad girl.”

“I’d never think that,” he exclaimed.

“Those youthful experiences get the kinks imbedded in your brain, I guess,” she went on. “What I’m telling you about happened years ago, but I never lost that thrill of knowing a guy is checking me out and getting the horn for what he sees. It’s got me into a lot of…, umm, interesting situations over the years.”

“Like this?” Brent asked.

“I could tell you were a bit infatuated the first second we met,” she replied. “All I had to do was touch that pretty, silver necklace and you couldn’t tear your gaze away. It was plainly obvious that you liked what you saw. I’m taking it you were hard?”

He was amazed that she remembered the meeting as clearly as he did, but the question made his squirm. There was no point in lying though.

“Yeah, but it’s kind of mortifying,” he conceded. “The lack of control around pretty women, I mean.”

“You’re eighteen and I’m assuming a virgin,” Mrs. Carter said and saw him nod his head. “Then it’s natural. With experience comes control…, well, some anyway.”

Brent’s amazement at the candid conversation grew. Mrs. Carter’s behavior during their previous chats bordered on mischievous and flirtatious, but they were well beyond that now.

“I can’t believe you’re telling me these things,” he said.

“I like you,” she replied, so there’s no point in playing games. “I’m guessing your kink is for boobs by the way your gaze constantly goes to mine when we chat and I’ve told you already what gets my motor revved, as it were.”

Brent stared wide-eyed at the woman sitting opposite him and the disbelief showed in his voice.

“Are you being serious?”

“Come here,” she told him.

He hesitated and Mrs. Carter smiled as she cocked a finger to beckon him. His heartbeat hammered in his chest as he moved forward in the water.

“Turn around and lean back against me,” she instructed.

Brent did as he was told and felt his back come to a rest against her luscious curves. He sat rigidly in place, but a shudder rippled through him as her hand came around his body to settle against his torso. The gently brushing of her fingertips on his naked skin was the most exquisite sensation ever and the pulsing of his erection grew fiercer. Her breath warmed his ear as her mouth came close and he heard the whisper.

“Has a girl touched you before?”

“No,” Brent admitted.

“But, you play with yourself?”

A burst of heat reddened his face, but there was no point in denying he masturbated.

“Yes.”

“Is it me you been thinking about recently?” Mrs. Carter asked.

“Yeah,” Brent admitted.

“Tell me the kink you’ve been dreaming about.”

“I…, I can’t,” he stammered.

“Come on, I want to hear.”

Mrs. Carter’s teased her fingertips around his nipple and the rush of arousal rippling through his body grew stronger. The touch of lips on his ears made him shudder and he wanted to whimper although he bit his tongue to hold in the sound.

“Tell me,” Mrs. Carter urged.

She trailed her fingers lower and Brent felt the muscles of his midriff fluttering as the delicious touch slid across them.

“I…, I fantasize a lot about, well, tits,” he let out quietly,

The seductive giggle in his ear made him catch his breath.

“Naughty boy,” Mrs. Carter said. “Have you been dreaming about my pretty boobs wrapped around your big, hard cock?”

He flinched at the touch of her teeth gently biting at his ear lobe. The way she spat out the last three words of her comment excited him. Since the night of seeing her in the pinstripe suit, it was the fantasy that filled his mind.

“Yes,” he said.

He squirmed as the caress of Mrs. Carter’s fingers traced along the naked skin just above the waistband of his shorts.

“Mmm…,” she murmured in his ear. “Let’s see what that dirty dream does to you.”

Brent tensed as her fingers forced their way under his shorts and he groaned as her fingers slowly wrapped around his erection.

“So hard,” she said in a hushed voice and squeezed tightly.

The surge of exhilaration was intense and the air spilled from Brent’s lips in ragged gasps. His very first impression of the beautiful, mature lady next door was that she’d take advantage of him and that it was actually happening was beyond belief. He could hear her heavy breathing in his ear as she began to stroke her fingers along his erect length.

“Does that feel good?” she asked.

“Fuck yes,” he gasped.

“When was the last time you helped yourself?”

“A couple of days ago,” Brent said.

“Mmm…,” she murmured again and slid her hand down to cup his balls. “So these are full for me?”

Brent rocked his head back against her shoulder when her fingertips found the sensitive skin just under his balls. The touch was electric and the throbbing of his erection grew stronger as the excitement of the moment mounted.

“I’m such a bad woman,” Mrs. Carter let out and laughed. “I want to watch.”

Brent tightened his lips together as touches began to stroke along his stiff shaft again. They ended quickly though and Mrs. Carter pulled her hand free of his shorts.

“Come with me,” she said.

The shove on his shoulder pushed Brent forward and he quickly turned to watch her getting out. His gaze settled on the way she slid her fingers under the edge of the bikini bottoms to stretch the material across her ass. She smirked when she saw him watching and patted her thigh.

“Come on,” she urged and grabbed her towel to dry herself as she walked towards the house.

Brent scrambled out of the tub to do the same and the door was closed when he walked inside. Mrs. Carter turned away from it to walk out of the kitchen and led the way along a hallway to the lounge. She moved to a huge armchair in the corner of the room and threw herself down on it. It was no mistake that her legs spread apart and the slightly transparent material of the bikini briefs provided a teasing glimpse of what was below.

“Take the shorts off,” she ordered.

Brent moved in front of her and could feel her gaze burning into him as he slid his thumbs under the waistband of the shorts to drag them down. There was a wide smile on Mrs. Carter’s face when he straightened up and his chest heaved as she stared at his erection. She reached out and Brent watched as her fingertips trailed along veins bulging with the hot blood of his lust.

“Sit down,” she said when she let go and spread her legs wider still as she patted the seat between her thighs.

Brent turned, but a hand stopped him from sitting and he was made to stand as his taut ass cheeks were groped. When the touch ended, he was pulled down and he leaned back against delicious curves again. He was caught up in the thrill of the moment and groaned when Mrs. Carter’s hand came around his body. She squeezed his erection firmly before loosening her grip to slide touches up and down. The caress of her lips pressed on his ear again.

“Do you want your fantasy to come to life?” she asked.

“Yes,” Brent blurted out.

“You can have it,” she went on. “If you give me mine.”

“OK.”

The amused laugh sounded in his ear.

“You haven’t heard what it is yet,” Mrs. Carter went on.

“I’ll give you whatever you want,” he exclaimed.

“I was hoping you’d say that.”

Brent expected to be told to stand up, but the stroking on his cock gathered pace. He squirmed around as the heat between his thighs burned brighter and he heard the excited breathing in his ear. Mrs. Carter’s touch pushed him towards the point where it would be impossible to hold back and the rising tension made him clench his buttocks tightly together. His breath came out in ragged gasps as the familiar feeling of being overwhelmed took hold and his voice was strained when he spoke.

“It’s too much.”

“Then don’t fight it,” Mrs. Carter replied. “I told you I wanted to watch.”

He suddenly realized she wasn’t going to stop what she was doing and his back arched as she worked her fingers along his throbbing shaft faster still. Her free hand slid between his thighs to grasp his balls and the tension peaked. It made his back arch tightly as his hips juddered and he was unable to hold back the pressure in his balls any longer. His body bucked as the streaming spurt of cum erupted powerfully. He heard the excited laugh in his ear as Mrs. Carter dragged her fingers down to the base of his cock to make a second white streak splash his torso.

“Give me it all,” she hissed through clenched teeth as she gripped a jerking cock tightly.

Brent rocked his head back against her shoulder as the gushing streaks of sticky white continued to spew across his belly and chest until his balls were emptied. Mrs. Carter kept her grip tight as she slowly dragged her hand right up to the tip of his shaft and he glanced down to see the last dribble of pearly white ooze out to run across her fingers.

“Dirty, dirty boy,” she teased him.

Her grip loosened, but she continued to caress her fingers along his erection as the power gradually faded from it. She lifted her hand afterwards and he was all too aware that a sexy woman was licking his cum from her hand. He slumped against her body and closed his eyes as her lips nuzzled his ear.

“Now we got that out of you,” she told him. “Come back here at two o’clock.”

Brent didn’t want to get up from where he was, but forced himself to do it and quickly grabbed his shorts to wipe the sticky mess from his body then put them on.

“Remember what you said,” Mrs. Carter commented.

He nodded his head when he looked at her. She was still wearing the white bikini, but kept her legs spread for him to stare between them before his gaze slid up to her breasts. The idea that he would really get to use them made a shiver ripple down his spine and the thought of a tit fuck stayed on his mind as he was led to the door.

“It’ll be unlocked, so just come in and find me,” she said.

Brent turned, but the door was already closing and he caught no more than a glimpse of his neighbor before turning away to return to his home.

***

The minutes until two o’clock seemed to tick by at a snail’s pace. Brent tried to keep his mind occupied to make the time pass quicker, but it was impossible. In the last few weeks he’d fantasized about Mrs. Carter every day and he would have died for a handjob from her. That he got it that very morning wasn’t exactly a fading memory, but his mind was already playing out what he might get that afternoon.

Virtually the minute he got out of the shower after cleaning the cum from his torso, he’d got hard again and it was proving difficult to make it calm down. The thought of it fucking between Mrs. Carter’s delectable tits played on his mind time and time again as the hours passed by and he was hoping the fact he’d unloaded that morning would make him last longer in the afternoon.

As the hands of the clock edged towards the hour of the afternoon meeting, the fear began to surface that his parents would return. The wait had been torture, but it would be nothing compared to the idea that his chance to return next door would disappear. He’d paced back and forth in the kitchen like he’d done that morning and could wait no longer when it got to five minutes before two. Walking out to the garden, he climbed over the fence then went to the door of Mrs. Carter’s property.

He held his breath as he reached out and the air came back out slowly when the handle turned. The place was quiet when he stepped inside and he wondered if he should shout that he’d arrived. He decided to go to the lounge first, but there was no sign of the person he wanted. His hands grew clammier and he rubbed them on his shorts as he returned to the hallway then walked to the bottom of the stairs.

“I’m here,” he shouted.

“Then come on up.”

Even though he was expecting it, the sound of the voice still startled him and he gulped.

“OK,” he muttered under his breath as he put his foot on the first step.

He looked along the hallway when he got to the top of the stairs. The door at the end was closed, as was the one on the left.

“OK,” he murmured again and walked along to the door on the right, which was ajar.

He reached out to push it open and the sight that greeted his eyes was way, way better than anything he’d ever fantasized. Mrs. Carter was sitting at the bottom of the bed and smiled. Her legs were crossed and her arms folded across her chest and it was all that covered her nakedness. The only things she wore were the silver necklace he’d seen on their very first meeting and a pair of heels.

“Well, look who’s here?” she said and smirked. “Like my outfit?”

“It’s perfect,” Brent said in a hushed voice as he stepped inside the room.

It got better as Mrs. Carter dropped her arms away from her chest to reveal her naked breasts and Brent’s gaze latched onto them. His tongue slid around his lips as he stared, but he quickly looked lower when she uncrossed her legs and spread them apart. There was nothing covering her pussy now, which was shaved bared to reveal every beautiful fold of skin.

“I only have one more thing to put on,” she said.

“What’s that?” Brent asked in a shaky voice.

“A surprise,” she went on and laughed. “I want some kisses here first…, after you give me a strip show.”

Brent watched her fingers slide down her belly then between her thighs to stroke touches along her pussy lips. He reached for the bottom of his t-shirt to drag it up and over his head then dropped it at his feet. He then kicked off his trainers and dragged his shorts down his legs.

“Well, well, all big and hard for me again,” she teased when Brent straightened up. “That’s a good boy. Now get on your hands and knees and crawl over here.”

Brent felt the flood of excitement taking hold as he did as he was told. His gaze locked on the way fingers stroked along pussy and they were held out to him when he got closer. He licked and sucked eagerly at the stickiness for his first ever taste of a woman.

It made him want more and he knew he was going to get it when Mrs. Carter spread her knees wider apart. She slid two fingers into wet folds of skin to open herself up. The glistening pink stirred a carnal lust in him and he leaned in closer. Flicking out his tongue, he licked at shaved pussy and the sound of the groan made him look up.

“What do I do?”

“You’re already doing it, honey,” Mrs. Carter said. “Keep licking and I’ll tell you what to do next.”

Brent didn’t need to be told twice and leaned in to rasp his tongue eagerly along wet cunt again and again. The taste filled his mouth and he watched as Mrs. Carter used her free hand to pull on the soft flesh at the top of her pubis.

“Now the clit,” she said in a gasping voice.

She stroked her fingertips across the erect bud that popped out of its hood to guide the way and Brent swept his tongue over it. The whimpering groans that rang out excited him and Mrs. Carter threw herself back to lie down. She continued to hold herself open for a virgin boy to get his first taste and her buttocks clenched as she was carried higher on the rippling waves of pleasure he brought on.

“Put your tongue in,” she instructed.

Brent watched as she stretched her swollen lips wider apart and he leaned in to thrust his tongue in the slick entrance that opened up. It was rapidly soaked as he swirled it around and he pushed all the way in until his mouth was stuck to shaved skin. Her groans got louder and her ass lifted up as the tension gripped her body. She dragged her fingers from her pubis to grab his hair and held on as he licked her out with the frantic eagerness of youth. His cock throbbed strongly as he ate out cunt until the grip on his hair dragged his head away.

“You do that good,” Mrs. Carter said and let out a breathless laugh.

“Why did you stop me?”

“You don’t want to end things too quickly now, do you?” she went on as she sat up. “Get to your feet.”

Brent scrambled up and shuddered when his erection was grabbed. He shuffled forward as the grip dragged him closer and he couldn’t hold in the groan when a fast flickering tongue tormented the head of his cock. His legs started to tremble and he reached out to clamp his hand on a breast. He half expected to be rebuked, but got the complete opposite.

“Dig your fingers in hard,” Mrs. Carter urged.

He stared at the pretty, silver necklace she wore before lowering his gaze to the way he roughly groped her. There was a disbelief that she was actually letting him, but the words she spat out only encouraged him on to more. They became muffled as she slid her lips over the tip of his cock, but she did no more than hold the head in her mouth as she forced a hand under his balls. Brent squirmed as a finger stroked back towards his asshole and the touch on his puckered hole made his buttocks clench.

“You like that?” Mrs. Carter growled when she raised her head.

Brent squirmed as the teasing touch circled around his asshole and occasionally pressed directly on it.

“Yes,” he admitted.

“Then we’re perfect for each other,” Mrs. Carter said and pulled her hand away.

“What do you mean?”

He didn’t get an answer and could only watch in awe at the sexy sight of a naked, curvy woman in a necklace and heels getting to her feet. A smile played on her lips as she stroked fingertips along his jawline.

“Time to swap kinks,” she said and laughed.

Brent frowned as she walked towards the door in the corner of the room. His gaze dropped to the sensual sway of her hips and he lifted a hand to wipe it across his mouth. Mrs. Carter disappeared inside what he assumed was a bathroom and his gaze remained fixed on the door. He grabbed his erection to slide his fingers along it and tensed when he heard his neighbor returning.

“No fucking way,” he let out in an apprehensive voice when she came in view.

When he entered the room, she’d told him she had one more thing to put on. What that was made him clench his buttocks and he stared at the thick, purple, strap-on dildo that jutted out from her groin.

“I always wanted to do it,” she said and let out a quiet laugh.

“Can’t say the same,” Brent exclaimed in an anxious voice.

It only got a louder laugh and he watched as Mrs. Carter strolled across to the bedside cabinet then got something out of the drawer.

“I think I’ve always had a bit of cock envy,” she said and smirked. “Since those early days of teasing my brother’s friends and seeing the way they got hard. I always wondered what it would be like to grab hold of hips and violate a tight hole and, well…”

“Now you’re going to do it,” Brent let out and rubbed a hand across his chin as his nerves flared.

He saw the bottle of hand oil she was holding and glanced up when she sniggered.

“I guess that depends on how much you want these?”

Brent’s mouth opened wide as she popped the cap of the bottle and dribbled a line of oil across her chest, just below the bottom of the silver cross. He stared at the way it began running down her skin and was transfixed as she started to work it into her breasts. She repeated the operation and his gaze remained glued to the sexy performance until her breasts were glistening.

“Oh fuck, I want them,” he murmured.

“Then you know what you get first,” Mrs. Carter replied.

He watched as oil was drizzled on the head of the purple dildo. It was an imitation of a real cock, but definitely bigger than his. A grimace spread across his face as he watched the toy being lubricated. There was a certain allure to the way Mrs. Carter’s fingers slid along it, but he knew where it would be going and instinctively clenched his buttocks again. The trembling of his legs got worse as he watched the display come to an end.

“Hands and knees on the bed,” Mrs. Carter ordered.

Brent hesitated and couldn’t bring himself to take the first step. Mrs. Carter walked across to stand beside him and he caught the floral scent of the oil on her skin. His gaze lingered on her naked breasts and he groaned when she reached out to grab his cock. The silky feel of her oily fingers sliding along his length was better than ever and he rocked his head back.

“OK, OK,” he said.

The grip on his cock led him to the foot of the bed and he dropped down to get to his hands and knees on it then crawled forward. The hard spank on his ass made him yelp and he closed his eyes tightly as the stinging pain ripped through his veins.

“Let me see the handsome face first,” Mrs. Carter instructed.

“Fuck,” Brent muttered as he shuffled around on all fours and moved to put his head over the edge of the bed.

“That’s a good boy,” Mrs. Carter said.

The heels she wore put her groin level with his face and he held his breath as he stared at the way her fingers slid along the toy again.

“I think this needs a little more lubrication,” she let out quietly.

Brent knew how it was going to be done and shuddered at the grip in his hair that led his head forward. What was happening was as far from his fantasies about the woman he was with as he could imagine, but it did nothing to take away his excitement. If anything, he could feel his cock throbbing harder and tremors rippled through his body as the tip of the dildo stroked across his lips. His gaze slid down Mrs. Carter’s legs to the heels on her feet, but he looked up when her fingers curled below his chin.

“So this is what it feels like to be the man,” she said and smiled. “I can see what the attraction of violating a pretty, innocent mouth is.”

Brent felt the grip of her fingers sinking into his cheeks and it made his lips part.

“That’s it,” Mrs. Carter went on as she gripped the dildo with her other hand to force it between lips.

His instinct was to try and back away, but the grip on his face tightened as Mrs. Carter eased her hips forward. He glanced up again and could see the excitement on her face as she filled his mouth. Suddenly he was struggling for breath and he could feel the build-up of spit in his mouth that would lubricate the silicone length.

“Yeah, this is kinky,” Mrs. Carter murmured as she began to gently thrust her hips forward.

The tip of the toy slid to the back of Brent’s throat and the taste of the oil filled his mouth. The grip on his face released, but his hair was grabbed immediately and the thrusts became more urgent. Mr. Carter could feel the studded base of the strap-on rubbing against her pussy and the swell of pleasure started by a tongue gained traction again.

The urge to have the studs grinding more roughly against her slick skin made her throw her hips forward with increased effort and Brent started to gag. Strings of saliva spilled from his lower lip and his muffled protests were ignored as the dildo fucked harder into his mouth. He lifted a hand to press it on Mrs. Carter’s belly, but it did little to hold her back as the lust for what she was doing took hold. There was a passion to her movements as she drove the dildo into mouth and the desire to dominate the boy she was using grew stronger.

She shuddered when she finally relented and cupped her fingers below Brent’s chin again as he desperately sucked in air. It made him look up and he could tell that she was only interested in savoring her kink. He pulled his hand from her belly to wipe the back of it across his mouth and knew he would have to take what she was giving if he wanted to get to his own fantasy.

“Look how wet you made it,” she teased him as she stroked her fingers along the thick, jutting dildo. “Are you ready for more than a fingertip on that tight hole?”

“No,” he let out, but heard her laugh as he immediately shuffled around to face away from her.

It presented her with his naked butt and he flinched when a firm spank clapped onto his exposed cheeks. They were spread immediately afterwards and the teasing touch of fingertips brushing across his asshole made him groan. Mrs. Cater picked up the bottle of oil from where she’d thrown it on the bed and dribbled some on his lower back.

Brent could feel it sliding down between his spread cheeks to run over his asshole as the brushing caresses continued to stroke on his puckered skin. His muscles tightened when he felt a finger pressing against his tight ring, but it was quickly replaced by something thicker and he squirmed. Ragged breaths spilled from his lips as the pressure increased, but he clenched tightly and it held the dildo back.

It was a new experience for Mrs. Carter too and her legs began to tremble as she felt the base of the toy chafing against her. She grabbed behind the head of the dildo to work the tip in circles and slowly but surely began to open up an asshole. Her efforts were unrelenting as she went after what she wanted and the pop of Brent’s ring as it was penetrated stoked a lust in her like never before.

The resistance holding her back suddenly evaporated and she felt how easily she could slide the dildo inside when she pushed her hips forward. It was giving her a view from a different perspective, but she understood what Brent was feeling as he dropped his forehead to the bed and gripped the covers. His knuckles whitened as she forced him into taking every last inch and there was a dirty delight to grinding herself against his naked butt.

The silicone studs rubbed against her pussy and clit to make her body judder, with the trembling of her legs worsening. It made her grab hold of Brent’s hips to steady herself, but she didn’t stop grinding against him to keep the hot pleasure building between her thighs.

“Fucking hell,” he groaned, but his words were muffled as he pushed his face into the bedcovers.

Mrs. Carter couldn’t resist and heard his yelping cry when she spanked his butt again. The sound of it excited her, so she cracked her palm down once more before gripping his hips.

“You like being my anal slut, don’t you?” she growled, but there was no answer as she dug her fingers into his flesh to pull herself onto him.

The way his asshole pulsed and rippled around the thick penetration was a thrill that Brent hadn’t expected and he could feel the way it was making his erection throb. The dirty delight of that merged into the aching pain that stung his reddened skin and his excitement climbed. He wasn’t in imminent danger of losing control, but didn’t think that would be the case when the domineering woman behind went after more of her kink. She seemed content to keep the dildo buried all the way inside to grind against him, but he knew that wasn’t going to last. The sound of her groans filled the room and her fingernails brought on more burning pain as they dug deeper into her flesh.

“Shit,” she gasped in a breathless voice as the grinding touch of the studs on her skin brought her closer to a climax.

She looked down as she slowly drew her hips back and watched the writhing of the boy she was using. The tip of the dildo was almost out of asshole when she threw herself forward to drive the toy back in. It crashed her body against butt and the flare of pleasure was addictive. She loosened her grip on hips and leaned forward to grab Brent’s shoulders as she drew her hips back again. His muffled groan was loud as she rammed the thick dildo back inside to enjoy more of the hot bliss rippling through her body.

His ass stayed up in the air as his head rolled around and she started to quicken the pace of her thrusts. The heady buzz of ravishing a virgin asshole filled her mind and it made her hammer forward with an increasing hunger to slam her belly onto butt. Naked skin slapping together became the loudest sound in the room and Mrs. Carter’s breath rasped out as she lost herself to the thrill of the moment. She continued to throw herself forward to make the base of the strap-on ravage her pussy and clit and the trembling of her legs worsened as she took herself to the very edge of losing control.

When her orgasm erupted to life, she drove the full length of the dildo in virgin ass and her movements were almost violent as she worked to grind the base of the toy on her shaved skin. Her mewling groans of pleasure grew louder as she climbed to a high that drained the power from her body and she leaned forward to press her weight down on Brent as she reveled in the shuddering delight of completely losing control. Her nails dug into his skin as she clung on tightly, but it eventually became too much to stay on her feet and the dildo pulled out as she slumped to the floor.

“Turn around and sit on the edge of the bed,” she ordered.

It was time for her to return a kink and she watched the way Brent scrambled to get in position.

“Spread your legs,” she said.

He did as he was told and she shuffled forward on her knees to get in between. The way his erection quivered showed just how excited he was and she heard his loud groan as she grabbed hold of her breasts to squeeze them around his stiff length.

“Is this your fantasy?” she teased him as she made the head of his erection pop out of the top of her glistening cleavage. The afterglow of the orgasm rippled through her body to fill her veins with a final pleasure as she leaned down.

“Fuck yes,” Brent groaned as a fast flickering tongue tormented the very tip of his erection.

He squirmed around and started trying to buck his ass up from the bed. Mrs. Carter raised her head, but kept her tits wrapped around his erect length to let him fuck into the slippery softness of her oiled cleavage.

“Yeah, you like that,” she growled as she watched his excited movements.

She forced herself forward to make him sit still and began to stroke her tit flesh up and down his throbbing cock. His ragged breaths were a sign that he was struggling to cope with the delicious touch rubbing along his length and she put the effort in to bringing him to a high.

“Come on,” she encouraged him through gritted teeth. “You want to cover my tits in your cum, don’t you?”

“Yes, oh fuck…, yes,” Brent blurted out and slammed his hands on the mattress as he started trying to buck up into her smooth, soft cleavage again.

He could sense the rising heat that was carrying him up to a release and fought against it to try and hold out as long as possible. Mrs. Carter squeezed her tits ever more firmly around his length as she worked them up and down and her talk about him unloading on her tits became dirtier. His excitement spiraled up until it overwhelmed him.

“It’s too much,” he gasped.

It was the same words he used that morning and Mrs. Carter let out a laugh as she freed his erection from her cleavage then grabbed hold to stroke him to a climax. Brent desperately clenched his buttocks to stave off his release for a final few seconds, but there was finally no holding back the pressure in his balls. His butt jerked up from the mattress as a torrent of cum erupted from the tip of his cock. He heard the shrieking laugh of the woman in front of him as her upper chest was blasted by a sticky white torrent. She stroked her fingers to the base of cock and leaned in to let a gushing deluge splatter the underside of her chin before aiming the remaining spurts at her naked breasts.

Brent watched as he dirtied a mature woman’s tits with thick, white streaks. It was the most amazing moment of his life as she held his erection and let him unload all over her and he groaned as the release came to an end.

“Now I have a pearl necklace as well,” Mrs. Carter joked and laughed.

Brent stared as cum slid down her naked skin to drip from the underside of her breasts onto her thighs and his breath spilled out in heavy, ragged gasps.

“Look at you,” she teased as she leaned forward. “All sweaty and happy.”

He shuddered as her tongue swirled around the head of his cock to clean away the speckles of white. She then did the same thing as that morning by dragging her fingers up to the tip. It brought out a final drop of white and she held his gaze as she licked it away.

“I think I need a shower,” she said when she let go of cock and stroked her fingertips through the ribbons of cum on her skin.

She made no move to get up though and let him watch as she continued to trail her fingers across her breasts. When she finally got to her feet, she held out her hand and Brent felt the stickiness on it when he grabbed hold. He got up to follow as he was led towards the door in the corner of the room and his gaze latched onto naked ass.

“Have you ever…,” he started, but couldn’t bring himself to finish the question.

Mrs. Carter glanced over her shoulder and laughed when she saw where he was staring.

“I think I’ve given you an anal kink,” she joked.

He looked up to catch her gaze when they got to the door and walked in the bathroom.

“Do you want to swap again?” Brent let out in a hushed voice.

Mrs. Carter turned and put her hands on her hips as she started at him.

“Hmm, my ass for…,” she let out and laughed.

“I’ll give you anything you want,” Brent blurted out.

“Oh, I know you will,” she said and grabbed his wrist to drag him into the shower cubicle. “I know you will.”


Swapping Kinks: Plugged In

Brent almost dropped his phone on the kitchen table.

The sound of the front door opening had panicked him and he quickly cleared the picture from the screen and took a deep breath. It did little to slow the flood of hot blood rushing to his groin and he let out a quiet curse as he crossed his legs. His instinct was to get to his bedroom, but that would mean passing whoever just came in the house and he could feel his erection already beginning to bulge out the front of his jeans.

“Good day at college?” his mother asked when she walked in the kitchen.

“Yeah, it was fine,” Brent replied in as casual a voice as he could muster.

The image of what he just saw on his phone was imprinted on his brain and, try as he might, there was no clearing it away. It made his erection throb and the embarrassment of it caused sweat to prickle on his brow.

“Have you eaten?” his mother went on.

“I got something before I came home,” he replied.

She put her bag down on the kitchen table then took off her jacket and hung it over the back of a chair.

“You don’t want me to make anything for you then?” she went on.

“No thanks,” Brent replied.

The ringing of his phone unnerved him and he stared down at the device. He didn’t realize his hesitation went on too long until his mother spoke.

“Are you going to answer that?”

“Oh, yeah,” he muttered and lifted the phone.

He recognized the number as the same one that sent him the picture and more beads of sweat dampened his forehead. There was no way he was answering the call in front of his mother and he swiped the screen to stop the ringing. He was aware of the inquisitive expression on her face when he snuck a glance and made up an excuse that actually had a ring of truth to it.

“A girl I don’t want to talk to,” he let out sheepishly.

“It’s not love then,” his mother teased him and smiled.

“No,” he replied and felt the flush of heat on his face because of the lie.

He suspected his mother would think it was embarrassment and she said no more as she walked to a closet to get a tin of soup. While she busied herself with opening it and finding a pot, he took the opportunity to get to his feet and step over to the door.

“I’ll see you later,” he said before walking out.

He didn’t quite catch his mother’s response, but wasn’t about to go back and ask what it was. Moving to the stairs, he hurried up them and went to his bedroom. Once he was inside, he locked the door to make sure he wouldn’t be disturbed and threw himself down on the bed. He wasted no time in opening the picture again and felt the throb of his cock as he stared at it.

The outfit Mrs. Carter wore comprised a tight, little black dress, with the hem hitched high enough to reveal the dark tops of fishnet stocking. The picture showed her from just above the waist down to her knees and revealed her figure from the side. She was arching her back and sticking out her butt in a provocative pose and Brent touched a finger on the screen to trace it along a delicious curve. The black material clung to her body like a second skin and it was the most perfect thing he’d ever seen.

“Gorgeous,” he muttered as he stared.

The sound of ringing startled him and he fumbled the phone as he tried to pick it up. He cursed under his breath as he tried to compose himself and rolled onto his back as he swiped his finger across the screen.

“Are you ignoring me?” Mrs. Carter asked.

“No,” Brent exclaimed, but the throaty laugh that came down the line showed she was teasing. “I was in the kitchen with my mother,” he went on. “I couldn’t answer when you called the first time.”

“You’d seen the picture, right?”

“Yeah,” Brent said and heard the seductive laugh again.

“Did it get your cock hard?”

The flush of heat burned on his cheeks as his embarrassment flared, but hearing Mrs. Carter say dirty words excited him more.

“Yes,” he admitted. “I escaped the kitchen when my mum wasn’t looking.”

“Where are you now?”

“Locked in my bedroom,” Brent told her.

“Do you have a computer and printer in there?”

The question came out of the blue and Brent frowned.

“Yeah, I have them,” he said slowly.

“Then print it out.”

“Huh?” he exclaimed, but the line went dead. “Print it out,” he muttered and guessed she could only be talking about the picture she sent.

He scrambled off his bed and walked to the desk in the corner of the room. Opening the drawer, he searched for the cable to connect his phone to his laptop and sat down when he found it. The sound of the message alert brought him to a stop and the breath stuck in his throat. He saw the message was from Mrs. Carter and his eyes opened wide as he stared at what she’d sent.

“Fucking hell,” he let out and rubbed his hand on the bulge in his jeans.

If someone told him a few weeks before that he’d be sexting with a mature, gorgeous woman, he would have told them they were crazy. The picture he stared at showed it wasn’t though. The shapely curve of Mrs. Carter’s butt was in full view, with her rounded cheeks spread to show a pretty, puckered hole.

Brent knew it wasn’t the first image he was meant to print out and quickly connected his phone to his laptop then downloaded the picture he just received. He was listening to the whir of the printer when the phone rang again.

“You like that, don’t you honey?” Mrs. Carter said.

Brent could feel how strongly his cock was throbbing as he grabbed for the printout and stared at it.

“I’m looking at it right now,” he said.

“Mmm…, good boy,” Mrs. Carter replied and the excitement was there to hear in her voice. “Is that pretty picture making you cock harder?”

“Yes,” Brent replied.

He squirmed on the seat at the way his erection strained for release from his jeans and he couldn’t stop stroking his fingers along the stiff outline.

“Show me,” she told him.

“Are you serious?” Brent blurted out.

“You want to play, don’t you?” Mrs. Carter went on.

“Yes.”

“Then show me,” she said.

The connection went dead again and Brent got up from his seat and hurried over to the bed. He threw what he was holding down on it then quickly stripped naked. It wasn’t the first time he’d taken a picture of his erection and he positioned his phone to get a close up when he lay down on the bed. He really was playing sexting games now and there was an excitement to it as he prepared a message for Mrs. Carter and attached the picture to it.

His thumb hovered over the screen, but he checked, re-checked then checked again to make sure the phone number was correct. There would be a massive humiliation to making a mistake, but he finally swiped his finger on the screen to send the message. His attention returned to the sheet of paper and he propped his head on a pillow as he stared at it.

“Fucking love it,” he let out and grabbed hold of his cock to stroke touches along it as he took in the sight of Mrs. Carter’s delectable ass.

The urge to kiss the picture filled his mind, but the ringing of his phone stopped him from doing it and he hurried to connect the call.

“Naughty boy,” the voice came down the line to tease him. “Are you stroking that big, hard cock over my picture?”

Brent’s embarrassment returned, but he admitted the truth.

“Yes.”

“That’s so fucking hot,” Mrs. Carter went on. “Are you thinking about what it would feel like to slide your dick into that nice, tight hole?”

“Bloody hell,” Brent let out in a hushed voice.

The seductive tone of Mrs. Carter speaking dirty words made his cock throb all the more and she carried on teasing him.

“Just think of me on my hands and knees, with my naked ass pushed high in the air for you. You want that, don’t you?”

“Fuck, yes,” Brent replied in a breathless voice. He gripped his fingers tighter around his erection as he tugged it frantically and jammed the phone closer to his ear.

“Mmm…,” Mrs. Carter went on. “Your midriff slapping hard against my naked butt as you ram that solid dick into my tight hole harder and faster until I’m whimpering like a dirty little slut and begging for your cum.”

Brent closed his eyes as the throbbing pulse of hot blood burned through him. He was in the middle of another fantasy and his hand swept along his cock as he pushed himself towards a climax. Mrs. Carter’s voice continued to sound in his ear.

“Are you going to fuck me hard, Brent? Are you going to get so excited that you can’t stop yourself ravaging my asshole until I’m screaming your name? You don’t know how much I’ve been thinking about that in the last few days.”

“Really?” he blurted out.

“Oh yes,” Mrs. Carter said. “You’re not the only one that wants to swap kinks, but that’s for later. Are you looking at my picture?”

“Yes,” Brent said.

He squirmed around on the bed as his excitement climbed and he slowed the pace of his stroking to keep himself under control.

“I want you to tribute it and let me see,” Mrs. Carter said. “I want you emptying every last drop from your balls onto my tiny, puckered hole.”

Brent shuddered as he pushed himself to sit up. He got himself on all fours and positioned the picture under his belly, so he could stare down at it. His mind went back to the afternoon in Mrs. Carter’s home. It had ended in the bathroom when she offered to swap kinks again. He didn’t know exactly what she wanted, but knew he would give whatever it was.

“Stroke that cock harder,” she urged him and let out a sultry laugh. “Think of it fucking into my tight asshole until it gets too much for you to cope with.”

“Jesus,” Brent muttered.

The woman on the other end of the line was driving him crazy and his hand flew along his stiff shaft as he pushed himself towards the edge. His breath rasped out as the dirty words continued to whisper in his ear until his groans of excitement came out louder.

“Oh yeah, do it,” Mrs. Carter encouraged him. “Make me your cum slut and shoot it all over my asshole.”

Brent clenched his lips together as he was swept up in the moment. His hand raced up and down his erection as his balls contracted up to his groin. That familiar feeling of losing control took hold between his thighs and he gasped as the whispers of a kinky, older woman continued to slip into his ear until it all got too much for him. His breath rasped out as he dragged his hand to the base of his erection and aimed the tip.

The tension broke to a gushing stream of thick white that streaked out to splash down on the picture. Brent bit his lip to hold in the desperate groans that threatened to spill out of his mouth. His hips juddered as he continued to tribute the picture of Mrs. Carter’s ass and he listened to her heavy breathing in his ear. The spurts of cum continued to rain down as every last drop emptied from his balls and he slumped down to his back on the bed when the powerful release came to an end.

“Let me see.”

Mrs. Carter’s excited words were followed by the line going dead and Brent gasped for breath as he tried to recover. He pushed himself up after a few seconds and used his phone to take a picture of what he’d done. There was a thrill to sending the message and he slumped down on his bed again afterwards. His finger swiped the screen before the first ring of the call ended.

“Naughty, naughty boy,” Mrs. Carter told him and laughed. “You really fucking unloaded on my asshole. Do you want to do it for real?”

Brent sat bolt upright.

“You want to get together again?” he blurted out.

“Uh huh,” she replied and laughed. “I think it’s time to swap more kinks. Do you know the Craven Tree Hotel?”

“Umm…, yeah,” Brent replied. “It’s that upmarket one on Boyd Street.”

“Meet me there at nine tonight,” Mrs. Carter said and hung up.

Brent looked at his phone and shook his head. He’d just enjoyed phone sex with a gorgeous older woman, who encouraged him to tribute a picture of her curvy ass. It sounded as if that was simply the start of things though and he set his head down on the pillows as he contemplated what promised to be a night to remember.

***

“I’m heading over to Gary’s for a while.”

Brent shouted the information as he walked past the lounge, without bothering to stick his head around the door.

“OK, see you later.”

A shiver rippled down his spine when he heard his mother’s reply and he felt the guilt of another lie welling up. He shrugged it off as he walked out the door. Going to his college friend’s home in the evening wasn’t unusual and he knew it wouldn’t make his parents suspicious. The fact that he might not actually return that evening was another matter altogether though and he wasn’t sure how he would explain that.

The chance to meet up with Mrs. Carter again was way too much of a temptation to resist, however. If it turned out that she wanted him to stay at the hotel for the night, he would need to come up with an excuse although couldn’t fathom what that would be. A glance at his watch showed it was only seven thirty, but getting out of the house had seemed like the best idea. It made it more believable that he was going to see his friend, but he had no intention of doing that.

Instead, he walked along the bus route for a while before coming to a halt at a stop where he though there was little chance of bumping into anyone he knew. When the bus arrived, he got on, paid the fare and found an empty seat to drop down on. The image of the second picture he was sent that evening was seared into his brain, but the prospect of playing with the real thing was all he could think about.

He kept his gaze out of the window to impassively watch the scene passing by as his mind ticked over. His cock was constantly on the cusp of coming to life, but he managed to dampen down the arousal to avoid it happening. When he arrived in the town center, he got off the bus and wondered what he could do to kill over an hour. Wandering around aimlessly didn’t seem like a good idea and he eventually stopped at a fast food joint.

He ordered some french fries and a coke when he got to the counter then went up the stairs to the first floor of the building. There were empty tables by the windows, so he dumped his tray down on one and sat. He wasn’t really that interested in the food and picked absentmindedly at the fries as he waited for the time to pass.

The memory of the Sunday afternoon when he was waiting to go to Mrs. Carter’s home for their first encounter came in his head and he grimaced. The hands of his watch seemed to move in slow motion on that occasion and the same thing was happening again. It was torture, so he forced himself to stop looking at the time and concentrated on staring out the window. The scene outside was fairly quiet although a few people occasionally wandered past.

It meant there wasn’t much to hold his attention, but he managed to stretch out his stay in the fast food place until twenty five minutes to nine. That was the point at which he couldn’t bear sitting still any longer. Getting to his feet, he picked up his tray and walked over to a cleaning station. Dumping the rubbish in the bin, he then went to the staircase and made his way down to the ground floor. His final destination wasn’t far and he ended up opposite the Craven Tree Hotel fifteen minutes before the appointed time of his meeting.

A nervous sigh spilled from his lips as he stared at the lit-up façade and he could sense both excitement and apprehension taking hold at the prospect of what he was about to get involved in. He debated whether to go inside and wait, but in the end decided not to. Lurking around in the lobby didn’t seem like a good idea and he was sure he’d stick out like a sore thumb. It made him remain where he was until a couple of minutes before nine.

“Let’s do this,” he muttered to spur himself to action.

He crossed the street and his trepidation grew stronger as he approached the revolving door. Coming to a stop when he was inside, he glanced about. There were a few people milling around the lobby, but it wasn’t until he looked to the area of seating in the far corner of the large space that he saw the person he wanted.

Mrs. Carter raised a hand and smiled when he caught her gaze, but Brent remained rooted to the spot. The outfit she wore was the one he saw in the first picture she sent earlier in the evening. It stoked his excitement straight away and there was no cooling his lust now. He watched as she curled her forefinger in a beckoning motion and it got him moving.

His gaze dropped to the black heels on her feet. They hadn’t been visible in the picture, but appeared to be at least three inches high. Her legs were crossed, with her upper foot swinging slightly. Brent’s gaze slid to the fishnet material covering her legs and his excitement grew. He knew they were stockings although there was no sign of the dark tops when he stared at the hem of her dress. The sense of expectation became potent to make him tremble as he neared her and she patted the empty seat beside her. He checked out the way the black material of the dress clung to her breasts as he sat down and was unaware that his tongue slid around his lips.

“Well, look who’s here,” Mrs. Carter said and smirked. “Like my outfit.”

Brent was hit by a sense of déjà vu and realized it was the words she used when he’d walked into the bedroom of her home during their first time together. On that occasion she was naked, but for heels and a necklace. The outfit she wore now covered a lot more, but was incredibly sexy and he looked down to her heels then back up to meet her gaze.

“It’s beautiful,” he said.

“Why, thank you,” she replied in a teasing tone and reached across to pat her hand on his knee. “I saw how much you liked it earlier.”

The thought of sending her the picture of his hard cock flashed through his mind to redden his cheeks and he heard the quiet laugh.

“That picture was pretty,” she went on teasing and pulled her hand from his knee to reach out to the glass of wine on the table. “Would you like one?” she asked.

Her gaze stayed on him as she lifted the glass to her lips, but he shook his head.

“No thanks.”

“What do you think of the place?” she asked.

“It’s pretty impressive” he replied.

His nervousness on entering the lobby meant he hadn’t actually taken much notice of his surroundings and he’d completely ignored them when he saw Mrs. Carter. He now glanced around to the sight of a large, polished wooden reception desk, which was lit by a cut-glass chandelier hanging over it. The marble flooring was dark, except for a lighter crest emblazoned with the name of the hotel. The darkness of the floor contrasted with brighter, turquoise-painted walls on which were hung a series of cityscape prints.

“I don’t think I could afford to stay here though,” Brent went on when he brought his gaze back to the woman sitting next to him.

“Me neither,” Mrs. Carter said and laughed. “I can stretch to buying a glass of wine and enjoying the surroundings though.”

“Oh, OK,” Brent said and frowned.

Mrs. Carter let out a laugh and reached out to brush her thumb across his creased forehead.

“Did you think you were in for a dirty night in a swanky hotel room?” she teased him.

“Umm…, I didn’t know what I was getting myself into,” Brent admitted.

“That’s the way I like it,” Mrs. Carter said and raised her eyebrows as she took a drink.

Brent stared at the lipstick mark on the glass and it brought his attention to how pretty her makeup was.

“You look gorgeous,” he let out and saw the smile on her face.

“Thank you,” she said and reached out her free hand to cup his chin. “You’re a sweet boy…, which make corrupting you so much more fun.”

Brent gulped as her fingertips stroked along his jawline before pulling away and he glanced around self-consciously.

“Don’t worry,” Mrs. Carter said. “It’s quiet at this time of night and no one is paying any attention to us.”

He brought his gaze back to her. It amazed him that she appeared so calm and unruffled. His nerves were jumping like crazy and his unease wasn’t helped by the fact that her touch made it impossible to calm down. He could feel the strong pulse of hot blood that was making his cock throb and crossed his legs. Mrs. Carter’s low snigger reddened his face.

“It’s not funny,” he hissed. “I have to walk out of here and my jacket doesn’t cover my crotch.”

“Poor boy,” she said. “We better do something about that then.”

“Huh?” he exclaimed.

Mrs. Carter said nothing as she lifted the glass to drink the rest of the wine. She then brought out a small compact from her bag and Brent was transfixed as he watched her apply lipstick.

“I just need to use the restroom,” she said and got up.

He frowned when she held her hand out, but took it and was pulled to his feet. Nothing was said as he was led into a narrow corridor then along to the two doors at the end of it.

“Umm…, I don’t need to use the restroom,” he said.

“Just wait here for me then,” Mrs. Carter replied when she pushed the door of the ladies open and walked inside.

Brent shuffled nervously as he waited. The unease that someone might come into the corridor and see him lurking at the doors of the restrooms played on his mind, but it didn’t happen and Mrs. Carter opened the door of the ladies a couple of minutes later.

“OK, come on,” she said in a hushed voice. “There’s no one else in here.”

Brent stared at the hand stretched out to him.

“I can’t go in there,” he hissed.

“You want to swap kinks, don’t you?” Mrs. Carter said and smirked.

“But…”

It was all Brent got out before his wrist was grabbed to drag him inside the ladies restroom. His anxiety flared, but there was an excitement to Mrs. Carter’s urgency as she dragged him across to the cubicles. They went to the very end one and she slammed the door shut when they were inside.

“I’ve always wanted to do this,” she said in a hoarse voice and laughed as she lunged forward.

It crashed Brent against the wall and his head was trapped against it as the hungry kiss found his mouth. He shuddered as Mrs. Carter forced a hand between their bodies to get to his erection and the delicious enjoyment of her groping touches rippled through him. His breath came out raggedly when she ended the kiss, but she continued to fondle him through his jeans.

“I’ve be thinking of nothing else but this moment since you sent me the picture,” she said.

Brent glanced down at the way her chest heaved and knew he wasn’t the only one experiencing the strong rush of arousal.

“This is your kink,” he let out.

“Yes,” she said. “Haven’t you ever thought of fucking in a public restroom?”

“I’ve got other things to fantasize about first,” Brent let out.

“Like a pretty asshole?” Mrs. Carter said.

She leaned forward to another passionate kiss and continued to grope cock before breaking off from playing and turning around. Brent watched as she leaned forward to rest her hands on the closed toilet. The pretty curve of her ass that he’d lusted after in the picture she sent was suddenly there in real life. He heard the quiet giggle as he stroked his fingertips along it.

“Lift the dress up,” Mrs. Carter said.

Brent flexed his fingers as he stared at the hem. He held his breath as he reached out and the dark tops of the fishnet stockings came in view when he eased the black material higher. The urge to touch them was too strong to resist and he exhaled slowly when he stroked his fingers on the silky material.

“Fuck,” he let out under his breath.

His cock twitched harder than ever when he trailed his fingers over bare skin to get to the hem and drag it higher. The realization that Mrs. Carter wasn’t wearing panties made him shudder, but he was even more excited by the sight of the red, heart-shape tucked between her buttocks. He heard her groan when he brushed his fingers over the decorative end of the butt plug.

“I’ve been wearing it all this evening,” she said.

“Does it feel good?” Brent asked.

“Take it out,” she told him.

The idea that he was on the brink of fucking ass made him shake and his hand trembled as he took a firmer hold of the end of the toy. He leaned in close to watch and saw the way the plug stretched a puckered hole open. Mrs. Carter’s legs trembled as the pleasure of the extraction rippled through her and her groans got louder as Brent slowly pulled.

The increasing thickness of the plug stretched her tight ring wider before it suddenly popped out. She let out a gasp when fingers brushed across her asshole, but she turned and sat down on the toilet. Taking the toy from Brent, she held it up. He saw that it tapered from a narrow tip out to its widest at the middle of its length before tapering in again to the heart-shaped end.

“Take your jeans down,” she ordered.

Brent didn’t need to be told twice. He was caught up in the thrill of the moment and quickly loosened his jeans to drag them part way down his thighs.

“The underwear too,” Mrs. Carter instructed.

Brent was reaching for his boxer shorts when she spoke and he yanked them down to bring his already-raging erection into view.

“Are you going to last?” Mrs. Carter teased him as she slowly stroked a fingertip up the full length of his erect manhood.

“I’ll try,” he said.

His legs began to tremble when her fingers wrapped around his stiff length to squeeze hard just under the head before caressing touches up and down.

“Turn around,” she told him when she let go.

The flare of apprehension hit him hard and he knew why she wanted him to do it. He’d asked if the butt plug felt good and she hadn’t given him an answer. The smirk on her lips showed she was going to let him feel for himself what it was like. He stared down at stocking tops as he hesitated, but he eventually did as he was told.

“Hands on your knees,” she said.

Brent leaned forward to press his palms against his legs just above his knees and gritted his teeth when the tip of the toy slid along the crease of his ass.

“I remember this,” Mr. Carter joked when she grabbed hold to spread his buttocks.

Brent recalled being roughly pegged by a strap-on, but he didn’t think the dildo used was as wide as the toy she now held. The slippery end of the plug circling around his puckered hole made it clench and he tried to relax. He squirmed as the tip pressed right on his asshole and groaned as he felt it yielding to the penetration. The insertion slowly spread his tight ring wider and he was sure Mrs. Carter deliberately stopped when the thickest part of the toy stretched him open. She eventually started pushing again then let go and the spasms of his butt muscles drew the toy all the way inside.

“How does it feel to be plugged in?” she joked.

Brent grimaced as his hips juddered and he slowly straightened up. The fierce crack of Mrs. Carter’s palm spanking on his ass made him groan and the stinging pain caused his asshole to grip tighter around the toy.

“Fuck,” he hissed as he rocked his head back.

His hip was grabbed to spin him around and he squirmed as a grip circled around his cock. The touch made his buttocks clench and his lips tightened together as his asshole rippled around the toy.

“Oh yeah,” Mrs. Carter said. “You like it.”

She leaned in to slide the tip of her tongue around the head of his cock and his breathing grew ragged as the rush of hot pleasure took hold in his body. He glanced down to see her looking up at him and she held his gaze as she continued to tease her tongue around slick skin. It was an intense moment and he could feel the climb towards a release gathering momentum.

“You need to hold on for asshole,” she teased him before leaning down to let the head of his erection slip in her mouth.

She clamped her lipstick-red lips around his shaft then raised her head. Her fingers stroked over the distinct mark on his skin and she let out a laugh.

“How far down do you think I can put a lipstick ring?” she asked.

“Ah, come on,” Brent gasped.

Mrs. Carter was already leaning down again and he felt the silky touch of her soft lips slipping lower on his length before her mouth clamped around his shaft again. She held it for a while before laughing as she came up. The mark was half way down his erection this time and he knew she was going to do more when her fingers slid down to cup around his balls.

“Is your asshole squeezing around that plug?” she asked as she stroked fingertips on the sensitive skin just below his heavy sacs.

Brent’s hips began to judder again as the pleasure of the caressing touches lit up his body.

“Yes,” he admitted in a strained voice.

She let out a quiet laugh when her fingers slid further back between his thighs and he felt the rough touch on the end of the toy make it move around inside him. Clenching his buttocks was always a way to hold himself in check and try to stop the rising pleasure. It didn’t work on this occasion though. Squeezing his butt muscles around the toy only added to the pleasure and he could feel his knees starting to buckle. It made him slap his hands against the walls of the cubicle to steady himself when Mrs. Carter worked her lips over the head of his cock again.

He stared down at the stocking tops then turned his attention to the way she waggled her head from side-to-side as she worked her lips lower on his erection. He groaned when the tip of his cock brushed against the back of her throat. It made her gag, but she forced her way past the reflex to take the full length and tightened her lips around the base of his shaft.

Her laugh sounded out when she came up for air and Brent stared at the strings of spit that stretched from the head of his cock to her lips. She used her free hand to work the lubrication into his hard flesh and his eyes opened wide when her tongue came out to break the strings of saliva.

“Mmm…, nice and wet,” she said.

Her fingers stroked on the red, lipstick ring just below the head before sliding down to touch the other ones. She continued to brush the fingers of her other hand on the end of the butt plug and she squirmed around on the toilet seat as the wet heat between her thighs blossomed to more. It made her lean down to work her lips over the tip of Brent’s throbbing erection and she slowly bobbed her head as she gripped the heart-shaped end of the toy.

He whimpered as she gave a blowjob, while starting to pull out the plug. He could feel the way it slowly stretched open his puckered hole and he bit his bottom lip for fear of crying out as he was swamped in the hot bliss of kinky foreplay. Mrs. Carter slid her lips lower as she continued to pull on the plug and let out a muffled, squealing giggle when Brent’s hips jutted forward.

It fucked his full length in her mouth and she quickly dragged her hand from between his thighs. She was holding the toy and he thought she would pull her mouth from his cock, but it didn’t happen. Instead, she slid her hands around his waist and grabbed his buttocks. He couldn’t hold in the groan as her fingernails dug in his flesh to make his hips buck forward again. She took his whole length before starting to frantically bob her head. It was only the fact he’d unloaded a couple of hours earlier that enabled Brent to hold himself back and he shuddered when Mrs. Carter lifted her head.

“Put it in me,” she said as she held the plug out to him.

Brent took it and watched as she dragged her dress up around her waist, perched her butt right on the end of the toilet seat then spread her legs wide. He quickly dropped to his knees and shuffled forward to get in place. His eyes never left slick folds of skin and his tongue slid around his mouth when Mrs. Carter brought a hand between her thighs to stroke fingertips along her pussy lips.

“I shaved it for you,” she said.

He glanced up to see the excitement on her face then dropped his gaze again when she slid a finger either side of her slit to spread it open. The sight of glistening, pink skin made him lean in and he felt her squirm as he kissed and licked her. She grabbed his hair with her free hand to drag his head up.

“Put the plug in first,” she said in a breathless voice. “Then make me orgasm and you won’t have to tribute a picture when you finish this time.”

She slid her butt further forward to get both hands under her legs, so she could spread her cheeks. Brent leaned in closer and found himself staring at pussy and asshole. He ducked his head down and swept his tongue around puckered skin, without being told and heard the groans it got him. There was a dirty delight to what he was doing and he pressed the tip of his tongue on Mrs. Carter’s exposed hole and felt it clenching as he applied some pressure. His breath rasped out when he moved back and he heard the whimper when he pressed the tip of the butt plug on asshole.

“Yes…, yes…, yes…,” Mrs. Carter hissed under her breath.

Brent slowly eased the tip forward and watched as it stretched a tiny, puckered hole wider. Mrs. Carter dragged her ass cheeks further apart and her butt lifted up from the seat as the aching bliss of the penetration gripped hold of her. Her thigh muscles spasmed and she closed her eyes tightly when the thickest part of the plug held her wide open, but she gasped when the pulsing of her asshole drew the toy fully in.

Her whimpers sounded out again when Brent worked the tip of his tongue around the heart-shaped end to lick touches on her naked skin. She let him tease her asshole for a few seconds before releasing her grip on her buttocks and grabbing his hair to drag his head up. It gave him the taste of pussy as he slowly licked along the full length of a soaked slit.

Mrs. Carter slid her free hand between her thighs and Brent watched as she opened herself up for him again. He needed to be guided to clit during their first encounter in her bedroom, but there was no need for her to lead the way this time and he went after the erect bud with ravaging licks that grazed roughly across it. More of the taste filled his mouth to build his lust and he felt the pressure on his head pushing him down. He kissed to a slick opening as it was stretched wider for him and plunged his stiff tongue inside.

His lips stuck to shaved skin and he felt Mrs. Carter’s grip in his hair tighten as she worked her hips to grind herself against his mouth. The swirling touches of his tongue made her shudder and she could feel the tension coiling in her belly as she rushed towards the moment she wanted.

“Keep doing it,” she gasped when she dragged the fingers holding her pussy open up to her clit.

Her wet cunt was ravaged by a roiling tongue as Brent forced his head forward. She rocked her hips to keep grinding herself against him as she rubbed her clitoris with frantic, circling strokes of her fingertips. Her muscles tightened to make her butt clench around the plug and her head rolled back as she was overwhelmed by the frenzied oral sex being lavished on her.

Her thighs began to spasm as she reached the very cusp of losing control and she spread them wider as the punishing treatment of her circling fingertips destroyed her clit. Brent’s eyes widened as she began spank the erect bud and he thrust his tongue deep in her cunt to torment her velvety inner depths with rasping licks. He could hear the harsh, despairing breaths that spilled from her lips as the climax crashed down on her and he didn’t let up as her body was wracked by juddering convulsions.

Her cries got louder as she bucked around on the toilet seat and her passion climbed to a high as Brent continued to lick out her quivering pussy. A wheezing laugh spilled from her mouth when she eventually slumped down and strong shudders turned to trembling as the heat of orgasm slowly drained from her body.

“Fucking hell,” she gasped and grinned. “I’m training you really well.”

Brent licked his lips when he pulled his tongue out of pussy, but he kept his head between spread thighs to kiss shaved skin. He closed his eyes as his hair was stroked and let his lips nuzzle against pussy. Mrs. Carter felt the spasms fading from her muscles to bring on a sensation of being completely spent, but she wasn’t finished yet.

“Take the plug out,” she said.

Brent moved his head back and heard her whimpers as he withdrew the sex toy from her asshole for the second time that evening. There could only be one reason he was doing it and he knew it was going to be passed on again. Mrs. Carter forced herself to her feet and smirked.

“Hands against the wall, lover boy,” she said. “And stick that ass out.”

Brent did as he was told and grimaced at the pain of her fingernails sinking into his taut buttocks. Kisses played on his ear and he felt the warmth of Mrs. Carter’s breath.

“You earned your prize,” she teased him and swept her tongue across his earlobe.

Her fingernails dug deeper into his flesh and the prickle of pain made him tremble. The throbbing of his cock revealed how much he liked the sensations engulfing him though, but he let out a slow gasp of relief when the grip on his buttocks ended. He tensed at the sensation of the slippery plug wiggling between his cheeks to find his asshole. The resistance of his muscles clenching held the tip of the sex toy at bay, but Mrs. Carter increased the pressure and Brent’s mouth opened wide as felt his sphincter being stretched. He held in the cry as more slipped inside and the slight pain of the penetration disappeared the moment the widest part of the toy entered him.

A spank on his buttocks made him clench around the thick plug and his cock throbbed fiercely. He kept his palms pressed on the wall as Mrs. Carter rubbed her body against him, but she eventually stepped back. A harder crack smacked on his ass and he let out a curse.

“Am I getting you all riled up there, honey?” she teased him and spanked him severely again before turning away. “You better come and play out your perverted kink on me then.”

The click of her heels on the tiled floor made Brent turn to the sight of her dragging her dress up to completely expose her naked ass. She then lifted her hands to press them on the wall of the cubicle and shoved her butt towards him. The one step he took to get to her was enough to bring his attention to the way his asshole rippled around the plug and it made him clench his lips together.

He reached out to stroke fingers on the stocking tops and could feel the trembling of Mrs. Carter’s legs when he trailed a touch higher. He remembered pressing his finger to the screen of his phone when he saw the curve of her butt in the picture she sent. The fact that he was now doing it for real seemed dreamlike, but it was happening…, in the ladies restroom of an upmarket hotel.

Mrs. Carter tensed when her buttocks were groped and she leaned forward to press her forehead on the wall. The afterglow of the orgasm made her legs shaky, but she wanted what was happening more than she could believe. She let out a whimper when a finger slipped between her cheeks to rub across her asshole.

“Put it in,” she said and lowered her right hand to grab at her buttock.

Brent glanced down to see her asshole being exposed and pressed the tip of his finger on it. He could feel her muscles clenching and the excitement gripped hold like nothing he’d ever experienced. The moment he’d been fantasizing about since his first time with Mrs. Carter was there for the taking and he pulled his hand away then moved forward.

Touching the tip of his cock on asshole brought out his lust. He could feel the resistance holding him back as he tried to get inside and Mrs. Carter pulled harder on her cheek to try and open herself up to him.

“Grab just below the head of your cock and push hard,” she instructed.

The rush of exhilaration came on strong as Brent did it and he could feel how slippery the blowjob had made his erection. His chest heaved when he felt the give of an asshole opening up to him. He pushed harder to slowly stretch it wider and groaned at the way the tightness gripped around the head of his solid shaft. The flexing of his butt muscles made him all the more aware of the toy in his ass and he gritted his teeth as he exerted more pressure. Mrs. Carter pushed back towards him and the delicious feel of her tight ring being popped fully open made them both groan.

There suddenly was no resistance to Brent’s efforts and he shuddered at the way his erection easily slid into asshole. He eased his body forward and looked down as every inch of his hard length was swallowed by a gaping hole.

“Oh fuck,” he cursed when his head rocked back.

Mrs. Carter grabbed his hip to hold him inside her and she let out a breathless laugh.

“Another kink bites the dust,” she teased him.

Brent began to circle his hips to make his throbbing shaft move around inside her asshole. The build-up of burning heat between his thighs was already coming on strong and he let out ragged breaths as he reached around Mrs. Carter’s body to grab her tits. He’d unloaded all over them to get his first dirty fantasy from her, but what he was doing now was even better. She let go of his hip to spank her butt and he felt the flexing of her asshole around his erect length. Her hand then slammed against the wall again and she pushed herself back towards him.

“Are you going to give me that fucking cum,” she growled in a hoarse voice.

Brent felt the trembling of his legs as he pulled back and he looked down to see his cock sliding out. The silky sensation was unbelievable, but nothing compared to fucking all the way back in again. That first gentle thrust stoked his hunger and he gripped her tits tighter to hold on as he began to work his hips.

“Yeah…, oh yeah, fuck me,” Mrs. Carter groaned.

The sound of her dirty words spurred him on and he began to throw himself forward with more urgency. His head tilted up to stretch out his neck as he thrust harder into asshole and Mrs. Carter pushed her ass back to meet him. In seconds, their bodies were crashing together frantically and the sound of naked skin slapping rhythmically filled the cubicle.

The sex became frantic as they lost themselves to the enjoyment of it and Brent was overcome with animal lust as he rammed his body forward to drive his cock in tight asshole over and again. He could feel his balls contracting up to his body and wanted to slow down to prolong things for as long as he could, but was unable to contain his desire. He slid his hands down to Mrs. Carter’s hips as he hammered his throbbing shaft into her gaping hole until the swell of heat was too much to bear.

His whimpering cry came out as his asshole gripped fiercely around the butt plug and he slammed Mrs. Carter against the wall to make her take his full length as a powerful spurt of cum erupted. His body was wracked in convulsions and he kept her trapped in place as the rush of blistering ecstasy carried him all the way up to a shattering high. The bucking of his hips sent streams of thick white splashing into her tight hole and it was the most intense moment of his life. He kept his body glued to hers as the release came to an end and the sound of harsh breathing surrounded them as their passion drained away.

“Put the butt plug back in me,” Mrs. Carter said after a few seconds.

Brent’s breath spilled out heavily as he tried to compose himself. He held his erection inside asshole to enjoy the tightness gripping around it and waited for the dying throbs to take his power before reaching for the plug. His trembling grew worse as he slowly withdrew the thick toy and only then pulled his cock out.

He immediately dropped to his knees and saw the trickle of white sliding from Mrs. Carter’s ravaged asshole. She tensed as the tip of the toy pressed on her puckered ring and her groan was loud as Brent slowly eased it inside. The thrill of knowing his cum was trapped inside made him lean forward to kiss naked skin.

“Clean away what came out with your tongue,” she ordered.

He grimaced at the idea, but wasn’t about to refuse her anything. Sweeping his tongue across the trickle of white got him his own taste and he licked her skin clean before backing off.

“Good boy,” she said as she turned.

Brent stayed on his knees to watch the hem of the skirt being dragged down until it covered up stocking tops. He then got up to straighten his clothes.

“We need to get out of here,” Mrs. Carter went on.

She moved forward to unlock the cubicle and led the way across to the door. Opening it, she peeked outside and saw no one in the corridor.

“You go first,” she said then leaned forward to a kiss that ended quickly. “I’ll be in touch.”

Brent stepped past her to walk out of the door and kept going. He kept his gaze down as he crossed the lobby and could feel how hard his heartbeat hammered in his chest. The thought flashed through his mind that he’d be stopped, but it didn’t happen. When he got to the revolving door, he went out to the sidewalk and crossed the street.

It was a couple of minutes before Mrs. Carter appeared and he was amazed again at how unruffled she appeared. She waved, but didn’t come across to him. Instead, she walked along to a nearby taxi rank and got in a cab. Brent watched as the vehicle pulled away before turning to head towards the nearest bus stop to make his way home.

“Some fucking night,” he muttered and a smile played on his lips.

There was no doubt in his mind he’d be doing it again, but there was no way of knowing just what would be involved when Mrs. Carter got in touch with him for another game of swapping kinks.


Swapping Kinks: Snowball Pie

The blare of the horn caught Brent’s attention, with the sound bringing his attention to the expensive-looking, black BMW sitting across the road from the college gates. It was a car he’d never seen before in his life, so he gave it no more than a cursory glance before setting off along the sidewalk. When the vehicle pulled up next to him a few seconds later and moved slowly to match the pace of his walking, there was no ignoring it and he came to a halt. The darkly-tinted glass meant he couldn’t see inside and he was unsure of what to do until the front, passenger-side window rolled down.

“Are you ignoring me?”

The sound of a feminine voice he recognized made him step across to the vehicle and bend down. The pretty smile of Mrs. Carter was all it took to get him aroused and he was suddenly fighting off an erection.

“I didn’t know it was you,” he said. “Did you buy yourself a new car?”

“I wish,” Mrs. Carter said and laughed.  “It belongs to my boss. Get in and I’ll give you a ride home.”

Brent didn’t hesitate in reaching out to open the door and he dropped down on the passenger seat of the vehicle. A glance at the woman next to him showed the pinstripe suit she wore. It was an outfit he’d seen previously, but this time there was no sign of a sparkling, silver necklace or cleavage. The white blouse she wore below the suit was buttoned up to the neck and gave her a professional, businesslike appearance although the hem of the skirt sat high enough on her thighs to give a sexy edge to the outfit. He didn’t realize how intently he was gazing at her nylon-clad legs until he heard her voice.

“They’re not stockings,” Mrs. Carter teased him. “I’m on my way home from work, not a nightclub.”

“Sorry,” he let out. “I didn’t mean to stare.”

“Oh, you can stare all you want, honey,” she went on teasing. “You know how much I like it when you get hard for me.”

Brent shifted in the seat as his erection pressed on the front of his jeans and the slight embarrassment of being unable to control himself in the presence of Mrs. Carter was there again.

“How come you have the car?” he asked.

Mrs. Carter said nothing as she checked the mirrors before getting them moving. It was only when they joined the flow of traffic that she spoke.

“I’m a personal assistant for the boss of a property developing company. He has a dinner meeting tonight with clients, which will more than likely include copious amounts of alcohol. Rather than drive home, he’ll get a cab afterwards. He doesn’t like leaving his BMW in the work parking lot overnight though, so he gets me to take it on those occasions. I’ve got it for tonight and I’ll drive it into work tomorrow then give him the keys back.”

“It’s a nice car,” Brent said.

“A bit flash if you ask me,” Mrs. Carter said and laughed. “But, each to their own.”

Brent said nothing more as he looked out the window and watched the turns they were making. It quickly became obvious that he wasn’t heading for home and his cock throbbed harder in his pants. The question that played on his mind was one he desperately wanted to ask and he debated whether he should before finally blurting it out.

“Are we going to swap kinks?”

The mischievous laugh of the woman beside him made the breath catch in his throat and he knew it was why she came to find him.

“We’re going for a picnic,” Mrs. Carter said.

The comment threw him slightly, but he was sure there was a lot more to what they were about to do than a picnic. His gaze continually flicked down to nylon-clad legs and there was no stopping the rise of excitement. The two times he’d been with Mrs. Carter already had been something special and he suspected what was about to happen would be no different. That this meeting had come completely out of the blue made it all the better and things got underway before they even reached their destination.

“You can touch if you want,” Mrs. Carter said.

Brent’s gaze was on her legs again when she spoke and he knew what she meant. His hand trembled as he reached out and there was a massive thrill to stroking on silky nylon. He slid his hand to the hem of the skirt and expected to be told not to go too far while she was driving. That didn’t happen though and she shuffled around on the seat to part her legs wider.

It was an invitation he wasn’t about to refuse and he slipped his hand under the pinstripe material. A glance out the windscreen showed they were heading towards the outskirts of town and he suspected he knew where they were going. When he brought his gaze down, he pushed his hand higher between Mrs. Carter’s legs until he was stroking his fingertips right between her thighs.

“You want my cunt, don’t you?” she said.

“Yes,” Brent blurted out.

“And what will you give me in return,” Mrs. Carter went on.

“Anything you want,” he answered.

It was the same thing he said every time she asked and he knew that he really would give her anything she wanted. He’d fucked her tits and her ass already, but still considered himself a virgin because he hadn’t got inside pussy yet. The idea that he might be about to excited him all the more although he could feel the rising heat in his balls just at the mere thought of cunt and wasn’t sure he’d last very long. That was exacerbated by the fact that he was stroking pussy through silky nylon.

“So good,” Mrs. Carter murmured and squirmed.

Her eyes remained on the road ahead though and a few seconds later she told him to pull his hand away. Brent did as he was told and saw his instinct about where they were heading was right when he looked out the windscreen to see the sign for the edge-of-town picnic site. It was another couple of minutes before they turned into it and he saw there were a few vehicles in the parking area. Mrs. Carter brought the car to a stop in the far corner and cut the engine.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s have a seat.”

The last thing Brent wanted to do was get out of the car, but Mrs. Carter was already opening the door and he followed suit. He put his bag in front of his groin as they walked over to a nearby table and sat down.

“Nice day,” Mrs. Carter said as she closed her eyes and tilted her face up to let the late afternoon sunshine bathe it.

“Yeah,” Brent agreed.

He remembered their last time together when he was dragged inside the restroom of an upmarket hotel. On that occasion he ended up locked in a cubicle with the woman sitting opposite him and he wondered just what she had planned for this time. She brought her gaze down to her bag and reached inside to bring out a bottle of orange juice. Opening it, she took a sip then held it out. Brent accepted it to take a drink and saw the smile on her face when he lowered the bottle.

“Still hard there, honey,” she teased him in a quiet voice.

He felt the touch of her foot rubbing against his lower leg and looked around nervously. No one was paying them any attention and he shuffled around on the bench as the touch slid up towards his knee. He handed the bottle back and his gaze stayed on Mrs. Carter as she took a drink then worked the tip of her tongue around the lip of the bottle.

“Am I giving you ideas?” she joked.

“Someone will see,” Brent said anxiously when she lifted her foot higher to rub it along his inner thigh.

“I’m just stretching my leg,” she said and laughed as she slid her foot right between his thighs.

A hard touch rubbed on the outline of his erection and he forced himself to sit still. The impulse to squirm became almost overwhelming as Mrs. Carter’s foot continued to play and his breathing became ragged. He glanced around surreptitiously, but no one was paying any attention to them and the woman opposite was taking full advantage. She thrust her foot harder between his thighs and the strong pulse of his erection as it strained for release from his jeans made him clench his teeth together.

“Does that feel good, honey,” she said in a quiet voice and sniggered.

“Yes,” he hissed.

“Then finish the orange and we’ll get in the car,” she went on and dropped her foot to the ground.

She took another drink then handed the bottle back to him. He gulped down a mouthful of juice then another before giving it back.

“In a hurry, are you?” Mrs. Carter said when she lifted the bottle to stare at the small amount left in it.

Brent said nothing as he watched her and knew she was teasing as she slowly sipped at the remainder of the juice. She was doing it deliberately to build his lust and it was working. He could feel the fierce throbbing of his cock making it strain against the denim of his jeans and knew he would need to use his bag to cover the bulge again when they walked back to the car. A few more vehicles had come in while they were sitting although the place couldn’t exactly be described as busy. Mrs. Carter put the cap back on the empty bottle and threw it in the trash can beside the table.

“Time to go snowballing,” she said.

“Huh?” Brent let out, but he got no response.

Mrs. Carter got to her feet and led the way to the car. She opened it to let them get in and locked the doors once they were sitting. Brent was caught up in the rising expectation of what might be about to happen and watched as she shuffled around to drag the skirt up high enough to reveal she wasn’t wearing panties. He stared at the way the dark nylon pressed against her skin to give a tantalizing glimpse of pussy and his tongue slid around his lips.

“Want to touch again?” she said when she leaned across to him.

Her palm caressed his cheek as she brought her lips to his and Brent closed his eyes as they kissed. Her tongue slid into his mouth and she grabbed his hand to push it between her spread thighs. It enabled him to stroke his fingers on nylon and he felt her touch come down on the front of his jeans to grope his erection. Her tongue tangled with his as the deep kiss lingered and she let out a rush of breath when they broke apart.

“What did you mean by snowballing?” he asked.

Her quiet laughed unnerved and excited him in equal measure as her gaze caught his.

“Let me show you,” she said.

She knocked his hand from between her thighs as she turned in the seat. Brent squirmed as she dragged the zipper of his jeans down and undid the button at his waist.

“Take them down,” she told him.

“Someone might see,” he let out as he looked out the windows at the people sitting at the tables.

“Tinted windows, honey,” she said when she tapped the windscreen. “Someone would have to press their nose right up to the glass to have a chance of seeing in and I can’t imagine anyone doing that. We’re right in the corner of the parking lot too, so it’s unlikely anyone will come close to the car. Mind you, it would be kinky if they did.”

She let out a cheeky laugh, but Brent wasn’t so sure she was joking. Their encounter in the hotel restroom showed that she liked the idea of being naughty in public and it seemed as if they were going to do it again. His breath came out heavily as he lifted his butt up from the seat to drag his jeans and underwear down to his knees.

“Mmm…, there’s my big boy,” Mrs. Carter teased as she reached out to caress her fingers around a fully erect cock.

Brent slid down in the seat and pressed his head back as the rush of pleasure hit him hard. Mrs. Carter leaned in to another kiss and he could feel her tongue slinking around inside his mouth as the touch of her fingers slowly trailed up and down his throbbing length. It made him squirm around and his head was trapped against the back of the seat as their lips remained locked together.

“Does that feel nice, honey,” she teased him when she pulled her head back.

“Fuck yes,” he gasped as he stared in her eyes.

“You want more than my hand, don’t you?”

The words stuck in his throat as he watched her tongue slide seductively around her lips. He nodded his head and saw the wide smile spread across her face. Her fingers slid to the base of his erection and her grip tightened as she moved around to get in position, so she could lower her head to his groin. The silken touch of her tongue sliding gently around the head of his cock was heaven and his muscles clenched as the flare of pleasure grew stronger.

The sensation changed in an instant as she targeted a fast flickering tongue on the underside of the slick head of his shaft. His buttocks clenched to lift his ass up from the seat and he squirmed all the more as the delicious touch brought on a strong rush of arousal.  He could hear Mrs. Carter’s harsh breathing as she licked down his stiff length then back up again to tease the tip of her tongue around the tiny opening.

Brent gripped the sides of the seat and his knuckles whitened as the coil of tension in his belly grew tighter. He let out a groan as a wet mouth engulfed the head of his cock and he reveled in the touch of a tongue sliding around his slick skin at the same time as Mrs. Carter began to stroke her hand up and down. The trembling of his hips and thighs made him shiver and he knew he was about to get more when fingers cupped around his balls to hold them tight.

He looked down to watch as Mrs. Carter’s head began to bob up and down. Her movements were slow and deliberate at first, but it wasn’t long before she got caught up in the excitement of what she was doing. She started to work her lips along cock to a faster rhythm, while letting more of it slide into her mouth each time she ducked her head down. Brent writhed around as the climbing pleasure seared through his veins and he clenched his buttocks tightly to hold himself back.

Mrs. Carter kept taking more of the hardness in her mouth until the tip nudged against the back of her throat. It made her gag, but she didn’t let up and forced her lips down until they kissed against balls. She came to a stop to let Brent feel his cock being deep-throated before coming up for air. Spit spilled from her lips and she quickly brought her hand up to work the slippery lubrication in. Her hand raced up and down his length and she started to twist it around the throbbing thickness as she stroked.

“You going to show me that cum?” she growled and let out a hoarse laugh when she heard Brent’s groan. “Come on, you know you want to give me a mouthful.”

“Fuck,” Brent gasped.

Her comments made it clear he wasn’t about to get pussy, but the idea of unloading in Mrs. Carter’s mouth only made him more excited and he could feel the building momentum starting to run out of control. He gave up trying to hold himself back as the touches sliding along his erection grew more urgent. There was no resisting them and he arched his back to push his hips up when he felt the kiss on the tip of his cock.

Mrs. Carter let him fuck into her mouth then upped the pace of stroking. She kept twisting her hand as it slid up and down and she let her mouth follow it. More spit spilled from her lips to lubricate a sloppy blowjob as she went all out to make Brent lose control. He squirmed and wriggled while the tense knot in his belly coiled like a spring until he knew he couldn’t take any more.

“Can’t hold it,” he muttered to warn Mrs. Carter.

She let out a quiet laugh before clamping her lips just below the head and using her hand to bring Brent to a climax. The tension in his body broke as his butt bucked up and the sound of his long, drawn-out groan filled the car as the blowjob ended with him letting loose a gushing torrent of cum. The sticky streams erupted against the roof of Mrs. Carter’s mouth and she kept her lips fastened tightly around cock as she was given every last drop from his balls. She worked her hand along his length to prolong the pleasure for him as long as possible and could feel the jets of cum losing power until his release came to an end.

She waited until he settled down on the seat before going after her own kink. Brent’s eyes were closed as he tried to recover his composure and he didn’t see the kiss coming. The shock of it startled him and he felt the sticky cum spilling into his mouth when Mrs. Carter’s tongue forced its way between his lips. He grimaced as the taste came to him, but his head was trapped in place and there was little he could do but take what he was being given.

“Give me it back,” she said in an excited voice.

Brent watched in amazement as she dropped her head to his lap and opened her mouth wide. He could see the white on her tongue and grimaced again as he leaned forward and parted his lips. Sticky strings spilled from his mouth to drop into hers as he gave her the cum back. She immediately pushed herself up to kiss him deeply again and he could feel their tongues roiling together in the sticky load as their lips remained locked together. His mouth was full again when Mrs. Carter backed off and she dropped her head to his lap.

“Couldn’t help myself,” she said. “When we were in the hotel restroom and you licked the cum trickling out of my asshole, I knew I was going to do this. I’ve never been with someone that wanted to before.”

Brent wasn’t sure he wanted to, but he’d promised he’d do anything she wanted. He watched as her mouth gaped open and he leaned forward to give her the cum back. This time her head stayed in his lap. She opened her mouth after a few seconds to show that she’d swallowed and let out a laugh as she licked her lips.

“So fucking sexy,” she said.

“Have you got any more orange juice?” Brent asked.

The last thing he expected when they got in the car was that things would end with the taste of cum filling his mouth. Mrs. Carter smirked as she pushed herself up and sat properly in the driver seat. She reached to her bag and got out another bottle of juice then handed it over. Brent quickly opened it and gulped the contents down to wash away the taste from his mouth.

“What time do your parents get home?” Mrs. Carter asked.

Brent slowly lowered the bottle from his lips and stared at her.

“Why?”

“A boy should lose his virginity on his own bed, don’t you think?” she said. “It’s four thirty now, so what time do they get home?”

“Usually around six,” he said.

“So, there’s plenty of time for some snowball pie,” she went on and sniggered as she got the motor running and headed for the exit of the parking lot.

***

“Open the kitchen door, if the coast is clear,” Mrs. Carter instructed.

Brent nodded his head then swung the car door shut. He watched it go round the corner into the street of his home before slinging his bag over his shoulder and following after. The rush of excitement was strong, but there was no need to worry about getting an erection. Not yet anyway because he’d just unloaded in the mouth of the woman who drove off. The orange juice hadn’t completely removed the taste of cum from his mouth and he worked his tongue over the front of his teeth as he walked.

His pace quickened as he got closer to his home and he saw the BMW parked in the driveway of the next house. He crossed his fingers and hoped that neither of his parents had come home from work early. It was unlikely because they very rarely appeared before six in the evening, but he could feel his anxiety rising as he walked up to the door.

“I’m home,” he shouted when he went inside then held his breath as he waited.

The silence brought a smile to his lips although he quickly checked around downstairs to ensure no one was there before making his way up to the first floor of the property. He tentatively opened the door of his parent’s bedroom and stuck his head inside, but it was empty and he wasted no time in going to his own bedroom. Dumping his bag on the floor, he made a quick attempt at cleaning the place before giving up.

Losing his virginity on his own bed was something he’d never actually contemplated, but it was about to happen. The woman next door would have her fun by taking advantage of him again and he was gladly going to swap kinks. He kicked off his trainers to dump them in the bottom of the wardrobe then closed the doors.

“Keep it together,” he muttered as the exhilaration of the moment welled up.

He sucked in deep breaths as he left his bedroom to make his way downstairs and went to the kitchen. There was a risk to what they were about to do, but he suspected that was a big part of the attraction for Mrs. Carter. She seemed to thrive on the danger of being caught and she’d be in real trouble if that happened now. They both would be, but Brent didn’t care. He wanted to be with her so badly and knew the opportunity being offered was way too good to pass up.

Walking to the kitchen door, he unlocked it and took a step outside. Mrs. Carter was already waiting and she wasted no time in moving to the fence between the gardens when she saw him. She sat on it to make it easier to swing her legs up and over and the move was gracefully done. Brent watched as she came to him and she pushed him inside then closed the door. He was shoved against the wall and when her lips found his, she pushed a hand in between their bodies to grope his crotch.

“We’ll have to get this nice and hard again, won’t we,” she joked after ending the kiss.

Brent could already feel the pulse of hot blood returning and his cock stiffened a little as she continued to grope it.

“The power of youth,” she teased him as she felt the strength returning to his cock. “Show me your bedroom.”

“It’s this way,” he said when she stepped back.

Leading the way out of the kitchen, he moved to the bottom of the stairs and it wasn’t just climbing them too quickly that quickened his pulse. He was on the cusp of a moment he’d dreamed about for so long and couldn’t contain his excitement.

“This is it,” he said when he stopped at a door.

Mrs. Carter walked in first and looked around. She turned when the door closed and a wicked smile played on her lips.

“Bet you didn’t think you’d get me in here,” she joked.

Brent watched as she pushed the jacket from her shoulders and let it slide to the floor. She loosened a few buttons of her blouse and it put her cleavage on show.

“Remember these,” she teased him as she stroked her fingertips on her breasts.

The memory of being in her bedroom came to him and he nodded his head. Mrs. Carter kicked of her shoes and moved forward. She pulled the material of her blouse away from her chest to let Brent see inside and reached out with her free hand to grope his crotch again,

“Doesn’t take you long to get ready,” she said when she felt the throb of an erection coming to life. “Take your clothes off.”

She pulled her hand away and moved across the room to sit on the foot of his bed. It was reminiscent of his first time with her and he recalled stripping in her bedroom. He hurriedly dragged his t-shirt up and over his head.

“Take your time,” she urged him. “There’s no rush.”

Brent glanced at the clock on his bedside table and saw it was now after five. That meant it was probably less than an hour before his parents got home from work, but there was no guarantee of that. They did arrive earlier on occasions and he hoped this wouldn’t be one of those times. He didn’t want any interruptions and he certainly didn’t want to get caught with his neighbor in his bedroom.

He slowed his movements as he undid his jeans and pushed them down his legs. He took off his trainers and socks then kicked the denim away when he straightened up. When he looked at Mrs. Carter, he saw that she’d pulled her skirt high up her thighs and spread her legs. It gave him the sight of her pussy covered only by sheer nylon and he felt the surge of arousal taking hold.

“Let me take your underwear off,” she said.

Brent could feel the throbbing pulse of his cock as it came fully erect. It bulged out his boxer shorts and Mrs. Carter grabbed hold through the material when he stepped in front of her.

“Are you ready to fuck this in wet cunt?” she asked as she groped him roughly.

“Fuck yes,” he answered.

“Then get me a pair of scissors,” she went on and dragged his underwear down.

He frowned, but didn’t ask the obvious question. Instead, he kicked away his boxer shorts and walked across to the desk on which his laptop was sitting. He opened the drawer and searched through to find the small pair of scissors then returned to Mrs. Carter. She snatched them from his hands and got to her feet.

She leaned in to a kiss and her free hand found Brent’s erection. Her fingers stroked up and down his throbbing length as their lips remained locked together. The incredible high of the moment made him tremble, but he knew things were going to get better still when they moved apart.

“Lie down on the bed,” she told him.

Brent was quick to do it and the rush of adrenaline hit hard when she got on her knees over him to straddle his waist. She dragged her skirt up as she dropped down and he felt the silky caress of her nylon-clad groin brushing against his naked cock. He grabbed hold of the covers and his hands slowly clenched to fists as the silken touch rubbed harder against him. His head pressed back into the mattress as his body responded and he closed his eyes tightly to revel in the sensation. He was naked under a kinky, older woman on his own bed and on the cusp of losing his virginity. It was the best moment of his life and his excitement grew when the weight lifted up from him.

Mrs. Carter shuffled up the bed and didn’t stop until she was right over his face. It got him a glimpse of wet nylon and there was no doubt she was as turned on by the game they were playing as he was. She stroked her fingers between her thighs and thrust them in his mouth. Brent eagerly licked the taste from her fingers and knew he was going to get more when she lowered herself to his face. He went after it by sweeping his tongue across the sheer material and stared at her pussy through it.

“Get your tongue in,” she urged him.

He pressed the tip harder against her slick opening and she groaned as the nylon was forced into her cunt. Her weight came down to trap his head to the bed and she circled her hips to grind against his mouth as he strived to fuck his stiff tongue deeper. The nylon held him back and it wasn’t only him that felt the frustration.

Mrs. Carter lifted herself up to her knees and he finally caught on to why she wanted the scissors. She reached between her thighs to pinch the nylon and dragged it away from her skin. One small cut was all that was needed to rip the sheer material and she threw the scissors on the floor afterwards. Her fingers tore at the gap to make it bigger before she sat down on Brent’s face again.

There was nothing stopping his tongue going deep now and he forced it inside wet cunt as the grinding, roiling touch of slick, shaved skin scoured his lips. It flooded his mouth with her taste and her skirt came down to leave him in partial darkness as she continued to rock her hips. He could feel the trembling of her thighs against his face as he fervently licked her out and was sure she was going to use his tongue to take herself all the way. The moment stretched out as her groans got louder, but they suddenly came to an end.

There was a slight disappointment when she raised herself up, but it was swept away when she shuffled down his naked body to get over his crotch again. She wasn’t even going to get undressed and he knew he was about to fuck her through a rip in the nylon. The kinkiness of that added to his excitement and he groaned as she sat down on him. Slick folds of skin rubbed against his erection and he tried to force his butt up from the mattress to press harder against pussy. Mrs. Carter let out a quiet laugh when she leaned forward to slap her palms on his chest.

“Heartbeat going fucking crazy there, honey,” she teased him.

Brent said nothing as he continued to squirm around. The building anticipation of losing his virginity to an older woman made his pulse race and there was no controlling his excitement.

“Fuck…, fuck,” he muttered in a strained voice when Mrs. Carter raised herself up.

She slid her tongue playfully around her lips and held his gaze as she slowly reached between her thighs to grab for his erection.

“Are you ready for this?” she teased him.

“Yes, fuck yes,” he blurted out.

He gripped the covers tighter as she lowered herself to him and his shudders grew stronger as she rubbed the tip of his cock along her wet pussy lips. The sound of her laugh made him hold his breath and he almost whimpered out a groan as he felt the head of his stiff shaft being guided inside cunt. Mrs. Carter let go and continued to hold his gaze as she slowly lowered herself until she was sitting on him.

“Mmm…,” she groaned. “There you go, honey. Hot, wet pussy wrapped around your raging cock. I’m going to make a man of you on your own bed.”

Brent couldn’t get any words out as she leaned forward. He pressed his head back into the mattress as she bucked her hips around and the churning touch of his erection moving around in her soft, velvety depths was so much better than he’d imagined.

“Don’t you lose control now,” she warned him.

He clenched his buttocks as she rocked back and forward on his cock and her nails sank into the muscles of his chest as she leaned further forward. His breath came rasping out as she began to raise her ass up then slap it down on him. The feel of his cock sliding into wet cunt made him groan and he shuddered as she began to drive herself onto him with more urgency. He was living the dream of a woman riding his cock for the first time and his body responded to it. Surging arousal pushed him up towards a high and he could feel the hot pleasure starting to overwhelm him far too quickly.

“Too much,” he groaned.

Mrs. Carter dropped down on him to stop moving and he felt the heat receding slightly. Ragged breaths spilled from his mouth as he clenched his buttocks tightly and he managed to hold himself back. She leaned down to crush her lips on his and he shuddered as their bodies pressed together.

“I’m going to have to teach you to slow down,” she teased him when she pushed herself up to a sitting position.

“It’s my first time,” Brent wailed and heard the laugh.

“Does my cunt feel that good,” Mrs. Carter went on.

“Yes,” he said.

She rolled her hips around slowly and his hands clenched to fists as the climb towards a release took hold.

“You’re not going to make me do all the work, are you?” she joked.

“You’re in charge,” he said. “I’m doing what you tell me.”

Her smile was wide as she continued to move around on top of him and he could feel the nylon rubbing on his skin as his cock throbbed in cunt.

“I’m not going to last,” he said in a breathless voice.

“Then you should give me a cream pie,” she joked.

He remembered her comment in the car about a snowball pie and was suddenly sure he understood what she was talking about. It was another of her kinks coming to the fore and he knew what it meant for him. He didn’t care though. The urge to lose his virginity was all he could think about and he’d give her anything she wanted for that.

Mrs. Carter grabbed the hem of her skirt to lift it and Brent’s gaze locked on his erection sliding out of pussy as she raised herself up. His stiff length slapped on his belly when it came free and he watched as she moved off him to lie down on her back. She dragged the pinstripe material up around her waist as she spread her legs wide and her voice revealed her excitement.

“Get on top of me,” she said.

Brent scrambled up and got on his knees between her legs. He watched as she stretched her pussy open to show a slick hole and his chest heaved all the more as he threw himself forward. Mrs. Carter giggled at his awkward attempts to enter her and she eventually grabbed his cock to guide it inside. His head rocked back as he thrust his hips forward to fuck his full length in her and his face pressed on her shoulder.

“So good,” he let out in a desperate voice.

Mrs. Carter’s fingertips trailed slowly down his spine and he bucked as her touch slid along the crease of his ass. He could hear her harsh breathing in his ear as she gripped hold of his buttocks and dug her nails into his flesh.

“Show me how much you love me,” she teased him as her grip tightened.

Brent pushed himself up and caught her gaze as he tried to ram his cock deeper inside. It was him circling his groin now to grind their bodies together and the urge to go wild filled his head. He controlled himself to rock his hips and enjoy the feel of his cock sliding in pussy.

“So good,” he repeated as the rush of pleasure took hold.

“Fuck me like I’m your slut,” she encouraged.

Her fingernails dug deeper in his flesh and the flare of pain spurred him on to more forceful thrusts. He tried to hold himself back to make things last as long as possible, but the dirty talk of Mrs. Carter and his own lust infected his brain and there was no restraining himself. He began to crash his body between her thighs to fuck his cock into her with more urgency and it engulfed him in a building exhilaration that was irresistible.

Sweat prickled on his skin as the tension became unbearable and his head rocked back when Mrs. Carter loosened the grip of her right hand to force a finger between his buttocks. The touch on his asshole was too much to take and his hips juddered as he bucked forward to drive balls-deep in cunt. His groan was loud as the gushing burst of cum erupted and he collapsed down on the woman under him.

Mrs. Carter’s breathless laugh sounded in his ear as she nuzzled her lips on it and she dug her nails painfully in his taut buttocks as his hips continued to buck. The pure bliss of unloading in pussy carried him all the way up to a shuddering high and he could feel the strong throb of his erection as the last of the cum streamed out. The end of the release made his body heave and he groaned as a fingertip played on his asshole again.

“Look who’s all grown up,” Mrs. Carter teased him.

Her grip stayed firmly on his butt to hold him inside and she squirmed around under him as she enjoyed the dying throbs of his erection. The touch of her hands finally trailed up his spine to cradle his head and she kissed on his ear.

“Now that you’re a man, I hope you’re also a gentleman,” she whispered and laughed. “A good boy always leaves his woman satisfied.”

Brent lifted his head to look at her and saw the wicked grin.

“Snowball pie,” she said.

“You want me to lick you out?”

“Uh huh,” she said. “Give me the pleasure I want then bring that cum up here.”

She lifted her head to kiss him and he was in no doubt what she wanted. When they started swapping kinks, he never envisaged himself licking out the cum-filled cunt he lost his virginity in, but the push on his head was encouraging him to do just that. His cock slid out of pussy as he shuffled down Mrs. Carter’s body. She was still wearing her blouse and skirt and he saw the tear in the nylon between her thighs.

His mind went to their last encounter, where she made him lick away the cum sliding from her asshole. He was about to do so much more than that and he shuddered as he leaned down. Kissing on her shaved skin got him his taste and he swept his tongue to the top of her pussy lips to go after her clit. Her hand came down to rest on his head as he tormented the erect bud and she squirmed about as he continued to pleasure her.

“Rougher,” she murmured as she gripped his hair.

He leaned in to wrap his lips around her clit and sucked hard before rasping licks over it again. Her whimpering groans rang out as she took in the bliss of the attention he was lavishing between her thighs and the grip on his hair tightened to hold him in place before she finally pushed his head lower. She touched on her shaved skin and her groin bucked against his mouth as she started to punish her clit.

“Put your tongue in,” she gasped.

Brent held his breath as he stiffened his tongue and he felt it being flooded by cum as he worked it into pussy. He lashed touches around inside her to lick on her slippery skin and could feel more of the sticky load he unleashed minutes before slipping into his mouth. It wasn’t the taste he wanted, but he forced himself to ignore it as he worked frantically to give Mrs. Carter what she wanted. Her fingers circled furiously on her clit as she helped to push herself to orgasm and her muscles contracted tightly as the tension climbed to a peak.

“Yes…, yes…, yes,” she chanted in an elated voice as their joint efforts pushed her to the very edge of a climax.

Her back arched up from the mattress as she surrendered herself to the searing heat that burned out from her core. She crashed down to the bed and writhed desperately as she was consumed by the hot, roiling bliss of the orgasm and there was no controlling her body as she scaled the heights of her passion until it overwhelmed her.

“Fuck,” she cursed through clenched teeth as the tightening of her muscles made her arch up a final time before she crashed down again. “Get it all,” she urged.

She grabbed at Brent’s hair to drag his head right between her thighs and his lips stuck to her shaved skin as he sucked out a mouthful of cum from pussy. The pain of his head being yanked up made him grimace and he was pulled up to stare down at the sweating face of Mrs. Carter.

“Show me,” she ordered.

Brent opened his mouth to reveal the thick, white load and heard the excited laugh as he was dragged down to a kiss. His lips crushed on Mrs. Carter’s and her tongue forced its way between them. He could feel her lapping at the sticky load as it slowly slid from his mouth to hers and their lips remained locked together even when she had every drop. She eventually grabbed the hair at the nape of his neck to pull his head up and he could see in her eyes it wasn’t over.

She pushed herself up to turn the tables and he let himself be shoved down. His head was trapped on the bed as the kiss bore down on him and he could feel some of the creamy load being passed back to him. Mrs. Carter lifted her head and held her lips over his and he was forced to watch the strings of cum spilling into his open mouth. She dropped down to another kiss as the snowballing game continued and she dragged him with her when she rolled onto her back.

He let his seed slowly drain into her mouth and pushed his tongue after it. She writhed around under him as the deep kiss lingered before she shoved him up. He knew the game was over when she swallowed and she parted her lips to show she’d done it before a wicked smile spread across her face.

“What if your parents walked in right now,” she joked. “And found their perfect son playing snowball pie, with the woman that stole his virginity.”

“You didn’t steal it,” he said.

Her hand slid between their bodies to find his cock and she held it as their lips came together.

“We’ll have to find some more games to play,” she said when the kiss ended and laughed as her grip tightened.

“Well, you know I’m all yours,” Brent replied then rolled on his back when she let go to move to the side of the bed.

“I’ll be in touch then,” she said as she got to her feet. “I better get out of here before we really do get caught in the act.”

Brent watched as she walked to the door of his bedroom and disappeared from view. He put his hands behind his head as he remained lying on the bed and knew he’d run to Mrs. Carter the moment she called.

As far as he was concerned, that couldn’t come soon enough.


The Guesthouse Owner’s Daughter

Jerry turned up the collar of his overcoat against the teeming rain. The piece of paper in his hand was becoming increasingly soggy, the ink beginning to run to the point where the writing was becoming illegible. As he looked from the paper to a nearby street sign though, he realized he had finally found the right place.

He stuffed the paper into his coat pocket and looked around. Kings Road appeared dark and dreary, although he suspected this was more to do with the miserable weather rather than the place itself. He looked up at the dark sky, the heavy rain wetting his face and running inside his collar.

Nice night, he thought with a sigh, quickly beginning to walk along the street to try and find the correct building. The house with the number 30 on it looked welcoming as he reached it. Jerry wasted no time in walking up the path and under the porch, glad to finally get some respite from the driving rain.

He could feel the water dripping down his face and neck. Jeez, he thought, I must look like a drowned rat. He wiped a hand across his face and slicked back his soaking wet hair, but he reckoned it would do little to improve his bedraggled appearance.

Composing himself, he knocked on the door and waited. After only a few seconds he heard the sound of someone approaching and the door was quickly opened wide. Jerry smiled at the middle aged woman framed in the doorway. She was a little chubby, but had a pretty face and the smile she flashed back at him was nice.

“Hi,” Jerry started. “I’m….,”

“Mr. Dawson,” the woman finished

Jerry laughed. “Yeah, that’s right. You must be Mrs. Carlisle. We talked on the phone about the room.”

“Sure, sure,” answered the woman. “Come on in, you looked soaked. Did you walk from the train station?”

“Not one of my better ideas,” Jerry confessed and stepped into the hallway when Mrs. Carlisle moved aside. “I don’t want to get your home wet,” he continued, looking down at the water dripping from the hem of his overcoat.

“Oh nonsense,” laughed Mrs. Carlisle and suddenly she was fussing around Jerry, taking his coat and hanging it up then going to find a towel so that he could dry himself off.

“There’s no need to go any trouble,” insisted Jerry, but Mrs. Carlisle appeared to be in no mood to listen.

“Nonsense,” she repeated with a laugh. “I always try my best to look after my guests during their stay. It’s the least I can do.”

Jerry had booked a room at the guesthouse only a couple of days before and the owner had sounded pleasant on the phone. She continued to fuss around him, taking him into the heat of the kitchen to help him dry off a little more and offering a cup of coffee.

He gladly accepted, but drank it quickly, eager to get to his room. He looked around the kitchen as the two of them chatted. It was decorated in a homely fashion and his first impressions of the guesthouse and its owner were that he had made a good choice. When he finally put his empty cup down on the table, Mrs. Carlisle stood up.

“You should really take a hot shower Mr. Dawson,” she said.

Jerry let out a laugh. “Please,” he said, “call me Jerry. Mr. Dawson sounds so formal.”

“Sure,” Mrs. Carlisle smiled. “If that’s what you prefer. Now, about that shower.”

“Oh there’s no need for that,” Jerry replied. “I would much prefe…” He was cut off in mid sentence.

“Nonsense,” exclaimed the guesthouse owner for the third time and Jerry wondered if it was her favorite word. “You’ll catch your death of cold,” Mrs. Carlisle continued. “I’ll show you to your room first and then where you can shower.”

Without waiting for a reply she turned and headed towards the kitchen door. Jerry smiled. He suspected that there would be little point in arguing with her and followed. He grabbed his case, which was still sitting in the hallway where he had left it, and stepped after Mrs. Carlisle, who was already starting to climb the stairs.

Jerry couldn’t help himself, looking up at the woman’s chubby ass as he climbed the stairs just behind her. Her skirt was tight and the way the rounded cheeks jiggled as she moved up each step was an erotic sight from which he couldn’t tear his eyes. It sent a flicker of excitement through him and he could feel the first stirrings of an erection forming in his pants.

When Mrs. Carlisle reached the top of the stairs she turned to wait and Jerry was quick to avert his eyes from her body. When he joined her at the top, she led him along to a door at the end of the hallway and took a key from her blouse pocket to unlock it. They walked inside and Mrs. Carlisle immediately started to point out the features.

“There’s a kettle, with some tea, coffee and biscuits,” she said and Jerry looked towards where she was pointing.

He saw the kettle and other items standing on a table next to the wall.

“The wardrobe is cleared so you can hang your clothes,” continued the guesthouse owner, “and I come in and clean the room every morning. I don’t supply a television in the room, but you are welcome to visit the lounge whenever you want.”

“OK,” replied Jerry. “That’s fine.” He stepped across the room and set his case on the floor beside the bed. He was just about to sit when Mrs. Carlisle continued speaking.

“None of the rooms have a bathroom unfortunately,” she said, “but if you follow me I’ll show you where you can shower.”

She picked up a large bath towel that was hanging over the back of a chair and stepped back out of the room. Jerry followed after her and they walked along the hallway to a nearby door. “This is the guest bathroom,” she said and handed Jerry the towel with a smile. “There’s plenty of soap inside so enjoy your shower.”

Jerry really wasn’t in the mood for showering at just that moment, but he could see that he would be wasting his time protesting. He decided to have a quick wash and reaching out to the doorknob tried to turn it. He immediately realized that it was locked and turned to Mrs. Carlisle. “Umm…, do I need a key to get in here?” he asked.

The guesthouse owner frowned. “No,” she replied. “It should be open. It only locks from the inside.”

She reached her hand out to try opening the door as Jerry moved aside, but it was definitely locked. Mrs. Carlisle gave a sigh and Jerry heard her murmur ‘college girls’ under her breath. She gave a sudden sharp rap on the door that startled Jerry, almost making him jump.

“Penelope,” she shouted in a loud voice. “Are you in there again?”

She turned to Jerry, raising her eyebrows and shaking her head. Thirty seconds later they heard the sound of the door being unlocked from the inside. The door opened a crack and Jerry saw the face of a pretty girl appear. It was hard to tell her age purely from her face, but Jerry pegged her at around 18 or 19. Mrs. Carlisle let out a long slow breath, her annoyance with the girl becoming apparent.

“How many times do I have to tell you Penelope, this is the bathroom for the guests,” she exclaimed in an exasperated voice.

“But there are no guests here just now mum,” the college girl protested.

“Oh yes there are young lady,” Mrs. Carlisle continued. “So I would like you to get out of there right now.” She moved aside so that her daughter could see Jerry. He smiled and raised his hand in greeting as the cute girl looked towards him.

“Oops, sorry,” she blurted out, a giggle escaping her lips as she closed the door.

Jerry and Mrs. Carlisle stood waiting and no more than thirty seconds later the door opened again. Penelope walked out wrapped only in a towel that was barely large enough to cover her. Jerry couldn’t help himself, his gaze discreetly dropping to the bottom of the towel and he saw that it just reached the top of the girl’s thighs.

She was a little chubby, not unlike her mother, and the towel did little to conceal the gorgeous curves below. Her large breasts strained against the fluffy material, threatening to unravel the knot that she had tied to hold the towel on her body.  Jeez that would be something to see, thought Jerry, his eyes locked on the girls naked thighs. As he looked back up he saw the girl grinning in his direction.

Her chubby build gave her a cute, round face and her brown eyes were beautiful, a cheeky glint almost making them shine. Jerry looked away quickly, conscious that he didn’t want the girl’s mother to catch him leering at her. From his introduction to Penelope though, he could swear the she had no concerns about parading her half naked body in front of a stranger and, if anything, seemed to be enjoying it.

The grin disappeared from the pretty girl’s face as her mother spoke. “Jeez Penelope,” she complained. “How many times have I told you to be careful with your appearance when we have guests?”

“But you told me to get out of the bathroom right awa…,” the college girl started to protest, but her mother cut her off, the exasperation coming through clearly in the older woman’s voice.

“OK, OK,” Mrs. Carlisle continued. “Mr. Dawson here wants to have a shower, not spend his time looking at your body.”

Jerry felt a flicker of excitement run through him as he stole another glance at the college girl’s naked thighs. He could suddenly think of nothing he would rather be spending his time doing than looking at her body. The thought that her tight pussy was hidden just out of sight below the towel made his pulse race a little and he tried to control himself.

He finally dragged his eyes away again as the guesthouse owner pulled her daughter out of the way and told her to go to her bedroom. Mrs. Carlisle and Jerry watched the pretty girl walk along the hallway. The towel really did just skim the top of her thighs and Jerry could almost get a glimpse of her ass cheeks as she moved. She finally reached a door, opened it and disappeared inside.

“Sorry about that,” Mrs. Carlisle said. “I’ll have a word with her and make sure it doesn’t happen again.”

Oh, it’s no problem,” replied Jerry, a smile playing on his lips as he hoped it would happen again sooner rather than later.

He thanked the guesthouse owner and finally stepped into the bathroom, deciding that he would have a quick shower after all. He quickly locked the door and turned, immediately freezing in place as he caught sight of the small pile of clothes sitting on a chair in the corner of the room. In her rush to get out the college girl had obviously forgot them, although Jerry couldn’t help wondering if she had left them on purpose.

At first he tried to ignore them, but curiosity finally got the better of him and he walked across to have a look. On top of the pile was a white t-shirt and a pair of denim shorts. He picked them up and, considering their size, thought they would probably be small and tight on the girl’s curvy figure.

The thought excited him and a grin formed on his face as he looked down again and caught sight of the pair of little yellow panties sitting on the chair. He felt an immediate stirring in his pants as an erection started to grow and he held his breath as he dropped the clothes and reached for the panties.

A dirty idea was quick to form in his mind and as his cock continued to harden he decided to go with it. Putting the panties down again, he reached for the buckle of his belt, loosening it and undoing the zipper of his pants to pull them down. His shirt was next, followed by his underwear and in a matter of seconds he was standing naked.

His erection really came to life as he reached for the panties again and he could feel it throbbing hard as he lifted the silky material to his face and breathed in. The gorgeous scent of pussy made his pulse quicken and he pushed the panties closer to his face. He stroked his fingers on the material, his desire growing in the knowledge that only a short time before it had been pressed against a cute girl’s pussy and ass.

Jerry’s breathing was becoming more ragged as he continued to stroke his fingertips on the panties. He continued to play out the idea he had thought about, slowly lowering the panties from his face and stroking them down his naked body. He touched the soft material onto his erection and let out a groan.

The feel of the panties on his cock was gorgeous and he quickly wrapped them around the hardness, almost covering it completely. He gripped his shaft tightly to press the material onto himself and started to stroke it along his length. The pleasure rushed through his body and his balls tightened up against his body.

Jerry knew he was being a dirty old man, but couldn’t stop himself playing with the college girl’s panties. He looked down to watch and started to stroke himself harder, deciding to use them to push himself all the way to a climax. He closed his eyes to enjoy the sensation and almost jumped out of his skin at the sudden knock on the door.

Shit, he thought, ripping the panties from his erection and dropping them back on the chair. He quickly picked up the girl’s t-shirt and shorts, dropping these on top of the panties before reaching for the towel and wrapping it around his waist. He looked down to see his hard erection making a tent at the front of the towel and it brought about a slight sense of panic. Jerry concentrated on getting his cock under control, but it stubbornly remained erect. There was a second knock on the door and he finally walked across.

“Umm…, is there something you want, Mrs. Carlisle?” he asked and heard the muffled giggle from outside.

“It’s Penelope,” the voice from outside said. “I left my clothes in there. Can I get them please?”

Jerry heard another giggle. He looked down at the towel being pushed out by his erection and willed himself to calm down, but to no avail.

“Hold on,” he said and walking over to the clothes picked them up.

Stepping back across the room he unlocked the door and opening it just a crack looked out. The college girl was standing in the hallway wearing a tight t-shirt and a very short skirt.

“Sorry,” she said quietly. The grin on her face and sparkle in her eyes showed that she wasn’t sorry at all. In fact Jerry could swear she was getting a kick from what she was doing. Penelope looked down at her skirt and then back at Jerry. “This is far too short to wear without panties,” she said, her giggles returning.

Jerry’s eyes dropped to the skirt. It covered not much more than the towel he had first seen the girl in, the hem sitting high on her thighs. As he looked, his erection got renewed life and he could feel it throbbing hard. The girl held out her hand and he reached through the gap in the door to hand her the clothes.

She dropped the t-shirt and shorts, leaving her standing with just the panties in her hand. Jerry watched as she put her fingers into the sides of the panties, stretching out the elastic waistband as she held them up.

“Do you think they’re nice?” she asked.

It was obvious she was being a slutty little tease. She could have easily put on a new pair and there was no reason to put her panties so obviously on show other than to get a reaction from Jerry.

“Umm…, yeah they’re nice,” replied Jerry, swallowing hard as he watched the girl stroking her fingers over the panties.

The thought that her naked pussy was just below her short skirt was driving him wild, but he finally decided he better get back in the bathroom before the girl’s mother made an appearance. “Well, I’ll take my shower now,” he said and started to close the door.

The college girl giggled hard and looked along the hallway. “You can watch me put them on if you want. My mum is downstairs in the kitchen.”

Jerry felt his heart hammering as he opened the door a little wider again. His eyes were fixed on the girl and he held his breath as she lowered the panties and stepped into them. She slowly pulled them up her legs, working the material over her knees and then further up her thighs.

As her hands moved higher the skirt started to inch up the girl’s thighs and Jerry was mesmerized, his gaze following the hem. The flash of pussy was only fleeting as the college girl pulled her panties into place but she held the skirt up longer than necessary, adjusting the panties back and forth, seemingly to get herself comfortable. Even when she had finished, she still held the skirt up, keeping her panties in view.  She raised her gaze and giggled at the excited look on Jerry’s face.

“How do they look now?” she asked.

“Oh jeez, they’re gorgeous,” Jerry blurted out before he could stop himself. They both heard the sound of movement from downstairs at the same time.

“Goodnight handsome,” teased the girl, smoothing her skirt back into place. She quickly picked up the clothes she had dropped and hurried back along the hallway. Jerry couldn’t help himself, watching the college girl all the way along to the door of her room, unable to tear his eyes from the cute swaying hips.

His cock was solid, images of it fucking it into tight pussy running through his mind. As the girl opened her door, she turned to see Jerry still watching her and grinned as she flicked the back of her skirt up to flash her ass. As more sounds came from downstairs, she disappeared into her room and Jerry quickly closed the bathroom door. He turned to lean back against the wood, his heart racing.

Fuck, he thought, a guesthouse with a little tease, this might be fun. His cock was throbbing hard and he quickly pulled off the towel and moved across to the shower. The warm water felt good on his body and Jerry quickly grabbed some shower cream and used it on his crotch.

The soapy feel of his hand tugging at his hard erection made his pulse race faster and he was quickly gasping for breath as the pleasure took hold of his body. Thoughts of pussy were quick to drive him to a climax and as the cum flooded from him and mixed with the pounding water he let out an excited moan of release.

Seeing a flash of Penelope’s cute pussy had been something special. Jerry hoped it was to be the start of something more though and, in the few days of his stay at the guest house, he would get to do more than just look at the cute college girl.

***

The cooked breakfast the next morning was enjoyable and because he was the only guest, Mrs. Carlisle fussed around Jerry, making sure his coffee cup was topped up regularly. By the time he left for the business meetings he had planned for the day, Penelope still hadn’t shown her face. He chided himself for feeling a little disappointed about this, wondering if the previous night’s tease was to be the extent of the fun he would enjoy with the college girl.

He caught a taxi for the trip to his first destination and it was the start of a busy day. Time passed quickly though and before he knew it, the hands of the clock had passed six o’clock. Jerry found a place to eat and by the time he finally arrived back at the guesthouse it was nearly seven. Mrs. Carlisle let him in, but there was no repeat of the previous evening when she had fussed around him like a mother hen and after a brief hello, she moved back to the lounge. The door was open and as Jerry walked past he looked inside.

Mrs. Carlisle had her back to him and a smile immediately came to his face as he saw the guesthouse owner’s daughter sprawled out on a sofa. She was wearing a cropped t-shirt that barely reached her navel and left a lot of her midriff on show. It was the jeans that really caught Jerry’s attention though. The denim was dark indigo blue, the material hugging tight to the college girl’s legs.

There was plenty of skin in show though, the distressing on the front of the thighs basically comprising one large hole with strips of thick white thread stretching across it. The sight was gorgeous and Jerry stopped and stared. Penelope seemed to sense the eyes watching her and turned. She grinned when she saw Jerry and gave a quick wave.

At that moment Mrs. Carlisle started to turn and Jerry was quick to avert his gaze and move past the lounge door. The image of the cute girl stuck in his head though and by the time he reached the top of the stairs he could feel the stirring in his pants.

He quickly went to his room and got changed from his suit to casual pants and a t-shirt, trying to calm himself as he did this. Jerry waited ten minutes before finally leaving the bedroom to make his way back downstairs, hoping the college girl would still be there.

He wasn’t disappointed. Penelope was still sprawled out across the sofa watching TV. He expected her mother to tell the young girl to sit up when he stepped into the room, but she seemed engrossed by the action playing out in the book she was reading. Clearing his throat, Jerry looked towards Mrs. Carlisle and she raised her eyes from the book.

“Hi,” he started. “You said it would be OK if I watched TV.”

“Oh sure,” Mrs. Carlisle said. “You’re welcome. Just settle yourself down on any of the free chairs.” Her attention quickly returned to the book she was reading.

Jerry looked around. The lounge was big and there were a few chairs dotted around. There was only one he had eyes for though, directly across from the sofa. It didn’t have such a great view of the TV, but gave him a perfect view of the college girl.

As he sat he noticed she had slid down the sofa more, her head now resting on the arm of the seat. It had pushed the bottom of the t-shirt further up her body and more of her midriff was on view. Jerry stole a quick glance before turning to look at the television. He tried to watch the show, but found that he couldn’t concentrate on it.

He looked over to Mrs. Carlisle and saw that her head was buried in her book, eyes flicking rapidly over the words. Jerry then looked over to Penelope. She was watching the TV, but as she sensed his gaze she glanced over and grinned.

Jerry watched as the college girl brought her hand casually to the smooth, milky skin of her midriff. His eyes were glued to the fingers as they slid back and forth. He glanced back at her mother, but she seemed oblivious to anything other than the words in her book.

Jerry looked back towards Penelope, his pulse quickening as he saw her fingers were sliding lower, stroking from skin to denim. He couldn’t tear his eyes away as the pretty girl moved her hand down towards the distressing on the jeans. Her fingers stroked over it, touching onto the skin of her thigh.

Penelope then shifted slightly on the pretext of making herself comfortable, but Jerry noticed her legs parting a little wider. The fingers continued to stroke over the distressing, but finally moved onto the denim again as she slid them between her parted thighs. Her hand settled between her legs, made to look as if it was just casually resting there, but Jerry could make out the slight movement of the fingertips as they pressed onto the pussy below.

The quickening of his pulse continued. As he raised his eyes to the college girl’s face and saw the smile she gave him, it was a sure sign that her hand wasn’t where it was by accident. Jerry felt the stirrings of an erection catching hold of him and tried to slow his breathing a little and calm himself. It had little effect though and his cock started to harden.

He crossed his legs to try and hide the bulge that was growing and concentrated on calming himself. As his eyes locked with Penelope’s, she slid the tip of her tongue out to trace it slowly along her upper lip.

Oh jeez, though Jerry, I’m going to hell, but the sight of the college girl giving off such overtly sexual signals was exciting him. The movement of Mrs. Carlisle broke the spell and Jerry quickly looked towards the TV as she raised her eyes from the book. He stole a glance towards the pretty girl and saw that she was lying with her eyes closed, the hand that had been between her legs now pulled up to her hip.

“Penelope,” started Mrs. Carlisle, as she saw her daughter lying apparently sleeping. “If you are tired go and lie on your bed, don’t sleep there.”

The cute girl opened her eyes and looked towards her mother. “I guess,” she said. “There’s nothing really to watch.” She got up and moved towards the door, flashing a look at Jerry to follow.

“You’re right there,” he laughed in response to the college girl’s comment. “Think I will pass on the TV and go have a lie down too.”

Mrs. Carlisle returned her attention to the book in her hands, seemingly unperturbed by Jerry deciding to leave so soon after he had arrived. He waited until the cute girl had got closer to the door before getting up and moving after her. He made sure he kept his back to Mrs. Carlisle, not giving her any chance to see the slight bulge of a hardening cock. As his eyes dropped to Penelope’s jeans they opened wide.

The distressing at the back of the thighs ran just onto the pretty girl’s ass and he could see the merest hint of little pink panties below. His erection grew at the sight, the blood pumping as he closed the distance between himself and the girl. He followed as she left the room and made her way to the bottom of the stairs.

The college girl didn’t once look back, but slowed her pace as she started walking up the stairs. As Jerry followed close behind the urge to stretch out a hand and stroke onto Penelope’s ass caught his attention. He controlled himself though, unsure whether the college girl just liked men to look at her. When she reached the top of the stairs, she moved along the hallway, stopping and turning at the door of her room. She grinned at Jerry as she reached for the door handle.

“You want to see my bedroom?” she asked quietly, opening the door and stepping inside without waiting for an answer.

Fuck, thought Jerry, this is something else. He looked over his shoulder to make sure that there was no sign of Mrs. Carlisle. The hallway was clear so he stepped up to the room, moved inside and closed the door.

Lock it,” said Penelope.

Jerry turned, saw the button in the center of the door handle and pressed it in. He heard the unmistakable click of the lock engaging. The college girl giggled and as Jerry turned back, threw herself face down onto the bed. He became intensely aware of the erection that was bulging at the front of his pants and held his hands in front to cover it a little.

His gaze settled on the college girl’s ankles then moved higher to run over the gorgeous curve of her butt. The denim hugged the ass cheeks tightly and Jerry couldn’t help staring. Oh jeez, that’s so nice, he thought before his eyes finally moved higher, running up to the girl’s face. She was grinning widely.

“So?” she giggled. “Do you think it’s nice?”

“Huh?” asked Jerry as he pondered the question. His mind was still on how nice the girl’s ass looked in the tight jeans and he wondered if that was what she meant. His brow furrowed and Penelope giggled at his expression.

“Duh!” she teased in a cheeky voice. “My bedroom, is it nice? What exactly did you think I meant?”

“Oh…,” he laughed, his mind suddenly clicking onto the college girls meaning.

He looked around at white and blue walls, posters of what he assumed were teen idols and a variety of cute stuffed toys. “Yeah it looks pretty,” he said, returning his gaze to Penelope. She rolled over onto her back, resting her head on the pillows. Jerry stared as her fingers started to play with the distressing on the thigh of her jeans and he could feel the increase in the rhythm of his heartbeat. Penelope grinned as she saw the direction of Jerry’s stare.

“Is there anything else you think is pretty?” she asked.

Jerry brought his gaze up to the college girl’s face and saw the tip of her tongue flick out and slide to the corner of her mouth. He could see the Penelope was breathing a little heavier and she seemed to be enjoying her game of tease the older man. He was just about to answer when she continued talking. “You don’t need to hide it.”

“Huh?” Jerry asked again, but suddenly realized what she meant even before she motioned in the direction of his hands.

He moved them from the front of his crotch and saw Penelope’s eyes fix onto the bulge stretching out the front of his pants. Her breathing appeared to grow heavier still as she looked. She suddenly seemed to take shy though, dropping her gaze as she rolled over to the far side of the bed away from Jerry and stood.

“I really should get ready for bed now,” she said quietly.

“Oh OK,” said Jerry, the disappointment showing in his voice as he thought the fun was over even before it had started.

He started to turn, but froze as Penelope went on.

“You want to watch?” she asked, but didn’t wait for an answer and just giggled as she walked across to the wardrobe.

After opening the door, the college girl flicked through the hangers and brought out a short nightgown. She hung it on the back of the door and Jerry turned back to look at it. The nightgown was powder blue and by the look of the sheer material, when it was worn would provide a tantalizing glimpse of the body below.

It was also short and Jerry reckoned it would barely cover the college girl’s ass. His attention turned from the garment to Penelope as she grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and started to pull it up.

A pink bra quickly came into view and Jerry’s eyes settled on the gorgeous cleavage created by the tight bra cups pulling the breasts together. Penelope smiled as she saw the direction of Jerry’s gaze, crossing her arms below her breasts and leaning forward to give him a better view of her cleavage.

Jerry stood transfixed, not believing his luck at the girl letting him watch her strip. He shifted a little uncomfortably as his erection strained at the confines of his pants. Penelope finally straightened back up and turned her back. Her hands reached for button and zipper of her jeans and Jerry felt a real flash of desire as he heard them being loosened.

He watched as the college girl slid her fingers into the side of her jeans and wriggled her ass as she slowly worked them lower. Her panties came into view and as she leaned forward to slide the jeans down her legs her rounded ass pushed out towards Jerry.

His eyes fixed onto it, staring at the way the pink material had worked itself into the pretty girls butt crease. When she finally removed the jeans and straightened back up, she slid a finger under the elasticized edge of the panties and pulled them out of her butt crease to make them more comfortable.

Jerry could feel the breath rasping from him as Penelope reached for the clasp of her bra and released it, shrugging the straps from her shoulders and pulling the bra off. A little sweat started to form at his hairline as the college girl then slipped fingers into the side of the panties and started to slide them down.

She worked slowly, obviously enjoying herself, as she peeled the panties from her ass and down her thighs. She parted her legs to help, bending forward again as she stroked the panties to her ankles. Jerry watched as the naked ass pushed out towards him, his cock throbbing hard at the gorgeous sight unfolding before his eyes.

When Penelope stepped out of the panties, she straightened up again and reached out towards the nightgown. Removing it from the hanger, she pulled it over her head and let the silky material glide down her body and into place. Jerry had been right about the length and he saw that the bottom of the college girl’s ass cheeks just peeked out the bottom of the nightdress.

Penelope finally turned to face Jerry, a smile coming to her lips when she saw the bulge that had grown in the front of his pants.

“You like?” she said, doing a couple of twirls to show off the sexy outfit.

The hem of the nightdress flew up as she turned, revealing a glimpse of pussy. When she stopped she was facing Jerry and the nightdress settled back into place. His eyes dropped to the hem and he could make out the small triangle of trimmed hair through the sheer material and his eyes fixed on it. He only pulled them away at the sound of Penelope’s voice.

“So, I’m nearly naked,” she teased as she stepped across the room to stand in front of him.

She looked into his eyes as she stretched out her hand and pressed it on the bulge. A giggle escaped her lips as she felt the hard cock twitch under the touch of her hand. She then leaned in to kiss Jerry, who decided to just go with the flow and take whatever the college girl gave him.

As they kissed, he felt her pull her hand back a little and stroke the tips of her fingers along the outline of his hard shaft. He felt the blood suddenly pumping hard in his erection, the rapid twitches bringing a moan from the cute girl. She finally broke the kiss and stood back raising her hands in the air.

“I’ve changed my mind,” she teased with an innocent expression. “I don’t want to wear this nightdress. Could you help me take it off?”

Jerry grinned as he reached forward to rest the palms of his hands on the side of the college girl’s naked thighs. He could feel the warmth of the skin and as he brushed his hands higher he caught the hem of the nightdress and pulled it up Penelope’s body, gripping her waist to let his thumbs stroke on the smooth skin of her belly.

As he continued to raise the nightdress it exposed more and more naked skin and Jerry watched as he touched onto the bottom of the soft, rounded breasts. He worked his thumbs up onto them, hearing the intake of breath from Penelope as they stroked over her nipples. The bulge in his pants throbbed hard as he lifted the nightdress over the college girl’s head, finally pulling it up her arms and off.

Being stripped naked really seemed to set the desire burning brightly in Penelope. She suddenly dropped to her knees, leaning in to rub her face on the hard bulge. It brought a soft moan from her and as she moved back her hands reached for the zipper of the pants and pulled it down.

She suddenly started to work in a rush, not bothering to take the pants down, rather forcing her hand inside the zipper and grasping for the hard cock. Her fingers quickly wrapped around it and she dragged it out, her breathing becoming ragged as the excitement of the moment started to overwhelm her.

When the hard cock was free of the pants she bent forward to lick onto the pre-cum she saw seeping from the tip. The taste seemed to drive her wilder and she licked harder at the cock, her fingers wrapping around the base and squeezing tightly onto the hardness. The passion igniting in the college girl was infectious and Jerry would feel his pulse racing hard.

He looked down to see Penelope licking at the head of his cock like a lollipop and the expression of excitement in her eyes was like nothing he had seen before. Bending further forward, she let her lips glide over the head of the cock so that it pushed into her mouth. It brought a muffled moan as her mouth filled up and she left half the hard shaft push inside before tightening her lips around it.

Jerry could feel the college girl’s hand playing between his thighs and opened his legs. He shivered as fingers slid up his inner thigh and stroked onto the underside of his balls. The touch made his cock twitch hard and Penelope let out another muffled groan at the sensation. She stroked fingers on the sensitive skin under his balls to keep his cock throbbing and twitching before moving her hand to cup the heavy balls.

Jerry let out a moan as Penelope gripped his balls hard. Her mouth started to slide up and down the hardness, sending waves of pleasure rushing through his body and the college girl slowly worked herself up into a frenzy.

Jerry closed his eyes, his breath coming in hard gasps as his cock was set alight. Penelope didn’t let up, forcing the hardness deeper into her mouth as she played with it until the head of the shaft started to nudge against the back of her throat. Even as she started to gag she didn’t let up, bringing her hand up to wrap it around the base of the cock so that she could slide her mouth and hand up and down the hard length together.

The pressure built in Jerry and he could feel himself starting to lose control. His balls started to tingle as they got ready to release their load.

“Oh god,” he moaned. “I can’t hold back.”

Penelope finally pulled back, giggling as she got up and pulled Jerry over to the bed by his cock. She sat and started to slide her fingers along his length from balls to tip in slow strokes, looking up at Jerry as she worked his cock to a climax.

“Do it on my belly and tits, OK?” she demanded and Jerry just grunted in agreement.

At that particular moment in time he would have done anything she asked. He finally felt himself being pushed over the edge and clenched his ass to hold onto his load. Quickly knocking the college girl’s hand away, he pushed her down and got onto the bed over her, a knee on either side of her thighs.

He grabbed his cock to stroke himself to completion and felt the cute girl raise a hand to grip his balls. She moaned as Jerry tensed his body and finally let go. The moan turned to an excited squeal as a stream of sticky cum shot up her body and splattered down onto her skin.

The sight of the streak of white splashing onto the smooth skin triggered Jerry to a huge climax and he moved his cock around as the strings of cum erupted from the tip. It splashed down onto the college girl until her tits and belly were streaked in white. Jerry kept thrusting his hips forward until he was empty and even then the pretty girl continued to massage his balls, trying to get more of the sticky mess on her body. By the time she let go her chest was heaving hard and she giggled as she looked down at herself.

“Dirty pervert,” she teased. “Look at what you’ve done to me.”

Jerry moved to stand on the floor again and looked down at the gorgeous sight below him, “Jeez where’s a camera when you need one,” he joked.

“Oh fuck, use my phone,” Penelope said. Jerry looked around and saw the device on the bedside cabinet.

He went over to pick it up and the pretty girl showed him how to take a picture. He quickly snapped a couple of her cum covered body and handed her the phone.

“Oh jeez, that really is dirty,” she said as she inspected the pictures. “I look like such a little slut.”

Jerry watched as the cute girl started to stroke her hand across her body, the fingers sliding through the cum and smoothing it into her skin. She looked at him as she lifted her hand from her body, brought it up to her face and slid the fingers across her lips. He could see the white that was being left and when she moved her hand away, Penelope flicked out her tongue to lick it away. She opened her mouth to speak, but both of them froze at the sound of the voice coming from below.

“Penelope,” her mother shouted. “Sharon is here to see you.”

“Shit,” teased the college girl quietly. “Will I ask her to come up?”

“You’re kidding me, right?” whispered Jerry and sighed in relief as Penelope answered her mother.

“I just got stripped to shower,” she shouted. “Could you ask Sharon to wait and I’ll be down in two minutes.”

“OK,” her mother replied.

As Jerry pushed his cock back into his pants, Penelope quickly got up from the bed and moved to get a towel. She wrapped it around her body and walked to the door, opening it a crack to look out. “OK,” she said quietly. “It’s clear.”

Jerry slipped out and moved quietly to his room, unlocking it and letting himself in. As he turned to close the door, his last view was of the pretty girl moving along the corridor to the bathroom. He watched until she disappeared from view, finally moving across to lie on the bed. Fuck, he thought with a grin, this just keeps getting better.

***

The following day was filled with another round of business meetings that ran on to almost 7.30pm and Jerry had little time to think about Penelope. As his work came to a close for the day though, his thoughts did turn to what might happen that evening. It was his final night in the guesthouse so he hoped that the chance to go a little further with the pretty girl was on the cards. As Mrs. Carlisle opened the door for him he smiled and walked inside.

The guesthouse owner said only a brief hello and Jerry followed her along the hallway. As she stepped into the lounge he looked inside, but there was no sign of the college girl sprawling around like the day before. He wondered where she was, but couldn’t think of a plausible excuse he could use to ask her mother.

Making his way up the stairs, Jerry quickly went to his room to get changed. He made his way back down almost immediately and Mrs. Carlisle looked up as he entered the lounge.

“On your own tonight I see,” Jerry said casually with a smile.

“Yes,” the guesthouse owner answered with a laugh. “Penelope went out with friends this evening, so you can have peace and quiet to watch whatever you want.”

She got up to switch on the TV and gave the remote control to him before returning to her seat. Jerry saw that Mrs. Carlisle was reading again and she paid little attention to the television as he flicked through the channels.

He felt a little disappointed to hear that Penelope had gone out for the evening, but knew it would look strange if he immediately went back upstairs. Finally finding a sports channel he settled back to watch a little football, hoping the college girl might come back. An hour or so later there was still no sign of her and when he looked at his watch Jerry saw that it was almost nine.

It looked like his chance to have some more dirty fun with a pretty girl had passed and he finally made his excuses and went up to his bedroom. It had been a long day, so he stripped down to just a pair of pajama bottoms and went to lie down. The softness of the bed was welcoming and he quickly dozed off.

The tapping wormed its way into Jerry’s consciousness and as his brain came out of the fog of sleep, he slowly came to the realization that the sound was coming from someone knocking on his door. Still half asleep he got up from the bed and walked drowsily over to the door, opening it a crack and expecting to see Mrs. Carlisle.

He was suddenly fully awake as he saw the smiling face of Penelope staring back at him. From her appearance, she was still wearing the outfit that she had been out in and as Jerry took in the short summer-style dress his excitement grew. The material was a little glossy and clung to her curves in all the right places.

“Don’t I get an invite in?” she asked quietly.

Jerry quickly pulled the door wider and the cute girl slipped inside. When he closed the door and turned, Penelope was already moving across to the bed and on reaching it she sat and crossed her legs. Jerry’s gaze dropped to the high-heel shoes and his excitement grew.

“I thought you were out with your friends,” he said.

Penelope smiled. “I was and I had a great time,” she answered. “But this morning my mum let on that tonight was your last night here so I came home. I couldn’t let you go without giving you your leaving present.”

Jerry stepped across towards the bed. “That’s thoughtful,” he said with a grin. “Is it something nice?”

Penelope’s smile got wider as she reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it higher. Jerry’s eyes followed the movement and opened wide as the hold-up stocking tops came into view.

“It’s right here,” teased the college girl. “Do you like how it’s wrapped?”

She pulled the skirt a little higher to show the naked skin above the stockings and Jerry was quick to drop to his knees in front of her. He slid is hands onto her knees, enjoying the touch of his fingers onto the sheer nylon of the stockings. His fingertips traced over the silky material as they moved higher on the pretty girl’s leg, Jerry feeling a shiver of expectancy as they stroked onto the naked skin.

He worked his hand back and forth over the stocking tops, his breathing becoming heavier at the sensation of his fingers stroking from sheer nylon to bare skin and back. Penelope put her finger under his chin and moved his head up to look at her.

“I didn’t wrap all of your present though,” she giggled quietly, moving her hand back to the hem of her dress.

Jerry returned his gaze to the college girl’s legs and watched as she pulled the dress ever higher. When she had hitched it up to expose most of her naked thighs she parted her knees to reveal that she was wearing no panties. Jerry let out a rush of breath at the sight of the naked pussy.

“Did you shave it for me too?” he asked and Penelope let out another quiet giggle.

“Thought you might like it,” she replied.

Jerry looked up at her. “Did you go out like that?”

The college girl nodded her head. “It made me feel so slutty,” she said. “I’ve been wet all night.”

Jerry slid his hand up Penelope’s inner thigh, his heart hammering as it touched onto the smooth, shaved skin between her thighs. He could immediately feel the wetness, his fingers gliding over it easily. He pulled his hand back.

“Take the dress off,” he said and watched as Penelope stood and pulled the dress up her body, over her head and off.

She was wearing no bra either and the full glory of her naked body came into Jerry’s sight for the second night in a row. She reached for a stocking top, but Jerry grabbed her hand.

“Leave those on,” he said, “and the heels.”

Penelope grinned and sat on the bed again, splaying her legs wide to put her shaved pussy fully on view to Jerry. “So now your present is unwrapped,” she teased, “what do you plan to do with it?”

Jerry quickly shuffled forward on his knees and lowered his head between the college girl’s open thighs. She moaned as she felt the kiss on her smooth, wet skin and as Jerry moved his mouth around, she reached for the back of his neck to pull him harder onto her. The wetness smeared onto his lips and he was suddenly breathing harder as the taste of pussy filled his mouth.

He pulled back to ease the pressure of Penelope’s grip on his head and flicked out his tongue, teasing it up and down the slick pussy lips. The college girl finally released Jerry’s head and threw her upper body back onto the bed, pushing her hips towards him to force her pussy harder onto his mouth again.

Another moan escaped her lips as Jerry worked the wet hole open using his tongue and as it slipped inside he could feel it getting covered in the honey suddenly flowing from her. The sensation sparked his excitement and he was suddenly licking hard, his tongue sliding frantically over the slick inner walls of the pretty girl’s pussy. She bucked her hips up as an electric sensation rushed through her body, making her chest heave.

“Do it harder,” Penelope moaned quietly, her back arching hard as Jerry pushed his tongue in deeper.

He worked it around in circles, feeling the front of his pajamas being stretched out as his erection came fully to life. He suddenly felt breathless, moving back and gasping for breath.

“Don’t stop,” groaned Penelope and Jerry quickly moved forward again, this time working his lips around her clit to suck on it hard. It brought out a squeal from the girl.

Jerry moved back. “Quiet,” he said. “I don’t want your mother knocking on the door to find out what the commotion is.”

“Stop making me feel so good then,” giggled Penelope.

She bucked up her hips towards Jerry’s mouth and he took the invitation, leaning down to suck her erect little clit back into his mouth. Penelope moaned as the pleasure took hold of her body and bit her bottom lip to hold in the sound as Jerry stroked his hand between her thighs and teased his fingers around the entrance to the wet hole.

“Put them in,” Penelope groaned as Jerry carried on stroking them around the slick pussy entrance.

He gave her what she wanted, pushing his fingers forward to slide the tips inside and stroke them onto the smooth skin. The college girl forced herself towards him, suddenly gasping for breath as the fingers slid deeper. They forced her pussy lips wide and as Jerry suddenly fucked them in fully she let out a muffled shriek.

“Oh jeez that feels so good,” moaned Penelope as the fingers and mouth pushed her towards a climax.

The breath rushed from her mouth as Jerry started to brush his tongue back and forth over her clit. He slowly pressed onto the erect little nub harder, flicking his tongue faster and faster across it as his own excitement surged.

Penelope placed a hand over her mouth to muffle the sound of her voice as she reached the brink of an orgasm. Her short breaths suddenly turned to a long sigh as her body tensed hard. As the pleasure burst hard inside her she was suddenly writhing around the bed, the orgasm ripping into her senses and setting her body alight.

Unable to control her excited moans, she forced her hand harder over her mouth, the orgasm climbing to a high that left her in ecstasy. She bucked her hips up from the bed as her pussy tightened hard around the fingers inside her and it brought her climax to a peak unlike anything she had experienced before. As her body settled back onto the bed, she moved her hand from her face and giggled.

“Oh jeez you can sure press the right buttons,” she teased as Jerry moved back from her. She was panting hard, but she felt a renewed flash of desire as Jerry stood and she saw how hard he was. “Oh fuck put it in me,” she gasped.

Jerry pulled his pajama bottoms down and moved forward, helping the college girl up and forcing her onto all fours on the bed. He quickly got behind her, looking down at the high heels and stockings. It was a massive turn on and he could feel the blood pumping hard as his erection throbbed.

He reached down to stroke his fingers on the heels, taking his time to stroke them up the stockings and onto the bare skin at the top of the college girl’s thighs. She groaned as she felt her ass cheeks being spread open, feeling the excitement grab hold of her again as her pussy and ass were put on full display.

Jerry couldn’t help himself, bending forward to lick his tongue down the cute girl’s butt crease and over her asshole. She gave a start at the wet sensation of the tongue brushing over her tight hole, but she wanted more than tongue and started to beg for cock. Jerry straightened up again, shuffling forward on his knees to stroke his hard shaft onto the cute girl’s soft rounded cheeks.

He could feel the groan welling up in his throat, but worked to keep it down, grabbing his cock in his hand and stroking it over the excited girl’s asshole. He brushed it back and forth, the pre-cum wetting the hole, but finally worked his cock lower to slide it between the college girl’s thighs.

The breath was suddenly spilling hard from Penelope’s mouth again as she felt the head of the cock tease around her slick pussy entrance. She was pleading hard for it to be put inside, but Jerry continued to tease her, enjoying the sound of the begging and looking to drive the college girl’s desire higher.

He suddenly fucked his hips forward, the feel of his hard cock sliding into the warm, wet hole releasing the groan that had welled up in his throat. Jerry felt his body slap against the smooth skin of the cute girl’s ass and he quickly started to grind his hips so that his erection stirred around inside her.

Another gasp of breath rushed from Penelope’s open mouth at the sensation of the hardness suddenly splitting her wide open. She pushed back against Jerry as his cock worked around inside her, hanging her head as the thrill of the moment threatened to completely overwhelm her.

The pleasure she was feeling only heightened as Jerry pulled himself back out to the tip of his shaft before fucking the hardness back inside with force. The college girl felt his body slap onto her ass hard and couldn’t hold back the groan. Jerry didn’t let up, his cock starting to fuck into the wet hole in a smooth, hard rhythm as he worked himself towards a climax.

Each time he felt himself on the verge of losing control he slowed his pace a little to stop himself unloading. It built the tension in his body to an almost unbearable level and he suddenly wanted the feel of a release. As he worked himself to the point of climax again, Jerry didn’t hold back, suddenly picking up the pace of his thrusts to bring on the release he craved.

Penelope was forcing herself back to meet the frantic thrusts into her wet hole and as the hard length drove in fully she suddenly sensed it tensing. She squeezed herself around the hardness and felt the warmth of the cum as it suddenly jetted inside her. Jerry gritted his teeth as he forced his hips forward, flooding the college girl’s wet pussy with sticky cum.

His fingers dug into her hips hard as he pulled himself onto her, trying to force his shaft even deeper as the strings of cum rushed from the tip. Each jerk of his cock brought a muffled groan from him and he didn’t let up, forcing himself onto Penelope until his balls had completely emptied.

He only released his grip on Penelope’s hips as his body started to calm down and he looked to see the red finger marks he had left in the smooth skin. He leaned forward onto the cute girl’s back and could feel the hammering of her heartbeat matching his own. Both were gasping hard for breath in the excitement of the moment.

Finally straightening up again, Jerry pulled out and looked down to see the white starting to drip down smooth thighs towards the stocking tops. Penelope slumped forward onto the bed, closing her legs tightly and feeling the slickness that had run from her. Jerry dropped beside her, pulling her close to force his softening cock onto her ass.

“Oh fuck that was good,” moaned the college girl. “Do you really have to go tomorrow?”

“Unfortunately I do,’ answered Jerry. “But give me your number and I’ll keep in touch. I have to come here for work fairly regularly and I now know where I will be staying in future.”

Penelope giggled. “I better go, in case my mum comes looking for something and realizes I’m not in my room.”

She pulled herself away from Jerry and stood to put her dress back on. She then moved to the pad and pen on the bedside cabinet and wrote her number before stepping across to the door and opening it a crack to peek outside.

When she saw the coast was clear she turned to smile before quickly leaving and returning to her own room. Jerry lay with a huge smile on his face. He reached across and ripped off the top page of the pad to make sure he remembered it, getting up to put it in his jacket pocket. When he returned to the bed he quickly fell asleep.

At breakfast the next morning Jerry looked out for Penelope, but as usual there was no sign of her. When he finished, he thanked Mrs. Carlisle for her hospitality, paid the money he owed and finally left for home.

It was a sunny morning and the walk between guesthouse and train station was a lot more pleasant than the one he had endured on his arrival a few days before. As he sat on the train he took Penelope’s phone number from his pocket and sent her a text message saying he hoped he would see her again soon.

It was less than a minute later that he heard the text alert on his phone and looked down at it. Opening the message brought a smile to his face as he saw one of the pictures of Penelope’s cum covered body that he had taken on the second day of his stay. He laughed as he read the accompanying message.

‘Hope you like the picture,’ the pretty girl had written, ‘come back and do this to me again soon!’


The Doctor’s Fantasy

The flush of heat between her thighs sent a shiver racing down Samantha’s spine and she took another sip of wine to hide the grin that threatened to spread across her face. When she lowered the glass she spoke slowly. “So…,” she started. “My dirty little doctor has fantasies about his patients?”

Her new boyfriend George made no attempt to cover the grin that spread across his face. The alcohol was lowering the inhibitions of them both as they sat drinking in his apartment, but it was him that was making the confession. “They’re just fantasies,” he answered. “When there is a cute girl lying back on the gynecology table with her legs spread wide it’s hard not to wonder about the fun you could have if she let you.”

“Pervert,” teased Samantha. “Aren’t you supposed to have a professional and caring bedside manner?”

“I do,” George protested.

“Uh huh,” she responded. “I believe you. Have you ever given in to temptation and lived out your fantasy?”

Her boyfriend nodded his head. “Not with a patient though,” he was quick to add. “An ex-girlfriend let me play out the fantasy once.”

Samantha could hear the excitement in his voice and a quick glance down showed that he was getting turned on by the conversation. The way his pants were straining at the front was an indication of the growing erection that he seemed unable to control as his medical fetish fantasies were revealed. The flush of heat between her thighs grew more intense and she squirmed a little in her seat. Her boyfriend wasn’t the only one getting turned on and she could feel her pulse starting to race. The thought of George strapping a girl to the gynecology table in his office and subjecting her to his medical fetish was bringing out a desire in her that she couldn’t suppress although her own fantasies went further than that. She wondered if her boyfriend would go along with what she wanted, but decided that it was a surprise that needed to be sprung on him unawares. “So…,” she said. “If you met another girlfriend that was into it you would do it again?”

“Yes,” he replied quickly and sat up in his chair as the prospect of living out his fantasy again seemed to come closer.

Samantha took another sip of her wine. “That’s interesting,” she went on slowly. “Is your office far from here?”

George leaned forward. “No,” he answered. “It’s only a ten minute walk away.”

Samantha grinned as she strung her boyfriend along. “I’ve only ever seen the inside of a doctor’s office as a patient,” she said with an innocent expression on her face. “That doesn’t really give much of a chance to look around.”

“Do…, do you want to have a look around?” George asked. The excitement in his voice was obvious and a look to his groin showed the front of his pants straining even more under the pressure of a rampant erection.

Samantha stood and walked across to where her boyfriend was sitting. She dropped in his lap and giggled at how hard he was. “Sure I want to look around your office, and then...” She left the sentence unfinished, but the implication was clear that she was willing to play along with his fantasies. Samantha wriggled around on the erection and when her boyfriend gasped leaned in to kiss him. When their lips broke apart she stood and held out her hand. “Come on doctor,” she teased. “Let’s go.”

George reached out to the hand and his girlfriend pulled to help him to his feet. He wasted no time in getting her coat and then slipped on a jacket. No more than ten minutes after first confessing his medical fetish fantasy he found himself walking towards his office with the prospect of playing it out again dangling in front of him. He tried to calm himself as they walked in silence, but his erection refused to go away. He could feel it rubbing on his underwear as he walked and tightened his jacket around him to make sure that no one could see. When they finally got to the door of his office he was quick to unlock it and ushered his girlfriend inside. Samantha jumped when the door slammed shut and turned to see the expression of lust on her boyfriend’s face. She leaned forward to kiss him and pushed her body against his. The hardness pressing against her midriff was a turn on and she could feel the wetness that was starting to stain the front of her panties.

George broke the kiss. “So what do you want to see?” he asked.

Samantha grinned as she worked her mouth to his ear. “You know what I want to see,” she whispered. George shivered as the warm breath caressed his ear. He was struggling to contain his excitement and grabbed his girlfriend’s hand to lead her upstairs. He opened the door of a room to drag her inside and Samantha felt the rush of desire. The large gynecology table was the dominating feature of the room and she walked across to stroke her fingertips along the padded surface. She could feel her boyfriend’s gaze on her and turned to meet it. “Is this the table where you and your ex-girlfriend…”

George was already nodding his head before she finished the sentence. “It sure is,” he said.

“Fuck…,” she continued in a hushed tone as she continued to stroke the surface of the table. “That’s so dirty. What did you do to her?”

George moved across to the side of the table. “It started with me strapping her into the table so that she was all but immobile and completely at my mercy.”

“Fuck…,” Samantha said quietly again. “Get on the table and show me how.” George was so turned on that he was willing to do anything it took to get Samantha strapped down and under his control. He hopped up on the table and lying back lifted his legs into the stirrups. His girlfriend leaned forward and stroked a touch along the outline of his erection and then worked a touch lower to his ankles. “You secured her in place with these?” she asked as she fingered the straps. As her boyfriend answered yes she closed the strap around one of his ankles and then the other. “How did you tie up her arms so that she couldn’t get free?” she went on.

“I have handcuffs hidden in the back of the bottom drawer in that cabinet,” he said. Samantha turned to where he was pointing and walked across to the cabinet. She pulled at the bottom drawer but quickly realized it was locked. She turned to look at her boyfriend and he grinned as he threw her the key. Unlocking the drawer she opened it and looked inside, but saw no sign of the cuffs. “Pull it fully open,” George went on. When she did this, Samantha saw two pairs of handcuffs and pulled them out. She walked back to the gynecology table with the cuffs dangling from her finger.

“Not exactly your typical medical equipment,” she teased. She grabbed one of George’s wrists and snapped the cuff on it and then secured the other end to the frame of the table. She moved around to do the same with his other hand and grinned when he was completely tied down. “When you had her like this what did you do?” she asked.

“I used a pair of scissors to cut the clothes from her body and strip her to her underwear,” he said. He pulled at the cuffs, but they were secured tightly. “So…,” he said. “Will you let me go now so we can play out my fantasy?”

Samantha grinned. “Oh we’re going to play,” she said. “But you stay where you are.”

“Hey,” George protested, but he was strapped in place and at the mercy of his girlfriend. The only way he was getting up from the table was if she released him and as he saw her walk back to the cabinet he realized she wasn’t about to let him go. Samantha opened the top drawer and saw an array of medical equipment laid out. She stroked her fingers over the cold metal and felt a surge of excitement. Her boyfriend’s fantasy excited her like never before, but she planned to turn the tables and play it out on him. When her fingers touched on the long medical scissors she picked them up and walked back to the gynecology table. Her boyfriend was breathing heavily and his eyes opened wide as she wielded the scissors so that he could see. Grabbing his pants at the ankle she slid the scissors in place and started cutting until she reached the waistband. She quickly did the same on the other leg and felt the thrill as she grabbed the material and yanked it away. The erection pushed out the thin material of the boxer shorts and she moved to the side of the table so that she could tease her fingernails along the outline of the stiff length. It throbbed and twitched under her touch and she looked up as she heard the gasps of her boyfriend.

“Having fun yet?” she asked as she climbed up on the table. She straddled George and slowly lowered herself to his waist so that she was resting on the cock. She rocked her body back and forward to grind herself against him and then leaned forward. One by one she cut the buttons from his shirt until she could pull the sides apart. She leaned further forward and kissed on the muscular chest. Flicking out her tongue, Samantha started to lick wet trails across the smooth skin. She worked to a nipple and flicked a touch rapidly back and forth over it. The little nub hardened and she continued to lick around and over it. Moving across his chest she paid some attention to the other nipple and continued to lick a wet trail back and forth between them until her pulse was racing out of control.

Samantha then moved the touch higher on her boyfriend’s body until she reached his face. She planted kisses along his jaw line until the warmth of her breath was caressing his ear. “Does it feel good?” she whispered as she pressed herself on his erection.

“Fuck yes…,” he answered. His fantasy always involved him being in control of the woman. Suddenly having the tables turned on his was a surprise he wasn’t expecting, but the exhilaration was flowing through his body and he didn’t want his girlfriend to stop.

Samantha kept her mouth pressed against her boyfriend’s ear. “When you got your slutty little girlfriend stripped to her underwear,” she went on in a hushed voice. “What did you do to her?”

George knew that whatever he said was going to be played on him and the thought was both nerve wracking and a turn on. He couldn’t stop himself telling though. “I licked and fingered her asshole and then opened her up with an anal spreader.”

The giggle sounded quietly in his ear. “Dirty boy,” Samantha teased. She pushed herself up and dropped back to the floor. The scissors were still in her hand and a shiver ran through her as she used them to cut the boxer shorts from her boyfriend. The sight of the naked erection brought out a voracious hunger for sex and she couldn’t help gripping her fingers around it and squeezing hard. George groaned at the touch and the breath rasped from him as the pressure around his cock tightened further. Samantha finally eased off her grip though and stroked her fingers along the stiff length. When she let go she stepped across the room to put the scissors back in the drawer and looked at the other equipment. The touch of her fingers on the pronged anal spreader made her shudder and she picked up the metal instrument to move back to her boyfriend. She placed it on his chest so that he was forced to look at it and know what was coming. Moving to the foot of the bed she stepped in between his parted legs and stroked a touch along the back of his thighs.

George flinched and his rapid breathing showed the nervousness and exhilaration he was experiencing. Samantha took her time to stroke her fingers to his ass cheeks and caressed a gentle touch around them at first. The touch became more insistent though as she dug her fingers into the soft skin and spread the ass cheeks apart. There was suddenly no stopping her as she dropped to her knees and pushed her head forward to rim the asshole. Her tongue slid around the soft skin as it worked to the center and her boyfriend tensed as the touch brushed over his tight hole. He started to writhe around as she licked harder at the tiny puckered hole and wet the skin.

Samantha sensed the rush of heat in her body as she played and pulled the ass cheeks wider as she tried to open her doctor boyfriend up with her stiffened tongue. When she moved back her head to catch her breath she pushed a finger at the tight hole and felt the resistance. She grinned as George squirmed around all the more frantically as she forced him open and his groan rang around the room as her finger slipped inside. The tightness closing around it sent shivers down her spine and George’s groans got louder as she pushed forward and slid her finger almost knuckle deep in his asshole. She worked the touch around and then pulled back out to the tip.

“Did your girlfriend moan loud when you finger fucked her ass?” Samantha asked.

“Yes,” George replied.

“So let’s hear you then,” she said with a laugh as she slid her finger back inside the tight hole. The sound of the moans gradually did get louder as Samantha worked the touch in and out to finger fuck her boyfriend’s asshole. He writhed around as the pleasure rushed through his body. His fantasies were always about taking advantage of a woman as she was strapped down, but he was finding that being tied down and used was a turn on. The finger stroked into him with increasing force until he was writhing around almost uncontrollably. The cuffs bit into his wrists as he struggled against them, but the thrill of what was happening was driving him wild. Samantha finally pulled back and stood to lean forward and grab the anal spreader.

“No…,” gasped George as the sudden panic of being spread wide took hold, but there was nothing he could do. He tensed at the cool touch of the metal on his skin and groaned as it pressed against his asshole. “Use some lubrication,” he said.

Samantha walked over to the cabinet and saw the small tub of lube cream immediately. Her attention focused on another piece of equipment though. It was pushed further back and out of sight so that it was a little hidden. Her fingers wrapped around the long curved wand and she picked it up. She stroked her fingers along the cool metal and played with the bulged tip. “What’s this?” she asked as she held it up.

“Oh fuck…,” George said. “It’s a prostate stimulator.”

“Did you use it on your girlfriend?” she went on. He shook his head, but knew it was going to be used on him by the grin that spread over Samantha’s face. “Time to move from your fantasy to mine,” she said and stepped back to the table. George watched as she opened the tub and spread some of the lube on the prostate stimulator. She caught his gaze and smiled as her fingers stroked all over the bulged tip. Samantha wrapped the fingers of her free hand around her boyfriend’s solid erection as she brought the tip of the metal instrument to his anus. His body tensed as she applied a little pressure and he groaned as he felt himself being opened up again. The tip of the stimulator was much thicker than a finger and his buttocks clenched tightly when it worked past the resistance and slid inside. Samantha started to stroke her fingers along the stiff cock as she pushed the curved stimulator deeper inside and then stroked it around to work it over his prostate.

The pure bliss of the touch was unbelievable and George’s body arched up from the table as the heat rushed through him. Samantha continued to work the stimulator around as she stroked her fingers along the erection and she wanted more. The front of her panties were soaked as the excitement leaked from her and she wanted to feel the penetration of her boyfriend’s cock. Her hand flashed faster along the stiff shaft as she stroked the medical instrument in and out his tight hole and she finally pushed it deep and left it inside. Quickly stripping her jeans and panties off, Samantha moved to the side of the table and climbed on to straddle her boyfriend’s waist so that she was facing his feet. This time as she lowered herself to the erection she shuddered at the touch on her naked skin. She rocked her hips to rub herself against the hardness, but quickly lifted up again. Reaching under her body she grabbed at the shaft and held it straight up from George’s body so that she could lower herself to the tip. She teased it around her wet opening and then let the head slide inside to spread her pussy lips open. She gasped as she sat down and the cock drove deep in her pussy.

Samantha closed her eyes as she rocked her body back and forward to make the cock play around inside her. It was the sweetest sensation and she suddenly couldn’t get enough of it. She rocked her body more enthusiastically as the pleasure swelled and let out a loud groan. When she opened her eyes again she looked down to see the end of the prostate stimulator sticking out of her boyfriend’s asshole. As she continued to ride the solid erection she reached down and started to play with the medical instrument again. Her breath spilled out heavily as she stroked a touch in and out of her boyfriend’s tight hole while she was bucking around on the cock. She worked the stimulator more forcefully and could feel George arching up from the table as she fucked the cool metal in forcefully with each thrust. It made his cock ram deep in her pussy and she started to push down on her boyfriend each time he jolted up.

Anal was something that always turned on Samantha. When the thought flashed through her mind she knew she couldn’t resist the temptation to slide her boyfriend’s cock in her puckered hole as she played with his ass. She pulled herself up and off the erection and slipped a hand under her body to spread her ass cheeks a little. Grabbing the cock with her other hand she brought her asshole to the tip. The touch made her gasp and she could hear the groans of her boyfriend. Samantha forced the head of the erection on her tight hole and her gasps got louder as she opened herself up. She closed her eyes as she worked a touch inside and felt the grip of her asshole closing around the thick shaft. The resistance slowly eased as she lowered herself until she could sit down on her boyfriend’s body and take his full erect length.

Samantha quickly leaned forward and pushed the stimulator deep in her boyfriend’s asshole to massage his prostate. The feel of the cock jerking and throbbing in her ass as she played was better than anything she’d experienced before. George writhed around as the metal instrument was fucked in and out and as he began to buck up from the table again he rammed deep in his girlfriend’s asshole. She was moaning as the pleasure of the touch rushed through her and started riding the cock. It slammed into her harder and she writhed around as the thrill of the moment caught hold. She could feel the climax closing in, but wanted to go further with her boyfriend before she got to that so finally pulled up.

George was gasping for breath and as Samantha turned she grinned. She jumped down from the table and retrieved the anal spreader. Moving to the side of George’s head she stroked the tip on his mouth and leant down to his ear. “Did you spread your ex-girlfriend’s pretty little asshole open with this?” she asked in a hushed voice.

“Yes,” he replied.

Samantha giggled. “Were you fantasizing about doing that to me?” she went on. “When we walked here was your cock hard because you were thinking of sliding this inside my tiny puckered hole and making it spread wide open?” She didn’t wait for an answer as she slid the anal spreader down her boyfriend’s naked body. He groaned at the cool touch of the metal stroking along his cock and then sliding over his balls. Samantha grabbed the lube and worked some on the tip of the spreader. She giggled at the loud gasp of her boyfriend when she brushed the tip back and forth over his anus. He groaned as she applied a little pressure and pushed forward. His asshole was quickly worked open so that the prongs slid inside. When the instrument was stroked deep she released the catch and heard the cry of George as his asshole was forced wide open.

The thrill of doing it was making her pulse race and she dropped down to look. The asshole was gaping as the prongs worked it open and as she forced fingers inside her boyfriend as he writhed around. The cuffs dug in his skin as he thrashed around and she thrust her fingers deeper then fucked them in and out. Her breathing was rapid as the thrill of the onslaught gripped her, but she finally pulled her fingers back out. Samantha couldn’t help herself and grabbed the prostate stimulator to push it back in deep. She moved back up to her boyfriend’s ear. “Tell me what else you did to your ex-girlfriend,” she said.

George’s voice was labored as he tried to cope with the agony and ecstasy of his spread open asshole. “I used nipple clamps on her and then fucked her,” he finally managed to get out.

Samantha walked back to the cabinet and quickly found the clamps. She grinned when she saw they were joined together with a chain. Moving back to the table she got back on it and straddled her boyfriend to rest her pussy down on the solid cock. She leaned forward and circled her lips around a nipple to suck on it hard. The little bud stiffened and as soon as she pulled her mouth away she forced the clamp on it. George shuddered as the pain bit in to him and Samantha laughed at his sharp intake of breath. She leant down to take the other nipple in her mouth and repeated the operation by sucking hard to make it stand up and then closing the clamp around it. When she sat up again she grabbed the chain and pulled on it and her boyfriend groaned as his nipples were stretched out. The sharp pain became more intense as Samantha kept yanking the chain and he closed his eyes tightly.

“Having fun doctor,” Samantha teased as she toyed with his nipples and made him groan. The flush of heat was making the sweat prickle on her forehead and she could feel the wetness of her pussy leaking onto the erection. The craving for an orgasm came on strong and she considered riding the cock again. A better idea came to mind and she moved up George’s body until she was over his head and then turned to face his feet. She was breathing heavily as she lowered herself to the eager mouth and shivered as it kissed between her thighs. George flicked out his tongue and stiffened it and as Samantha lowered herself further it slipped inside her pussy. She groaned at the lapping sensation on her slick inner skin and pushed down to grind herself on the mouth. Reaching out to grab the chain again she pulled on it as she was licked out.

“Oh fuck yeah…,” she groaned and rocked her head back as the pleasure ripped through her. She pulled harder on the chain to stretch out the nipples again and George gasped. He wanted pussy and was licking at the pink slit for all his worth, but the pain of the clamps grabbed his attention. He groaned as Samantha enjoyed torturing him and making him squirm, but as the pressure on his nipples eased he set to work licking out pussy. He stiffened his tongue again as his girlfriend bounced up and down a little. Samantha squealed at the penetration of the tongue and pushed down on it harder. “Fuck, do it…,” she gasped as the tongue lashed around inside her wet hole. The desire to play with cock came on strong and she leant forward into the 69 position. The tongue continued to work her pussy as she grabbed at the stiff shaft and fed it into her mouth. She could see the anal spreader forcing her boyfriend’s asshole wide and her excitement mounted.

Samantha pulled back to lick at the head of the cock and then worked her lips slowly lower. The thick shaft filled her mouth and she clamped her lips tightly around it. As she worked her head back and forward her mouth stroked over the bulging veins and she suddenly couldn’t get enough of it. She bobbed her head faster to work her lips forcefully along the erect length and pushed her mouth towards the balls. She reached out to grab them and squeezed hard to make George moan. He was going wild on pussy and his tongue pushed deep to lick frantically at the slick wetness. Samantha sensed the climax coming nearer and her craving for it took hold in her mind and wouldn’t let go. She sat back up to grind herself on her boyfriend’s mouth and slid a hand to the top of her pussy lips. The touch on her clit was electric and she writhed around furiously as her excitement surged. The pleasure swelled until it was almost unbearable and when the sweet release came it set her body alight.

The orgasm took hold and ripped through her body in a flash. Samantha sat down on the eager mouth as her pussy tightened around the tongue inside and she worked her clit hard. Her breathing became ragged as the pure bliss of the orgasm carried her to a shattering high that was something special. Her head rocked back as the shudders took hold and her body shook violently, until the climax finally faded away.

“Oh shit…,” she groaned as she slowly came down from the high. The afterglow of relaxation settled in her veins, but she worked her way back down her boyfriend’s body to his cock. Turning to look towards his face she grabbed at the cock below her body and held it so that she could work the tip to her soaked pussy entrance. She sat down firmly and George groaned as his cock was engulfed by the soft wetness of pussy. Samantha grabbed at the chain attached to the nipple clamps and pulled on it as she started to ride the stiff shaft. The combination of agony and ecstasy left her boyfriend gasping for breath, but he started to thrust his butt up from the gynecology table to drive his cock powerfully into pussy. Samantha rode the cock furiously to push George towards a release and his excitement was such that he quickly found himself struggling to hold back. He didn’t want the sex to end, but the temptation of a release was too much to ignore and with one last savage thrust the cum started to shoot from him.

The sound of George’s loud groans filled the room as he unloaded inside wet pussy. Each jerk of his cock sent another thick stream of sticky white inside his girlfriend until the cum was seeping out and dripping down on his body. Samantha sat down hard and tightened her pussy muscles around the erection to milk every last drop and she shuddered as the erection continued to throb and jerk around inside her. She couldn’t stop squeezing herself around the thick shaft, but it slowly lost power and finally slipped out of her. She was gasping hard and remained sitting on her boyfriend as they both tried to recover. When she finally raised herself the cum gushed out and she giggled as she reached down to open herself up and let the thick white dirty her boyfriend’s body.

“Are you going to let me go?” George asked when Samantha finally dropped back to the floor.

“Hmm…, maybe,” she said. “Although leaving you tied up as my little doctor fuck boy sounds like a good idea.”

George laughed. “I think my receptionist would get a surprise tomorrow morning if you leave me here.”

Samantha laughed at the thought, but finally worked her way around the table to free her boyfriend. The last task was to pull the stimulator and spreader out of her boyfriend’s asshole and he shuddered at the sensation. He finally jumped down from the table, dragged the nipple clamps away and pulled Samantha into a passionate kiss. “Do I get to play out my fantasy on you next time?” he asked when the kiss broke.

“Maybe,” she replied and laughed again as she watched him rubbing at his butt. “You just want to get my asshole open wide.”

“And your pussy,” he shot back. “If I get you strapped down to the chair you are in for one hell of a fucking.”

Samantha shivered as the excitement of being strapped in the gynecology chair and at the mercy of her boyfriend took hold. She leaned forward to another kiss and grinned as she pulled back. “So…, are you free tomorrow night?” she asked and her grin grew wider as she saw the look of lust that crossed her boyfriend’s face.


The Doctor’s Fantasy 2

Samantha’s eyes snapped open. It was the morning after the erotic experience of the previous night and as soon as the fog of sleep lifted the memories of the medical play she forced on her doctor boyfriend were running through her mind. She tried to push them aside as she got up from her bed to go for a shower. They took hold though and stayed with her as she moved towards the bathroom. By the time she was stripping off her nightdress the heat was already growing between her thighs as images of the dirty sex flashed through her head.

Strapping George to his gynecology table and using the medical instruments on him was the kinkiest experience of her life by far. It was one she was already hoping she got to repeat sooner rather than later. She remembered his last words from the night before though and knew if she went back to the surgery it would be her tied down to be used. He’d threatened to give her the fucking of her life and the idea of being at the mercy of his fetish sent a shiver trickling down her spine.

Stepping under the showerhead, she turned the faucet and the heat of the rushing water did little to cool her passion. The teeming cascade brought a tingling sensation to her skin and it was suddenly thoughts of masturbation that were filling her mind. She couldn’t believe she was getting so turned on, but as she sensed the tingling taking hold between her thighs she knew there was only one way to get rid of it.

Samantha grabbed the shower nozzle down from its mount and leant back against the cubicle wall. The cool of the tiles contrasted with the heat of the water and she turned the showerhead to a massage setting. The strong jets pounded her body and as she aimed them at her soft curves, her nipples came erect. Her free hand grabbed at a breast to squeeze it and she could feel the hard little bud pressing against her palm. She wondered what her boyfriend would say if he could see her right at that moment and a grin played on her lips. Bringing the nozzle closer to her body, she concentrated the powerful jets of water on a nipple. She brushed fingertips over the erect bud at the same time and it brought out a gasp.

“Oh fuck…,” she groaned as a rush of air escaped her lips. She started to stroke her fingertips more forcefully on her nipple and as she moved the water to her other breast her hand was quick to follow. Samantha pressed herself more firmly against the cubicle wall as her legs began to tremble. The pleasure coursing through her body was making it difficult for her to remain standing and as her knees slowly buckled she slid down the wall to the floor. She sat with her legs parted wide and knew what she wanted.

The fluttering of her skin brought out more soft gasps as she slowly worked the showerhead down from her breasts and across her midriff. Her anticipation grew as the powerful jets neared her pussy mound and she closed her eyes. A strong shudder wracked her body as the heat of the water moved between her thighs. Samantha rocked her head back against the cubicle wall as another long breath came out in a rush and she stroked her free hand lower on her naked body. It wasn’t only the water that was wetting her skin now and she felt how slick her pussy lips were when she caressed her fingertips along them. The gentle touch contrasted with the pounding of the jets to bring out her desire and she couldn’t hold back the groans.

Sliding a finger either side of her slick pink slit she opened herself up and her body tensed as her clit was exposed. She brought the showerhead right up to her skin and the pounding of the water on her erect bud brought out stronger shudders. The breath suddenly stuck in her throat as she teased her fingers across her clit. She stroked eagerly as the desire swelled in her body until the slow build towards a climax became a headlong rush.

Keeping the water directed at her clit, Samantha stroked her fingers lower. At little pressure was all that was needed to open herself up and the slick sensation of her touch on the silky inner skin of her pussy brought out more groans. She slipped two fingers slowly inside until she was spread wide open and then fucked them in forcefully. Her ass bucked up from the floor as her passion was set alight and she rammed her fingers in and out frantically as she pushed herself towards the moment of bliss she was craving. Thoughts of it filled her mind and she worked a touch in her pussy harder and faster to get there. Her fingers were pushing knuckle deep and as her mind flashed back to the kinky sex of the previous evening she was lost to the moment.

Samantha’s body went taut as the grip of the orgasm took hold and the tension gave way to a flurry of shudders that wracked her body. She pushed her fingers in deep and let out a squeal as her cunt clamped tightly around them. The violent spasms of her pussy walls made her convulse and the breath rasped from her in anguished gasps. The peak of the ecstasy made her back arch almost painfully and the pleasure stretched out until the orgasm finally released its grip. Her chest heaved as she slowly came down from the high and the afterglow of the climax settled in her veins. She let out a sigh as she dropped the showerhead to the floor and it was a few minutes before the power returned to her body. Picking up the metal nozzle she slowly got back to her feet and returned it to the wall mount. The water cascaded over her again and she remained in the shower for a few more minutes to wash herself clean and let her body recover.

When she finally stepped out of the cubicle, Samantha dried herself and went to get dressed. After some breakfast she left home and caught the bus to her office to get her working day underway. The time passed slowly though. She tried to concentrate of the tasks she needed to get completed, but constantly found herself drifting into fantasies of medical play. It brought a flush to her cheeks and she wondered if any of her work colleagues were aware of her state of mind. No one commented though and when six o’clock finally rolled around she grabbed her coat to leave.

Normally she went straight home after work, but on this particular evening there was only one place she wanted to be. The bus ride to the surgery was crowded and she ended up standing all the way. When she finally reached her stop she was glad to get off and the cool of the evening wrapped around as she walked to her destination. She could see the lights of the surgery were still on as she walked towards it and wondered if George was finished for the day. When she knocked on the door she realized he wasn’t as his receptionist came to answer.

“Can I help you,” the older woman asked.

Samantha was suddenly thinking back to last night and when she teased her boyfriend about leaving him strapped to the gynecology table for his receptionist to find the next morning. The urge to laugh came on strong, but she fought it back and composed herself before answering. “I’m here to meet George,” she said.

“You want to see Dr. Brady?” the receptionist asked.

Samantha did laugh this time. “Yes,” she answered. “I’m his girlfriend.”

“Oh sorry,” the older woman went on. “I thought you were a patient. Come on in and I’ll let him know you are here.” She stood aside to let Samantha enter and then led her to the waiting room. “He’s with the last patient of the day,” she explained.

“No problem,” Samantha said. “I’ll just wait.”

It was ten minutes or so before George showed his face. He walked in the waiting room with his patient and grinned when he saw Samantha sitting there. She remained quiet as he talked with the patient and after thanking him the man left.

“Do you need me for anything else Dr. Brady?” the receptionist asked.

“Nope,” George answered. “You can get going if you want.” He walked out with her and locked the door of the surgery when she left. Samantha was already standing when he walked back in the waiting room and he went across to kiss her.

“So what can I do for you young lady?” he teased when he pulled out of the kiss.

Samantha grinned. “I thought you might like to see me, Dr. Brady,” she replied and pushed forward to another kiss. It was more passionate and she pressed her supple body against his. She was immediately aware of the growing hardness and rubbed herself against it. “Hmm…, it seems I was right,” she went on when the kiss broke. “You are happy to see me.” She stroked her fingertips along the outline of the cock and a shiver ran down her spine as she enjoyed the throbbing response of it coming fully erect.

George tried to pull her forward again, but she skipped out of his grasp and moved across the room. “So…, what should we do?” she asked and the grin returned to her face.

Her boyfriend followed her across the room and this time she didn’t try to avoid him as he grabbed her wrist. She gasped as his movements became urgent and let herself be led out of the waiting room. They moved along to the bottom of the stairs and her pulse quickened as they climbed to the first floor. She knew there was only one place they were going and that George was about to unleash his medical fetish on her. Her breathing was ragged as she was pulled inside the room in which the gynecology table was located. The grip on her wrist was released as the door was slammed shut and she turned to look at the table. Memories of the previous night’s sex flashed through her mind, but she knew she was about to experience more and the hunger for it was growing in her body.

Samantha flinched at the touch on her shoulder. She was spun around and pulled to a tight embrace and it was George pushing forward this time to force his erection on her body. It was obvious he was fully erect and as the kiss pressed on her lips she reached a hand to push it between their bodies and touch on the bulge in her boyfriend’s pants. Her fingers continued to tease along the outline of the erection when George backed off a little. He eased the coat from her shoulders and threw it on a nearby chair. His hands reached out to the buttons on Samantha’s blouse and he leaned forward to kiss on the naked skin of her chest as he loosened them.

When all the buttons were undone the blouse was dragged out from where it was tucked in her skirt and pulled from her shoulders. It was thrown on top of the coat and the skirt followed quickly to leave her standing in just her underwear. The wetness was already staining the silky material of her panties and she shuddered as her boyfriend’s fingers pushed between her thighs to play on it.

“Getting a little excited I see,” he teased as he pulled back. He reached out the fingers and stroked them on Samantha’s mouth and she could taste herself. “See what I mean,” her boyfriend went on. She said nothing as his hands wrapped around her and fumbled with the clasp of her bra. It finally came loose and he stroked the straps from her shoulders. The bra fell away to reveal her naked breasts and he wasted little time in ducking his head down to kiss on the soft mounds.

Samantha rocked her head back as the pleasure took hold in her body. She reached for the back of George’s head and gripped his hair to pull him back. He was breathing heavily as he got caught up in the heat of the moment and pushed forward again. Samantha took an even tighter grip of his hair as his lips brushed over a nipple. She couldn’t hold back the soft groan as he sucked the little nub in his mouth and rasped his tongue over it. A shiver ran down her spine as he played roughly and moved from breast to breast to give them equal attention. He moved his hand lower and stroked his fingers on the pussy wet material of the panties again. His fingers moved to slip under the waistband and a smile crossed his face.

“We can’t have this,” he said.

Samantha narrowed her eyes. “Can’t have what?’ she asked. Her sharp intake of breath sounded loud at the tug on the hair under her panties.

“That,” George said, He grabbed at the panties to pull them down and made Samantha step out of them when they slid to her ankles.

“Oh fuck…, here we go,” she murmured under her breath as she was dragged to the gynecology table. She was made to get up on it and her feet pulled to the stirrups. The breath rushed from her as her legs spread wide open and in a matter of seconds the straps were secured around her ankles to hold her in place. George moved across to the cabinet where the handcuffs were hidden and reached inside to pull them out. Moving back to the gynecology table he fixed the cuffs in place to secure his girlfriend’s wrists to the metal frame of the table. She was tied down and completely at his mercy and his excitement surged. He walked around the table and then moved between her parted thighs. His fingers sought out the short hair again and Samantha squirmed around as he tugged on it.

“Enough already,” she protested, but saw the expression of lust on her boyfriend’s face. He was preparing himself for an onslaught on her naked and exposed body, and the thought of it made her shudder.

“We need to get rid of it,” George said. He walked across to a sink and filled a small bowl with water. Picking up a small bar of soap he dropped it in the water with a cloth. Samantha’s eyes followed him around the room, but she didn’t see the last item he picked up. It came into view as he dropped it on the table and she gasped.

“You have got to be fucking kidding me,” she said as she stared at the cut throat razor.

George laughed. “No kidding,” he said as he stroked his fingers on her pussy mound. “We’re going to shave this little baby clean.”

Samantha squirmed around as the cool of the water was splashed between her thighs using the cloth. Her breath spilled out heavily, but there was little she could do but watch as George picked up the soap and worked it between his wet palms. They were quickly covered in lather and he stroked it between her parted thighs to cover the hair.

“Don’t move,” he said with a grin as he picked up the razor and flicked it open.

Samantha froze as it touched on her skin. It grazed across her pussy mound to leave a smooth, shaved strip and George stroked the fingers of his free hand across it.

“Fucking hell…,” she gasped as the enjoyment of the touch on her body took hold.

She squirmed around as George kept stroking the bare skin, but he finally touched the razor on her again. He ran it across her pussy mound a second time to remove more hair and worked around until she was shaved bare. He picked up the cloth to wipe the last of the later away and bent down to kiss the smooth skin. He took in the faint taste of soap and pussy wetness before moving back.

Samantha watched as he lathered up his hands and covered her pussy mound again. She remained perfect still as she was shaved once more and groaned as the fingers teased across the skin. The sensation was driving her wild and when the shaving was completed she started to writhe around. George spent some time wiping the last of the lather away again and bent down to kiss on pussy.

“Perfect,” he said when he lifted his head.

“Perfect for what?” Samantha asked, but got no response.

George moved across to the cabinet again and grabbed hold of a small device. Samantha stared at it as he walked back to her and wondered just what she’d got herself into. The device looked similar to an oxygen mask, with a length of rubber tubing connecting it to a small hand pump. She guessed it wasn’t her mouth that was about to be covered though and watched as George moved back between her tied down legs.

“I’ve always wanted to try pussy pumping,” he said with a grin.

“Pussy what?” asked Samantha as a mix of nerves and excitement came on.

“Pussy pumping,” he repeated. He suddenly realized he didn’t have the lube and putting the device down on the table, walked back to the cabinet to get it. When he moved back he squeezed a generous amount on his hands and worked it all over Samantha’s freshly shaved pussy. The cool of the sticky gel made her squirm around and her nervousness grew as George reached for the device. He worked the mask over her pussy mound and slid it around to get it in place. The gel helped create a firm seal on the shaved skin and when he was ready he looked at his girlfriend.

“Are you ready?” he asked and a grin spread across his face.

“No…,” she replied, but tied down and under his control she knew there was no stopping what was about to happen.

George started pumping the handle and Samantha groaned as the pressure gripped hold of her pussy mound. The weird sensation made her squirm around even more as a vacuum was created inside the mask that drew the blood to the surface of her skin. It colored red as it became engorged and her pussy lips swelled up. George kept pumping and the pleasure it was bringing out made Samantha moan. Her cunt felt on fire as the skin became enflamed and the heat between her thighs grew. The swelling of her pussy mound filled the mask and she shuddered when the pumping finally stopped. George grabbed at the device to pull it away. The suction held it on the shaved skin though, and he needed to pull firmly to make it pop clear.

“Oh fuck…,” he let out slowly in a rush of breath as he looked at the engorged and reddened pussy. He reached out to touch it and Samantha let out almost a yell. The pumping had made her skin hyper-sensitive and the slightest touch sent a shock of ecstasy coursing through her veins. She was made to suffer blissful torture as her boyfriend worked his fingers around the sensitive skin to explore every inch. Her excitement surged as he leaned down to press his lips on her and she let out another ecstatic groan when he licked on her swollen pussy lips. Her body started to shake as the touch gradually became rougher until his tongue was rasping up and down. He came closer and closer to clit each time until he finally connected with it.

Samantha rattled the cuffs against the frame of the table as her body arched up. The electric touch on her swollen clit sent her into raptures and every muscle in her body went taut for an instant before she started to writhe around. The torture of the touch was driving her crazy and George didn’t back off until Samantha was pleading for a release. He grabbed at the pussy pump and reattached it.

“Please no…,” she groaned, but the pumping started again and her engorged pussy reddened even more as the blood rushed to it. She squirmed around as the agony and ecstasy of the pump being used on her ripped through her body and waited for the touch of the tongue on her pussy when the mask was pulled away again.

The breath rasped from her as the wait stretched out, but she realized it was to be something more when her boyfriend walked across to a small table and picked up something. She saw the long, curved metal probe as he came back and shouted her protests. They were ignored though as the cool of the metal touched on the burning skin between her thighs and she closed her eyes. There was no closing her legs though, as the tip of the thick metal probe was traced up and down her swollen pussy lips. George increased the pressure to open up the slick pink slit and Samantha cried out as her pussy lips were spread apart. She arched up from the gynecology table again and could feel the restraints digging into her ankles and wrists. Her concentration focused on the touch between her thighs as the probe was thrust in deep and her body came alive.

“Do you like that,” George hissed as he started to fuck the probe in and out. He seemed on a mission to get revenge for his body being used the night before and increased the rate of the strokes until the metal was flashing in and out furiously. He finally fucked it deep and left it as he backed off. He looked at the pussy pump and grinned. “I wonder if this works on tits too,” he said.

“Oh please no more…,” Samantha shouted.

George ignored her to climb on the table and straddle her body. He grabbed the tube of lubricating cream and squeezed some out so it dripped on his girlfriend’s naked breasts. He took delight in rubbing it in and enjoyed the sensation of his palms sliding over the slippery nipples. He grabbed the pump and pushed it down on a soft mound to create a seal and started pumping. Samantha’s nipple swelled up and went blood red as the suction pulled the air from the mask. Her breast was on fire and she begged for a release. All she got though was the pump ripped off one breast and attached to the other.

When both nipples were swollen, George dropped the pump on the table. He bent down to touch the tip of his tongue on an engorged little bud and make his willing victim squirm. Sucking the nipple in his mouth he rasped his tongue over it and a fire burned through Samantha’s body. As she convulsed, her pussy tightened around the thick metal probe still buried deep and she moaned. George licked a wet trail across her chest to get to the other nipple and make it suffer some beautiful torture. He sucked it deep in his mouth and treated it roughly, but finally pulled back.

The temptation was too great to resist as he looked down at the naked body tied in place below him. Grabbing at his pants he loosened the zipper and fished a hand inside to pull out his stiff shaft. He got in position above Samantha’s tits and started to cock slap her nipples. She groaned as the heat of pleasure flooded out to engulf her body. George finally sat down so that his erection was pressed in her cleavage. Grabbing her tits he pressed them together and shivered as the soft flesh wrapped around him. He started to hump forward and his erection slipped easily in and out of the slippery, lubricated tits. His passion surged as he quickened his pace until he was enjoying a frantic tit fuck. He looked up to see Samantha’s mouth wide open as the agonized ecstasy of the moment gripped her and couldn’t resist the temptation.

Moving up the table he straddled his girlfriend’s head and got himself in position so that he could stroke the tip of his cock on her soft lips. Her eyes implored him to be gentle, but he didn’t back off. Pushing forward he stroked his erection in her mouth and shuddered as the warm wet surrounded him. Having Samantha at his mercy to use as he pleased was the thrill of a lifetime and he went all out to enjoy the experience.

Samantha gagged as he pushed deep and the cock stroked on the back of her throat. The sound only seemed to encourage her boyfriend though and he started to fuck her mouth with a growing abandon. He pushed deep with each thrust to make her take his full length and increased the pace until his cock was flashing in and out of her mouth. The hunger for what he was doing gripped him and he could sense the pressure rising in his balls. He pushed himself as hard as he could without losing control, but finally backed off and got down from the table.

Samantha’s chest was heaving and he reached out to tweak the engorged nipples. It brought out a moan from her, but he finally stopped the seductive torture to move around the table and get back between her spread open legs. When the probe was pulled out of her pussy, she writhed uncontrollably. She finally settled though and looked down the table.

“Hmm…, I wonder what I can do with this,” he said as he wielded the probe.

Samantha guessed right away what was going to happen as the tip of the curved metal rod was stroked along her butt crease. The sound of her protests filled the room, but the pressure increased and choked off her words as the probe brushed back and forth over her asshole. The sensual onslaught made her squirm around on the table and the cuffs rattled against the frame.

“Please...,” she begged, but George was lost in his own world and ignored the words as he worked to get past the resistance of the tiny puckered hole. The pussy wetness on the probe helped and as he wriggled the tip of the medical instrument around it opened up the tight hole. Samantha squealed as the agony and ecstasy of the penetration shot through her body. Her muscles went taut as she was opened up, but it only served to tighten her asshole around the probe and her squeals got louder.

George pushed forward to make her take more and slowly worked the probe deeper until it was buried all the way inside the tight hole. He stirred it around to make his willing victim suffer some delicious torture before starting to stroke it in and out. Samantha closed her eyes tightly as her asshole was used. The cool sensation of the smooth metal sliding on her silky inner skin was driving her crazy and she strained against her bonds. The speed of her boyfriend’s hand increased until he was making the long curved rod slam in forcefully with each thrust. He finally pushed it deep and left it in place to spread the tight asshole wide.

A grin crossed his face as he dragged the clothes from his body then moved forward to press his cock on the enflamed skin of Samantha’s engorged pussy mound. The slightest touch brought out a sensation of agonized bliss that made her body shake and the convulsions grew stronger as George pressed forward. He started to rock his body to rub himself on the swollen pussy lips and the sound of Samantha’s groans pushed him on. He worked the tip of his cock to her wet opening and teased it around to make her suffer.

“Please…” she implored him, but there was no stopping him and her words choked off as the erection spread her open.

George started to gasp for breath as the heat of the enflamed pussy surrounded the head of his shaft. The wetness helped him slip inside and as he leaned forward he stroked more of his erect length in slick cunt. He fucked the final couple of inches in powerfully to slap his midriff on the reddened skin and Samantha arched up from the table. He worked to grind himself on her pussy mound and groaned as his cock stirred around inside her. Leaning forward he slapped his hands on her breasts and felt the hardness of the swollen nipples pressing in his palms. He squeezed tightly as he started to rock his body to stroke his cock in and out.

Having Samantha completely under his control was something special and as his excitement spiraled higher he started to thrust at her in a ferocious onslaught. Her loud cries sounded out each time their naked bodies slapped together and it only made him increase the pace of the sex. His cock flashed in and out of the wet hole with an increased intensity and as he was caught up in the heat of passion, he went all out to push his girlfriend to a moment of bliss.

Letting go of her tits he brought his hand lower and pressed his fingertips on her clit. Samantha’s back arched up so hard from the table that she felt as if it was going to break. George powered his cock in until she was screaming and his frenzied thrusts finally tipped her to orgasm. The tension in her body as the climax took hold faded to a flurry of violent shudders as the ecstasy ripped through her. The peak of the pleasure was one of the best moments of her life and she cried out as the orgasm held her in its grip. The moment stretched out as her pussy rippled around the hardness pounding it, but the sensation finally broke and she dropped back to the table as the afterglow of the climax flowed through her veins.

George went all out to bring on his release as Samantha wriggled around under him. He threw himself forward with a growing abandon as his balls tightened up against his body and the tingle in them grew out of control. He didn’t want the sex to end, but the heat of the moment finally overwhelmed him and there was no holding back. He let out a loud groan as he thrust forcefully in pussy and held deep. His body convulsed as the first string of cum rushed out and splashed on wet pussy walls. He released a powerful second stream deep in cunt before pulling back so that the tip of his cock rested on Samantha’s pussy lips. His continuing shudders shot thick white on the enflamed skin and he moved his erection around to let the cum splatter all over pussy.

By the time his climax ended Samantha’s smooth, shaved skin was streaked in white and he moved back to look at what he’d done. She was gasping for breath as she lay watching him, but her gaze dropped between her thighs.

“Dirty pervert,” she teased.

“You know you love it,” he shot back and moved to stroke his fingers across her skin.

“Are you going to clean me then?” she asked with a grin.

George went to retrieve the bowl of water and soap and cleaned the cum from his girlfriend’s body.

“Let me go,” she protested and rattled the handcuffs against the frame of the bed.

“Hmm…, maybe I’ll leave you here for my receptionist to find tomorrow morning.”

Samantha grinned. The words were similar to her own at the end of the kinky sex the previous night. “Come on,” she urged and rattled the handcuffs again.

George finally moved around the table to release the bonds holding her in place and helped her down from the table. He pulled her to a tight embrace and their lips met passionately.

“Will you be back for more?” he asked with a smile when the kiss ended.

“That’s for me to know,” she said, but they both knew she would be and embraced tightly again as the dirty thoughts of more medical fetish sex played out in their minds.


Nicole and the Artist

Nicole sat on her bed with her head in her hands. Her mind was working overtime, running through the available options. It had been the same story for a couple of weeks, ever since she had graduated from high school. She wished that she had a firmer idea of where she wanted her life to go, it would make things so much easier, but the honest truth was that she had absolutely no idea of the path she wanted to travel. Letting out a loud groan, Nicole closed her eyes and threw herself back on the bed, her head bouncing on the soft pillows. The sound of her friend’s voice made her look up.

“Cheer up,” Jean teased with a giggle. “It’s only life.”

Nicole sat up again. “That’s easy for you to say. You’ve known what you wanted to do since kindergarten. Don’t you have any sympathy for the poor undecided people like me?”

Jean giggled louder. “Na, not really,” she continued to tease. “You just need to shape up and make a decision girl!”

“Jeez,” exclaimed Nicole. “You sound scarily like my mother. Next you’ll be telling me to choose a college.”

Jean stuck out her tongue at her friend before carrying on talking. “I thought your parents only had one college in mind for you.”

Nicole rolled her eyes and let out a sigh. “Yeah, they do so want me to follow in the footsteps of Brad.”

Jean started to giggle again. “Just think how nice it would be,” she replied, “your lovely big brother there to hold your hand on the first day of college.”

Nicole let out a loud groan. “I don’t even know if I want to go to college at all, never mind the one my big brother is studying at.”

“Aww,” teased Jean and walked over to ruffle Nicole’s hair. “Poor little rich girl.”

“Stop it,” replied Nicole. “It’s not funny.”

“Is to me,” said Jean with a grin. “Your trials and tribulations are so entertaining.”

Nicole looked at the cheeky expression on her friend’s face and couldn’t help herself giggling. Jean had been her best friend for years and always had the ability to make her laugh no matter the situation.

“Listen,” continued Jean. “There’s no need to make a decision yet, you’ve got plenty of time. Just enjoy the summer freedom and see how you feel. Maybe the answer will come to you in a flash of inspiration.”

“I guess,” answered Nicole not altogether convincingly.

“That’s my girl,” said Jean. She sat down beside her friend on the bed and gave her a comforting hug. “Relax, have a few laughs and enjoy some summer fun. You might even meet a boy.” Jean nudged her friend gently in the ribs and turned to wink at her. “You might even lose your virginity dear,” she teased with a loud giggle.

“Oh yeah,” groaned Nicole. “You see the boys swarming around me all the time looking for a date.”

Jean rolled her eyes in sudden exasperation. She grabbed Nicole by the hand, pulled her over to the wardrobe and stood her in front of the mirror. “Look at yourself,” Jean said.

Nicole let her eyes roam up and down her body. Her slender, athletic figure looked good in the tight shorts and t-shirt she was wearing. As she raised her eyes from her toned legs, Nicole admired the way her pert breasts pushed out the front of her t-shirt and she turned a little side-on to get a better view. She moved to face forward again and brought her gaze up to her pretty face. Her dark brunette hair was nicely styled and just long enough to rest on her shoulders, while her dark brown eyes were one of her best features, or at least Nicole thought so. “Yeah, I’m looking,” Nicole finally answered her friend, her eyes meeting Jean’s in the mirror.

“You are so, so gorgeous,” exclaimed Jean in a loud voice. “You must see that surely?”

“I look OK,” answered Nicole a little hesitantly as her eyes roamed over her face and figure again.

Jean shook her head and sighed. “You’re more than just OK Nicole,” she said. “Trust me. You really are gorgeous. Half the boys in high school probably fantasized about you. How you managed to get out of there still a virgin is beyond me.”

Nicole let out a loud giggle and moved away from the mirror, stepping across the room to sit on the bed again. “I just never liked any of the boys that much to do…, well, to do that.”

Jean followed her friend across the room. “The boys just think you are a little stand-offish because you are shy.”

Nicole grinned at her friend. “What are you telling me?” she teased, “that I should be a little more outgoing and slutty like you?”

“Hey,” protested Jean. “I am so not slutty.” She suddenly dropped to the bed in a fit of laughter. “OK, well maybe a little slutty,” she confessed. “But do I have any trouble getting gorgeous boys to kiss me? Do I?”

“No,” laughed Nicole. “And remind me, where exactly is it that they kiss you?”

“Not telling,” answered Jean still laughing. “You’ll need to get a little slutty yourself to find that out.” Nicole collapsed into a fit of giggles and by the time she had calmed herself down, her friend had stood up from the bed.

“Anyway I have to go,” said Jean. “I said I would meet Simon. You want to come along?”

“No,” replied Nicole. “You go and have some fun with your boyfriend.” She stood up and hugged her friend, before leading Jean to the front door of her home. The two girls hugged again and said goodbye, Nicole closing the door as her friend disappeared down the garden path. She turned at the sound of the voice coming from the kitchen.

“Is that Jean gone?” her mother shouted.

“Yup,” Nicole shouted back.

Her first instinct after answering was to head back upstairs to her bedroom, knowing that in all likelihood her mother would start talking about the future plans she expected of her. It had been a common topic of conversation between Nicole and her parents in recent times and she was fully aware how much they wanted her to make a decision to go to college.

On the basis that she couldn’t make up her mind, Nicole was doing her best not to be drawn into too many conversations. As she reached the bottom of the stairs though, her mother popped her head out of the kitchen and asked her to come inside. Nicole sighed a little then turned back and when she entered the kitchen hopped up onto a stool at the table. She waited for the inevitable conversation to start, but instead her mother asked what her plans for the day were.

“No plans mum,” answered Nicole. “Why do you ask?”

“There’s a new exhibition at the art gallery in town,” her mother answered. “You want to go with me.”

Nicole felt a little relieved that her mother hadn’t brought up the subject of her future and the idea of a trip to the gallery made her smile.

“Who’s exhibiting?” she asked.

“It’s a show displaying the work of some new artists,” her mother replied. “From what I hear there are supposed to be some nice pieces being displayed.”

The phone rang just as Nicole was about to agree to go. She watched as her mother reached for the handset and picked it up. The eighteen year old girl listened in to the conversation and it immediately became apparent that her mother was talking to one of her friends. By the tone of the conversation and what she could hear, Nicole reckoned that the friend was having man trouble and her assumptions were proved correct when her mother finally hung up.

“Sorry dear,” her mother started when she saw the quizzical look on Nicole’s face. “That was Connie and she sounds a bit of a mess over her latest fling. I better go and see her. You should go to the art show though. You can tell me all about it tonight.”

Nicole smiled at her mother. “I might just do that,” she replied, getting down from the stool and heading out of the kitchen towards the stairs.

As she entered her bedroom, she heard the front door slam shut and knew her mother had left. She contemplated just spending a lazy morning resting, but the lure of the art show finally proved too much. Changing into a knee-length skirt, tight blouse and short jacket, Nicole headed for the door of her home and left.

The gallery was fairly quiet as she made her way around and she had plenty of time and space to stand and admire the artwork on display. It seemed to be an exhibition of mainly nudes and she giggled under her breath a little as she made her way around, wondering what her mother would have made of it.

The pieces ranged from some sparsely clothed ladies to some fairly explicit poses. Nicole stopped at a beautifully painted picture of a pretty woman with only a lacy silk scarf covering her modesty. As she looked at the painting, admiring the quality of the workmanship as well as the impressive figure of the model, Nicole was suddenly aware of someone standing at her shoulder.

She took a step to her side and turned her head a little to see the handsome face of an older man staring intently at her rather than the painting. As the man’s gaze continued to linger on her she started to feel a little uncomfortable and finally turned to look him full in the face.

“I thought men would be more interested in her attributes than mine,” she said pointing at the woman in the painting.

“Oh jeez, sorry,” said the man. “Am I staring?”

Nicole giggled nervously. “Just a little,” she answered feeling her face starting to flush as the man smiled at her. “Shouldn’t you be admiring the artwork?” she continued.

She studied the man’s handsome face and smile as she talked and felt a flicker of attraction. He was certainly older than her youthful age and appeared to be in his early to mid 30s. Nicole thought he was really handsome though as she took in the widening smile on his face.

“I’ve seen enough of the artwork,” the man replied. “That one took an age to paint.”

Nicole turned to look at the nude and then back to the man. “You…, you painted that?” she asked, pointing at the canvas hanging on the wall.

The man laughed. “Yeah, that’s one of mine,” he said.

“Wow,” Nicole replied. “You’re good.”

The man laughed louder. “I’m OK,” he said. “I tend to look at it and see the flaws and how I can improve more than anything. I need a new model now for some inspiration though.”

Nicole felt her face flush a little. “How exactly do you get a model to pose like that for you?” she asked, looking at the near naked woman in the picture again.

“I just ask,” the man answered.

“Oh,” was all that Nicole could think to answer as she turned her gaze back to the man.

“So will you?” the man suddenly asked.

“Will I what?” she replied and then felt a little foolish, her face flushing redder as she understood what the man was asking. “Oh no, I couldn’t, I…”

The man cut her off in mid sentence. “Please,” he continued. “You have such a gorgeous face. I would really love to capture it on canvas.”

That’s not all you want to capture on canvas, thought Nicole. She was about to refuse when the words of her friend Jean popped into her head telling her that she should just enjoy some summer fun. The sudden thought of agreeing to pose nude or nearly nude sent a shiver of excitement through her body, but she still hesitated.

The man continued talking before she had the chance to say anything. “Look,” he said. “Let me take you for a coffee. You can get to know me and then think about if you want to do it. No pressure, if you say no that’s OK with me. All I ask is that you think about it.”

“I guess there’s no harm in that,” replied Nicole finally. The thought of just having coffee with the handsome man was enough to interest her and she followed as he led her through to the gallery café. Nicole sat at an empty table as the man went off to get a couple of coffees. When he got back he set the cups on the table and sat down.

“I’m Matt Jenkins,” he said and held out his hand. Nicole introduced herself and shook the man’s hand, noticing that he held onto it a little longer than was really necessary. The two of them chatted and Nicole listened intently each time Matt talked. He seemed extremely passionate about his art and was impressed by the knowledge that Nicole showed about the subject. She studied his handsome face again as he carried on talking and the initial spark of attraction she had felt started to grow.

Matt finally laughed. “Enough about me and my art though,” he said. “What do you do?”

“That’s a good question,” answered Nicole with a grin. “Wish I had an answer. I just graduated high school and am weighing up my options. My parents are set on me going to college, but to be honest I’m not so sure.” Nicole let out a giggle. “My friend says I should just man-up and make a decision.”

“You’re young, what’s the hurry,” laughed Matt. “Whatever you decide will affect the rest of your life, so it’s certainly not something to rush.”

“That’s what I keep saying,” replied Nicole.

Matt let out a louder laugh. “What you need is something to take your mind of the situation.”

“Like what?” asked Nicole.

“Oh, something a little wild and crazy,” he continued with a grin, “like posing for an artist.”

Nicole returned the grin. “Smooth move,” she teased. “Is that how you get the girls to pose?” Talking to Matt seemed a lot easier than talking to boys her own age and even though they had been chatting for no more than twenty minutes she felt comfortable enough to be a little cheeky. “Are you sure you’re not just trying to get a look at teenage girl in her panties?”

“No” protested Matt, although the grin on his face grew wider. “The thought never entered my head.”

“Yeah, right,” laughed Nicole. “Tell the truth now,” she teased.

“OK, there’s no fooling you I see,” Matt shot back quickly. “I’ll admit that the thought of seeing what’s under your clothes did enter my mind. But you can’t blame me for that. You are a very pretty girl and my intentions are strictly professional as an artist.”

Nicole flushed a little at the compliment, but the rush of excitement it suddenly brought on sent a shiver up her spine. She looked a little nervously into Matt’s eyes, feeling her palms becoming sweaty as she continued talking. “So what would I have to do, exactly?”

“Just be yourself,” answered the artist.

“Myself with little or no clothes on,” Nicole giggled.

“Not necessarily,” continued Matt. “My preference is to paint nudes or near nudes, but only if the model is comfortable with that.”

Nicole felt the rush of excitement growing in her body at the idea of posing in front of an older man and in an instant she suddenly decided to do it, wondering just how far she would be willing to take things. “OK,” she blurted out before she had the chance to change her mind. “I’ll pose for you.” Her face flushed red as she realized just what she was agreeing to, but the sudden desire to do it was overwhelming. Jean teasing her about losing her virginity jumped into her head and as Nicole smiled at the handsome face of the artist she wondered if it was something she really would do. The smile on her face grew wider as the idea took hold in her mind, but she quickly pushed it aside. Getting ahead of yourself she chided herself, but try as she might, Nicole couldn’t rid her head of the thought of losing her virginity to a handsome older man. The sound of the artist’s voice broke into her thoughts.

“When would you be available to pose?” asked Matt.

“Well…, I’m free any day at the moment,” Nicole answered slowly. She tried to keep the sound of her voice calm, but the exhilaration bubbled up inside her.

“OK, well here’s where I am staying at the moment,” continued Matt. He pulled a slip of paper and pen from his pocket and jotted down his address. “I’ll be working there for the next couple of weeks while the exhibition is on. You are welcome to come at any time you want.” Nicole looked down at the address and quickly realized that it wasn’t too far from her parent’s home. She looked up as Matt stood and reached out his hand. Another thrill shot up her spine as she took hold of it. “It was really nice to meet you,” Matt said and the handsome smile spread over his face again.

“You too,” replied Nicole, her pulse really starting to race as Matt continued to hold on to her hand. He finally let go and turned to leave, Nicole watching as he disappeared back into the gallery. She quickly stood and left, feeling on a high all the way home.

***

“So did you get a chance to visit the art show?”

Nicole jumped with a start as the sound of her mother’s voice intruded into her thoughts. She had been sitting at the kitchen table with a coffee, going over the day’s events in her head and hadn’t even heard her mother coming in.

“Yeah, I did pay it a visit,” answered Nicole, turning to see her mother stepping into the kitchen. “How’s your friend Connie?”

Her mother sighed gently. “She’s crying her eyes out over a split with her latest man, but she’ll survive. You know what Connie’s like, she’ll find someone new. Was the exhibition any good?”

“Oh yeah,” replied Nicole. “The paintings were mostly nudes and there were some nice pieces. I got to meet one of the artists.”

“Anyone I would’ve heard of?” her mother continued.

“Not sure,” Nicole replied. “Matt Jenkins is his name. Do you know him?”

Her mother narrowed her eyes in thought for a few seconds, but eventually shook her head. “Nope,” she admitted. “That name doesn’t ring a bell to be honest.”

“He’s nice,” continued Nicole. “I liked him and his painting was beautiful.” As her mother moved around the kitchen, starting to make the evening meal, Nicole continued talking. She told her mother how her day had gone, but decided to leave out the part about agreeing to pose for Matt.

She could suddenly sense her mother attempting to steer the conversation in the direction of her future plans and quickly made an excuse to go to her bedroom. The rest of the evening passed quickly and as Nicole finally pulled on a nightdress to go to bed her mind turned back to Matt. The rush of excitement she had felt earlier in the day returned to her body and the sudden thought of posing for the artist started her pulse racing.

As she lay in bed, the thoughts running through Nicole’s mind made her breathing become ragged and a soft moan escaped her lips. She slid a hand under the covers and onto her chest, immediately feeling the quickening beat of her heart.

The sensation of her fingertips stroking over the silky material of her nightdress added to her growing pleasure and as Nicole let her hand move lower until it was gently cupping a breast, a rush of breath escaped her lips. The feel of her nipple hardening against the palm of her hand through the soft nightdress material increased the thrill she was experiencing.

She squeezed harder on the soft flesh of her breast and let out a low moan at the rush of pleasure it sent through her body. Nicole pulled her hand back slightly, releasing the tight grip on her breast, and as she started to brush her fingertips back and forth across the hard nipple she closed her eyes to enjoy the pleasure that was taking hold of her body.

Thoughts of Matt filled her mind and the sudden image of her fingers tightening around the hardness of his erection made her pulse race faster still. She wondered how big he was and giggled, but the thrill coursing through her veins quickly choked off the giggles.

As she continued to stroke her fingers over her nipple, Nicole squeezed her legs tightly together, feeling the growing heat between her thighs. She relaxed again and let her legs spread open, feeling the wetness that was leaking from her onto her panties.

The thrill of touching herself continued to mount as she slid her fingers from her breast and brushed them lower down her body. The fluttering of her skin under the soft touch felt gorgeous and Nicole couldn’t help moaning as she continued to trace her fingertips lower down her body, sliding them over her taut midriff and down onto her thigh.

She moved her hand down to the hem of her nightdress, continuing to enjoy the sensuous feel of her fingers sliding over the soft material. When her fingers reached the hem, she quickly pushed them underneath the nightdress and the touch on her naked skin sent a shiver of excitement running up her spine.

She parted her thighs wider as she started to stroke her fingers gently up the smooth skin of her inner thigh and let out a gasp of breath as they touched onto the lacy material of her panties.

The gasp grew stronger when Nicole felt the wetness smearing onto her fingertips as she slid them along the outline of her pussy lips. She lifted her hips from the bed and moaned as she stroked her fingers up and down, feeling the material of her panties getting wetter.

The thrill of a dirty fantasy about Matt’s hard cock played out in her head and in a rush Nicole suddenly grabbed the edge of her panties with her free hand and pulled them hard to the side, exposing her naked pussy to the touch of her fingers. She could immediately feel how wet she was and pushed her fingers hard onto her pussy lips. Her chest started to heave as her slick, wet hole opened up under the touch.

Nicole felt her fingers slide easily inside and eagerly pushed them deep, the touch of her fingertips running over the slippery inner skin of her pussy increasing the growing thrill that was taking over her body. She quickly started to pump the fingers in and out, the sensation making her moan loud. The sudden thought that she was feeling the hard shaft of Matt driving inside her wet pussy served to increase her pleasure and she raised her hips further from the bed so that she could fuck her fingers into her wet hole faster.

Nicole could feel the orgasm closing in as she eagerly played with herself and worked her body harder. She stroked her free hand to her clitoris as she continued fucking fingers in and out of her tight, wet pussy.

The touch on her clit was electric and it made her arch her back hard. As she continued to stroke the fingers of both hands onto her body she quickly reached the brink of a climax. The pleasure rushing through her body was making her lose control and as she thrust her fingers almost knuckle deep in her tight pussy, it brought the orgasm crashing down on her.

Nicole’s body tensed hard as her body was suddenly set alight and the feel of her pussy closing tightly around her fingers quickly had her writhing around the bed in a frenzy. The pleasure rushed through her body, her back arching hard from the bed as the exhilaration of the orgasm reaching an exquisite peak made her cry out.

Nicole continued to fuck her fingers in and out, keen to make the pleasure she was experiencing last, but she finally settled back on the bed as the afterglow of the climax relaxed her body. She let out a huge sigh as she enjoyed the final pleasure of slowly pulling her sticky fingers out of her pussy and she finally dragged her panties back into place between her thighs. Her mind was still filled with images of posing for Matt and the dirty fun it might lead to, but as the soft pleasure of the afterglow engulfed her body it finally lulled her into sleep.

***

Nicole was surprised to feel the excitement of the night before still remained with her on waking up the following morning. She got up and walked across to where she had left the jacket she had been wearing the previous day. Pulling out the slip of paper she had been given by the artist she read his address.

She knew it was more likely that she would find convenient excuses not to pose if she waited and she determined to go through with a visit to see Matt again straight away. She quickly showered and flicked through the clothes in her wardrobe, searching for an outfit that the artist would find sexy.

A short red miniskirt caught her eye and pulling it out, Nicole stepped into it. The material skimmed the top of her thighs and as she looked in the mirror she smiled. She matched the skirt with one of her favorite crop-top t-shirts. It left a sliver of her tight midriff on show and the overall look was sexy. Quickly grabbing her jacket and stepping into a pair of shoes, Nicole rushed down the stairs towards the front door before she could change her mind.

“Don’t you want some breakfast?” her mother shouted from the kitchen.

“No thanks,” Nicole shouted back. “I’m umm…”

She suddenly hesitated, trying to think of what to say.

“I’m meeting a friend,” she finally shouted, a grin forming on her lips.

It wasn’t exactly a lie, but at the same time wasn’t the whole truth. Nicole quickly ran out the house before her mother could ask any questions and made her way towards Matt’s address. She looked at the building as she arrived and saw that it was a block of apartments.

Finding the correct door, Nicole lifted her hand to knock then hesitated. She suddenly felt extremely nervous, but the thought of seeing Matt again pushed her on and she quickly knocked. She tried to control her breathing to calm herself a little and after a minute knocked again, starting to feel a little deflated that Matt didn’t appear to be in.

She finally resigned herself to the fact that she had made a wasted journey and turned to walk away just as the door opened. Turning back her eyes opened wide as she saw Matt standing with just a towel around his waist and water still dripping down his body. Oh jeez, she suddenly thought, I’m in way over my head.

“I didn’t expect you to come calling so early,” Matt said with a grin. “I was having a shower. Come on in.”

Nicole just stood gazing at the muscular body in front of her. She made no move to say anything or move.

Matt laughed. “Umm…, are you OK there?” he asked.

Nicole shook herself, suddenly realizing that she was staring intently. “Oh…, yeah, yeah, I’m umm…, great thanks.”

She stepped forward to go inside. Matt moved aside a little, but she still had to brush past his near naked body as she entered and could feel the rush of blood as her pulse quickened.

“Just go through to the lounge,” Matt continued pointing at a door. “I’ll, ah…, just put some clothes on.”

“OK,” replied Nicole. She finally dragged her eyes from the artist’s body and stepped into the lounge. There was an easel set up in the corner and the room looked a little untidy, with paints, brushes and other equipment strewn around haphazardly. She walked across to the couch and sat waiting.

“Would you like a coffee?”

The voice from the hallway registered in her mind and Nicole looked towards the door of the lounge. She waited for Matt to step through, but when he didn’t she shouted yes in response to the question. A few minutes later he finally did come into the room with two cups in his hands.

He moved across to the couch and sat, handing Nicole one of the cups. The couch was small enough that their thighs were pressed together and Nicole was suddenly acutely aware of this. The pressure felt nice and when she turned to look at Matt his eyes were fixed on the hem of the short skirt that was riding up her thighs. She saw the grin that was forming on his face.

“What?” she asked, her face flushing a little at his intense gaze.

“I didn’t realize you were quite so keen to be a model,” he answered, looking up from her toned legs to her pretty face.

Nicole flushed a little more, suddenly wondering if she had done the right thing to come. “Well you did say for me to come over when I was available. So…, I’m available.”

Matt laughed. “I thought maybe you had come so early to try and catch me naked in the shower,” he teased.

“No,” replied Nicole with a grin. “The thought never entered my head. So do you want me to pose or not?”

“Don’t you want to finish your coffee first?” Matt continued to tease.

“Oh yeah,” Nicole giggled, looking down at the cup in her hand. She took a sip and the pair of them chatted as they sat drinking.

Matt was the first to finish and stood up. “Just let me get set up,” he said, walking across to the easel in the corner of the room, picking it up and heading for the door.

“We’re not going to do it in here?” Nicole asked, her face blushing a little red as she saw the large grin forming on Matt’s face. She realized how what she had said sounded and her face grew redder.

“No, I had the idea for us to umm…, do it on the bed, if that’s OK with you,” Matt answered cheekily.

Nicole felt her cheeks burn a little hotter, but a flicker of excitement ran through her body. “Umm…, yeah, sure, the bed is fine,” she answered, trying to look calmer than she suddenly felt. She finished her coffee as she waited and a few minutes after leaving the lounge, Matt stepped back into the room. He made his way across to the couch.

“OK,” he said, holding out his hand. Nicole reached forward and grabbed it, expecting to be pulled to her feet. “Umm…, I was really after the cup,” laughed Matt.

Nicole giggled and let go of the hand, handing Matt the cup and getting to her feet. She followed him out of the lounge and watched as he went to the kitchen then followed him along to the bedroom.

They stepped inside and Nicole immediately saw the lace scarf lying on the bed. It brought to mind the painting she had viewed the day before in the gallery and the flicker of excitement she had felt in the lounge grew. She moved over to the bed and picked up the scarf.

“Would you be comfortable doing it?” asked Matt. She looked at him and felt her heartbeat really starting to race. She hesitated, but then suddenly wanted to do it.

“Posing on the bed with just this scarf you mean?” she asked.

“Yeah, you’re such a pretty girl I think it would look great,” Matt replied.

I bet you do, thought Nicole, but the growing heat between her thighs drove her on. “OK,” she quickly agreed.

“I’ll give you a little privacy,” Matt continued. “Just give me a shout when you are ready.”

He went out of the room, leaving Nicole standing alone. She looked around, wondering if she really had the nerve to go through with posing nearly nude for a man she had only met for the first time the previous day. Turning her attention to the scarf, she realised it wouldn’t cover much and anything that was covered would only be partly hidden by the lacy material.

The sudden desire to call Jean came over her and Nicole took out her mobile phone. She held her fingers over the keys, but finally put the phone away again. There was no backing out now and in truth she really didn’t want to.

Nicole was nervous, but the thrill she was experiencing started to drown this out. Removing her jacket she sat on the edge of the bed. She reached for the hem of her t-shirt and lifted it over her head, dropping it on the floor. Her bra quickly followed and she stood to loosen her skirt and let it fall to the floor.

Finally pulling down her panties and dropping them on the pile of clothes, Nicole lay on the bed. She pulled the lacy scarf to its full width and slid it between her legs, the silky feel of the material stroking over her skin causing her breathing to quicken. Oh jeez that feels so nice, she thought, as she moved the scarf around to cover herself.

She was conscious of her naked breasts, but the scarf wasn’t big enough to cover everything. Trying to compose herself she lay back on the bed and shouted out that she was ready. The look that crossed Matt’s face as he stepped into the room was enough to confirm to Nicole that he was turned on by what he saw.

He smiled at her and moved behind the easel, seemingly starting to sketch. Two minutes later his face appeared and he smiled at Nicole. He really is gorgeous, she thought, and felt a shiver run through her body as he gazed at her.

“Would you mind if I posed you a little differently?” he asked.

“Umm…, no, I guess not,” answered Nicole, feeling her excitement surging at the thought of the artist’s hands touching her.

Matt stepped across the room and reaching for Nicole’s arms moved them into a different position. He stepped back and stood looking at her, seemingly thinking about the pose and then moved forward again to change the position slightly.

He then reached for her ankles to position her legs and Nicole giggled nervously under the touch of his hands on her skin. Her breathing came out quicker and try as she might to remain calm, she was sure her excitement was obviously on show.

When Matt’s hands reached for the scarf and pulled to reposition it, the feel of the material stroking over her naked skin caused a soft moan to escape her lips. She looked at Matt and he smiled as he slid his fingers onto the scarf.

Nicole’s moan got louder as artist stroked the smooth skin of her inner thigh through the material. He leaned forward to plant a soft kiss on her lips and the intense feelings that rushed through her body were incredible. The hand between her thighs was slowly stroking harder and the kiss became more intense as the thrill of what he was doing caught hold of Matt. He pulled back a little, looking down at Nicole.

“You really are beautiful,” he said.

Nicole reached for his face and pulled Matt down so that she could kiss him hard. He moved to lie on the bed beside her and as the kiss grew more intense, she felt the silk scarf being pulled from between her thighs.

The touch of the fingers on the naked skin of her thigh sent a ripple of pleasure through her body. The thrill of being touched by a handsome older man was more of a turn on than anything she had ever fantasized and as Nicole felt the fingers slowly sliding higher, she parted her thighs to open herself up to the touch.

Her body almost jumped from the bed at the electric touch of the fingers on the soft skin between her thighs. She broke the kiss and looked into Matt’s eyes as he started to stroke his fingers gently up and down her pussy lips.

Closing her eyes, Nicole lay back and enjoyed the feel of the hand on her, the growing sensation of pure dirty lust in her body making her pulse race hard. Her breathing grew ragged at the continuing touch between her open thighs and she moaned at the pleasure of the growing heat she could feel.

Matt bent his head down again, but this time his lips kissed onto the smooth skin of Nicole’s neck. The feeling was wonderful and the teenage girl moaned louder as her excitement continued to mount. The hand between her thighs stroked harder and Nicole let out a rush of breath as she felt her slick, wet hole open up.

Fingertips slid inside and for the first time in her life she felt the incredible pleasure of a man’s touch inside her pussy. She pushed herself down the bed, suddenly wanting the fingers in deeper. Matt took the hint and thrust them in quickly, his fingers stroking around inside the wet hole as he played. Nicole lifted her knees and spread her thighs wide as the fingers began to slide in and out, gently at first, but with increasing speed.

She groaned at the gorgeous pleasure building in her body and was suddenly desperate for the feel of an orgasm. Matt had other ideas though and slowed his fingers, working his lips from Nicole’s neck as he kissed lower. She felt the fluttering of her skin under the soft touch of the lips and arched her back a little from the bed.

Matt kissed down onto a breast and worked his mouth around the soft mound, kissing and working his tongue around gently. The sensation of the little wet trails being left on her skin was incredibly sexy and Nicole couldn’t help moaning.

She gave a start as Matt suddenly kissed onto a hard nipple, sucking it into his mouth and licking his tongue around it. He sucked hard, taking the nipple in deep as his tongue brushed back and forth over the erect little bud.

Nicole reached for the back of Matt’s head and pulled him harder onto her, eager for the touch of his lips and tongue. She was suddenly writhing around on the bed as the pleasure of the touch on her breast flowed through her.

Matt moved from breast to breast, enjoying the taste of the teen girl’s skin and feeling the erection growing in his pants as his own pleasure mounted. He moved back a little and pulled his hand from between Nicole’s legs.

She gave a slight groan of disappointment, but this quickly disappeared as Matt reached for her hand and led it gently to the front of his pants. He pressed the palm of the teen girl’s hand against the growing hardness and grinned at the squeal she let out. He pushed his hand on top of hers, forcing her palm harder onto the outline of his cock. The thrill of feeling the hard shaft throbbing under her touch was an incredible rush and Nicole pressed against it eagerly.

“Take it out,” Matt said as he grinned at Nicole.

He quickly bent his head back to her breast, taking a hard nipple into his mouth again. Nicole hesitated for a second, but was then desperate for the feel of the naked cock in her hand.

She slid her fingertips along the hardness, seeking out the button of the pants and releasing it. Next she lowered the zipper and pulled on the pants so that they came down a little. Nicole then reached for the waistband of Matt’s boxer shorts and pulled them down. A shiver ran up her spine and Nicole couldn’t help holding her breath as she reached out.

Her hand brushed against the hard cock and she pulled back, squealing again and giggling. The feel of the mouth on her naked breast and nipple was driving her crazy though and she quickly reached out again, circling her fingers around the hardness and squeezing it. The breath rushed from her at the thrill of holding a hard cock. She squeezed hard on it and then loosened her grip, stroking her fingers up and down the solid length. She could feel the wetness smearing onto her palm as she worked her hand over the tip of the cock. Matt moved back a little and grinned down at her.

“Feel nice?” he teased and all Nicole could do was nod her head in agreement.

She looked down to watch her fingers stroking along the hard shaft and grinned each time it throbbed in her hand. Matt finally pushed her hand away and started to kiss down her body. Nicole knew what was coming and her excitement leapt.

The feel of the soft lips running over her taut midriff was a massive turn on, but was nothing compared to the moment that Matt slid his mouth between her wide open thighs. The electric touch of the lips on her wet pussy made her back arch from the bed and Nicole moaned in pleasure.

Matt slid out his tongue and worked the tip gently up and down the slick pussy lips, making Nicole plead for more at the pleasure of the touch between her thighs. She eagerly pushed herself down the bed forcing herself harder against the mouth playing with her and she was quickly moaning louder and louder.

Matt pushed his mouth onto Nicole’s pussy lips, opening them up to his touch. As his tongue slid inside he could taste the wetness and lapped at the slick inner skin of the teen girl’s virgin pussy. She writhed around on the bed as the pleasure quickly overwhelmed her and he pushed his tongue in further still until it was totally covered in the honey leaking onto it.

He swirled it around hard, licking on the slick inner skin and making Nicole writhe around ever harder. As he continued to work his tongue harder and faster inside the tight, wet hole, Matt slid the fingers of one hand to the teen girl’s clit. The touch on it made Nicole almost scream out at the pleasure that suddenly rushed her body. Matt started to stroke hard over the erect little nub, his fingers brushing back and forth quickly.

The heat growing between her thighs was pushing Nicole towards an orgasm and she was suddenly desperate to feel it. She started to beg Matt to make her cum, at first feeling a little embarrassed, but quickly coming not to care at sounding like a dirty little slut.

All she wanted was the intense feeling of an orgasm and Matt quickly pushed her towards it. His fingers flashed over the teen girl’s clit and he pushed his tongue in as deep as he could, licking it around hard. Nicole continued to writhe around in ecstasy, her excitement finally coming to a climax as Matt’s touch brought on an orgasm.

Her body suddenly tensed and she felt her pussy tighten around the tongue inside it. The spasm of pleasure quickly rippled through her pussy and out into the rest of her body. Nicole writhed in the grip of pure pleasure as the orgasm rushed to an unbelievable high. She arched her body from the bed and tensed hard again as the peak of the climax shook her. The intense feelings finally passed and she collapsed back onto the bed.

Nicole looked down at Matt as he pulled back from between her thighs and the dirty expression on his face told her that there was more to come. He quickly kissed back up her body and Nicole could feel the hardness of the erect cock sliding up her inner thigh.

As he brought his face over her, Matt bent down to kiss the teen girl and she could taste her own wetness on his lips. She was surprised to see that the taste was nice and kissed Matt harder, suddenly becoming fully aware of the tip of the cock brushing against her wet pussy lips. Matt teased it around, before sliding forward to push the head of the hard shaft inside.

Nicole let out a loud moan at the sensation of the hardness stretching her open. She broke the kiss and was suddenly breathing harder as Matt continued to push forward until the full length of his hardness was stroked inside her tight, wet pussy. He held it in deep and bent down to kiss Nicole again.

He could feel the hammering beat of her heart was matching his own and as he kissed hard, he started to circle his hips. The sensation of the hard cock filling her was better than any fantasy and as Nicole wriggled around under him, Matt began to circle his hips harder, moaning at the sensation of his cock stroking around inside the wet hole.

The feel of the shaft moving around inside her sent a flash of pure pleasure coursing through Nicole and she pushed herself down the bed, forcing the cock deeper. Matt lifted himself up onto his hands and looked down at the teen girl.

The sweat was running down her forehead, her hair sticking to the smooth skin. He started to fuck his cock in and out, moving gently at first to let her get used to the feeling, but quickly speeding up the rhythm.

It didn’t take long before he had the teen girl writhing in excitement again, his hard cock flashing in and out of tight, wet pussy. He could feel the pressure building in his balls as he worked himself harder and faster onto Nicole and knew that he was closing in on a climax.

“Oh fuck, I can’t hold back any longer,” he finally moaned as the thrill of fucking the teen girl swept his body.

“Do it on me,” moaned Nicole. “I want to see it.” She felt like a slut again at the dirty talk, but grinned at the shiver it sent up her spine.

Matt fucked his cock hard into Nicole a few more times until he could feel himself losing control. He finally pulled his hard shaft out, resting back onto his haunches between Nicole’s spread open thighs as he gripped his cock in his hand and stroked along its length.

The teen girl quickly pushed herself up onto her elbows, her eyes fixed on the hard cock as Matt’s fingers stroked along it. She looked up and watched the contortions of his face as he enjoyed the feeling of his fingers stroking along his length harder and faster.

Her eyes dropped again just as the first stream of cum rushed from the tip of the hard shaft. Nicole squealed as the cum splashed down onto the smooth skin of her midriff. Her breathing quickened as each loud groan of Matt signaled another stream of sticky white cum. It continued to splash down onto her skin until Matt had finally finished and had nothing more to give.

Nicole giggled, stroking her fingers across the sticky cum on her body and then looking up. “Is this the paint you normally use on your models?” she teased.

Matt laughed. “Only my favorites,” he shot back quickly.

Nicole looked down at the amount of cum covering her. “Jeez you must really like me then,” she continued to tease. “Not that I would really know.”

“How come?” asked Matt.

Nicole looked up at him with a grin. “That was my first time.”

“Oh fuck,” Matt laughed. “Are you kidding me? You’re a cute little virgin girl. Or at least you were! What did you think?”

“When can we do it again,” Nicole replied with a grin.

“When I’ve finished painting you,” Matt replied, leaning forward to kiss the teen girl. When he broke the kiss he moved back and pointed at a door leading from the bedroom. “The bathroom is through there,” he said.

“Aren’t you going to paint me like this “she asked, looking down at the white streaks on her body and grinned as the artist shook his head.

She got up from the bed and walked over to the door, stepping inside the bathroom and quickly moving to the shower. As the water pounded down on her, she reached for the soap to clean her body and by the time she returned to the bedroom, Matt was dressed again. He handed her the silk scarf and Nicole returned to lie on the bed, the smile never leaving her lips as she happily allowed the artist to pose her near naked body and start his work.

Over the next few days, Nicole spent as much time as she could with Matt. Each visit always started the same, with the attempts of the artist to get her in the correct pose ending up in a session of dirty lust. The sex was great between them and Nicole learnt more in a few days than she ever had previously.

The feeling of making Matt happy was wonderful and the dirty fun of making him cum was the biggest thrill she had ever experienced. He always did the same for her and the orgasms she had grew in intensity each time they made love. Nicole’s feelings for Matt quickly grew to more than just lust and sex though and she felt herself starting to fall for him.

She confided in her friend Jean what she was doing, although kept it secret from her parents, thinking they would probably disapprove of it. The painting was quickly finished and on the day of its completion, Matt finally let Nicole see it.

“Wow, that’s hot,” she giggled as she looked at the image of her naked body. “I could be in a porn magazine,” she added cheekily.

Matt laughed. “It’s supposed to be art, not porn,” he replied.

“It doesn’t get you excited then?” asked Nicole, reaching out to stroke her hand over the front of Matt’s pants. The feel of the growing hardness quickly turned her on and she giggled. “Pervert,” she continued, “getting yourself all hot and bothered over a teen girl.”

Matt laughed and put his hands on Nicole’s shoulder’s, pushing down on them. She took the hint, leaning forward into a kiss before dropping down to her knees. Reaching her hands out towards Matt again she stroked her fingertips along the outline of the hardness in the front of his pants. She could feel the cock throbbing as she played with it and the moans of the artist made her stroke harder.

Nicole suddenly reached for the button and zipper of the pants, eager to release them. She quickly pulled the pants and underwear down in one and grinned as the hard cock sprang to attention in front of her face. Looking up into Matt’s eyes she let her fingers gently wrap around the hardness, her pulse rate running fast as the cock twitched and jerked under her touch. Nicole dropped her gaze back to the hard shaft as she brushed her fingers slowly along the solid length from balls to tip.

She leaned forward to kiss onto the head of the cock, tasting the pre-cum that started to leak out onto her eager lips. The taste was nice and she quickly parted her lips so that she could let the hard shaft slide into her mouth. She flicked her tongue around the head as she clamped her lips around the hardness, her pulse racing fast as her mouth slid lower and was filled with hard cock.

Nicole reached for Matt’s balls, cupping them in her hand as she continued to work her tongue around the head of the hard shaft. The artist began to moan as the pleasure of the teen girl’s mouth on his cock gripped him.

The moans got louder as Nicole began to bob her head up and down with increasing speed, her soft lips gliding over the hardness. She gripped the balls tighter in her hand and massaged them as she started to bob her head faster still, excitement rushing through her body as she could feel how far she was letting the cock push into her mouth.

She decided to try and take it deep, but as the hard tip stroked on the soft skin at the back of her throat she started to gag a little. Nicole quickly pulled back, coughing and giggling at the same time. She looked up at Matt when she finally composed herself again and a grin formed on her lips as she spoke.

“Finish in my mouth this time, I want to know what it feels like” she said and giggled at the dirty look that formed on the artist’s face.

Before he could reply she bent forward to suck the hard cock back in to her mouth, working it harder and faster as the thrill of what she was doing started to overwhelm her. She released her grip on the balls in her hand and stroked a fingertip onto the soft, sensitive skin just under them.

The touch made Matt groan and Nicole felt the cock twitching hard in her mouth. She guessed that Matt was close to a climax and stroked harder on the skin as she sucked the cock into her soft, wet mouth as deep as she could.

Nicole reached up with her free hand and wrapped her fingers around the base of the cock, squeezing the hardness and then stroking her fingers along it eagerly. The pleasure grew to breaking point in Matt‘s balls and he knew he couldn’t hold on much longer.

Fucking the teen girl’s mouth was becoming just too much for him and he wanted to feel the pleasure of releasing his load inside her warm mouth. He tried to control himself though, eager for the pleasure of the blowjob to continue, but the touch on his cock finally overwhelmed his senses.

He moaned loudly as the cum suddenly flowed from him, flooding the teen girl’s mouth. Nicole clamped her lips tightly around the hard shaft and let the cum splash around her mouth. The feel of the hard streams erupting against her tongue and cheeks was unbelievable and she didn’t let go until she finally felt the hard shaft calm down and stop jerking.

As she pulled back she cheekily opened her mouth and looked at the artist to show him what he had done to her. She was surprised that the taste of the cum was nice and suddenly closed her mouth, deciding to swallow it. When she opened her mouth again Matt laughed.

“Dirty little girl,” he teased as he pulled up his pants and made himself decent again.

“That’s why you love me,” shot back Nicole. She suddenly wished it was true and wondered exactly what the artist really did feel for her. Her own feelings were growing stronger by the day, but she held back from asking Matt exactly how he felt about her. He looked down at her and smiled but said nothing as he pulled her to her feet. She returned the smile as she gazed into his face.

“I have to go to the gallery for work,” he finally said.

“OK, sure,” Nicole answered. “Can I come and visit tomorrow?”

“Of course,” Matt replied and Nicole followed him as he turned to walk to the door of the apartment. He kissed her as they parted ways and Nicole went home on a high. She couldn’t wait for the following day and time seemed to drag until the next morning finally arrived. She quickly showered and got dressed in tight white jeans and a blue blouse, finally making her way downstairs to the kitchen when she was happy with her appearance.

“You look pretty dear,” her mother said as Nicole entered the kitchen. “Going anywhere nice?”

“Just to meet a friend,” she answered as she sat drinking a cup of coffee and eating some cereal.

She chatted comfortably with her mother, but when the subject turned to college she quickly made her excuses and left. Nicole grinned as she heard her mother shouting after her, but she was too happy to worry about future plans. The fun was in the here and now and the thought of seeing Matt and more brought on a rush of pleasure. She quickly made her way to the artist’s building and knocked on the door of the apartment. After a few minutes there was no reply and as she started to knock louder an older woman in the next apartment opened her door.

“You’re wasting your time dear,” the older woman said.

“Huh!” Nicole answered quickly. “How come?”

“I think the gentleman that was staying there left yesterday,” the woman continued. “I’m not one hundred percent certain, but he seemed to be clearing his things out. You can probably find out for sure at the caretaker’s office.”

Nicole felt the cold sweat that formed on her brow. He can’t have left, she thought to herself, but a sudden dread that she had been nothing more than some fun crept over her. She quickly went down to the caretaker and he confirmed that the rental of Matt’s apartment had run out the previous day.

“No, he didn’t leave any messages when he left,” the caretaker answered Nicole’s question. She walked out into the street a little dazed and confused. There had been no hint that he was leaving when they parted the day before and Nicole decided to go to the art gallery. She saw immediately that a new exhibition was showing and knew that Matt really had gone.

As she went back out into the street, Nicole felt hot tears pricking her eyes and she couldn’t hold them back. She sat down on a nearby bench, feeling a little foolish that she had let her feelings run away when she had been nothing more than easy sex to the artist. Her tears slowly turned to anger. Bastard, she thought, and reached with her sleeve to wipe away the tears from her face. She took her phone from her pocket and dialed the number of her friend. Jean heard the hurt in Nicole’s voice as soon as she answered the call.

“Are you OK?” she asked.

“No, not really,” replied Nicole.

“Come on over then,” urged her friend. “You can tell me all about it.” Nicole agreed and quickly made her way to Jean’s home, feeling better at the cuddle her friend gave her. “Did the artist treat you bad?” Jean asked.

“The bastard left without even saying goodbye,” Nicole moaned and Jean hugged her close again.

“But the sex was great and it felt good to be a little slutty, right?” continued Jean.

Nicole moved back and looked at the cheeky grin on her friend’s face. She couldn’t help herself and suddenly burst out giggling at the cheeky expression, feeling better to be in the company of her best friend. Nicole felt a sense of disappointment at what had happened, but knew with the help of Jean that she would get over it. Her friend always could make her laugh, no matter the situation.


Nice Girl Naughty Girl: Amy’s Erotic Tale

Amy was startled by the touch on the back of her leg and it made her heart run fast. She looked down and saw the cute face of the black cat staring back up at her

“Oh, hey kitty,” she said and laughed. “Try not to sneak up on me, huh?”

She reached down to stroke the back of the cat’s neck and it nuzzled against her hand, purring contentedly. The gentle sound calmed her racing heartbeat a bit, so she kept stroking her pet until it decided it had other things to do and wandered off. It was only then that she turned her gaze back to the computer screen on the desk she was sitting at. A new message had arrived and her eyes opened wide when she read it.

Online correspondence between her and Ian had flown back and forth for weeks and a kind of internet friendship had grown between them. Amy couldn’t deny that she’d been attracted by the picture of him she saw, especially since his gorgeous blue/gray eyes brought to mind one of her favorite actors. She had to admit that he also bore more than a passing resemblance to the actor, with similar rugged good looks and dark hair. It meant she couldn’t help staring at his picture occasionally.

From the messages bouncing back to her, it seemed that Ian found her picture attractive too. He commented on her gorgeous brown eyes, long dark hair and perfect smile, seemingly going out of his way to compliment her and make her blush. As the weeks went by, she never gave any thought to it being more than a little bit of online fun, but as she again read the message that just made her eyes open wide, it seemed that Ian wanted more.

The invitation was to a party he was arranging. She read it a few times to make sure she understood, but there was no denying it was an invitation. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard as her mind considered the options for a suitable reply, but one didn’t readily come to mind. Her mother constantly reminded her of the need for a pretty girl like her to be careful, but her answer was always that she was a big girl and could look after herself. Finally deciding that she would sleep on the invitation and give an answer the next day, she logged off.

Walking to the bathroom, she stripped her clothes off and got into the shower. The feel of the warm water cascading over her curves was nice and she took a little time to just enjoy it. When she finally stepped back out of the cubicle, she dried herself and walked naked into the bedroom. She moved to the wardrobe, found a nightdress to wear then went over to her bed after pulling it on.

As she lay in the darkness, her mind raced and wouldn’t let go of the message she received. Her initial reaction had been to let Ian down gently with an excuse that she was busy, but as she lay thinking the image of his blue/gray eyes came to mind. Would it be so bad to meet, she thought, and her mind pushed her in the direction of accepting the invitation. She could feel herself wavering, with the idea of being adventurous and actually going to meet her online friend causing a flicker of excitement to light up in her. She tried to brush it away, but it continued to burn at the back of her mind until she finally fell asleep.

When she got up the next day, she studiously avoided logging on to the PC, still unsure of how she would answer the message. She knew she didn’t want to leave it too long, but as the naughty and nice sides of her personality fought for control she found anything else to do but sit at the computer. The flicker of excitement she had felt as she fell asleep the night before started to grow again though and naughty started to win the fight.

Finally deciding there was no harm in finding out more about the party she went and logged on. There were no new messages from Ian and he was obviously waiting for a reply. She sat with her fingers poised over the keyboard again, but eventually started typing to ask about the party. The answer came back almost immediately from her online friend that his birthday was in a few days and that he was having friends over to help him celebrate.

Amy already knew that he lived in the same city although didn’t know his address. She finally took the bull by the horns and agreed to go, with a feeling of exhilaration rippling through her body as the address and details of the party were sent to her. It was to be Mardi-Gras style, with the guests asked to wear masks and it sounded like fun.

Over the next few days, the messages continued to fly back and forward and Amy caught a sense of Ian’s excitement in the words he sent. It seemed that he was really looking forward to meeting her and she had to admit that while she was nervous, she was looking forward to the meeting also. Online friendships were one thing though and she wondered how they would actually get on in real life. She was certainly attracted to the picture and suspected that if it was a real likeness of Ian, the attraction would extend to real life. On the day of the party her last message before logging off was ‘see you tonight’ and one instantly bounced back. She read ‘can’t wait’ and smiled as she logged off.

The next few hours were spent relaxing, but as time wore on she finally decided to get ready. She went to have a soak, relaxing in the tub for a while and just enjoying the heat of the water. Eventually getting out, she dried herself, wrapped the towel around her body and walked through to her bedroom.

Moving across to a chest of drawers, she opened the top drawer and searched through the lingerie inside before finally settling on a cute pair of pale blue panties and matching bra. As she walked across the room, she released the knot of the towel and dropped it to the floor then sat on a low stool in front of the dressing room mirror. She looked at her naked breasts and smirked as she brought her hands up to cup them.

While she wasn’t exactly a tease, her online profile showed a few photos that revealed a hint of just how gorgeous her curves were. She was sure that Ian must have seen and the thought came to mind of him fantasizing about her.

“What’s not to like,” she teased herself as she dropped her hands and wondered if they would be the only ones that touched her breasts that evening.

She suddenly found herself hoping not. When she pulled the bra into place and fixed the hooks at the back, the push-up style only added to how sexy her gorgeous curves looked. As she stared at the appearance of a deep cleavage, she liked what she saw. The scalloped edge of the bra gave it a sexy style and she stroked her fingers along it.

She then reached forward to the dressing table and picked up a locket. Hanging it around her neck, she saw that it rested just at the top of her cleavage and drew the eye to it. She reached up and stroked the picture of the woman on the front as she looked at the locket in the mirror. It brought a smile to her face, but she finally got on with her preparations. Standing up, she pulled the blue panties up her smooth legs and adjusted them into place so she was comfortable.

Reaching for her makeup as she sat again, she applied a little mascara and pink eye shadow to bring out the beauty of her brown eyes. She finished with some vivid, crimson lipstick and it was enough to give her face a pretty look. Pulling her long hair up, she tried a few different looks, but in the end let it cascade back over her shoulders and decided to wear it hanging loose. She tousled it up a little to make it look sexy and knew it was time to get dressed.

Moving across to the wardrobe, she flicked through the hangers, finally settling on a pair of jeans and lying on the bed to pull them on then smooth them into place. The jeans were tight and hugged her butt, emphasizing the curve of her hips and it definitely felt sexy. Walking back to the wardrobe she grabbed a white blouse and put it on, leaving the top couple of buttons undone. It covered enough to be respectable and nice, but left enough of the gorgeous cleavage on show to be a little naughty.

Closing the wardrobe door, she checked her appearance in the mirror by turning from side to side to inspect her reflection. The jeans and blouse really did put her figure on show beautifully and she knew her look was right. She finally stepped into a pair of cute snakeskin boots with 3-inch heels, picked up her favorite Coach bag from the bed and made her way downstairs.

When she walked into the kitchen, she saw the time was just after six o’clock. The party was due to start at eight and she reckoned it would take around 45 minutes to reach Ian’s home. She made herself a coffee and treated herself to some chocolate as she sat drinking it. The caffeine and sugar buzz added to the sense of anticipation she was feeling and she sat wondering what the night had in store.

She was moving a little out of her comfort zone by accepting an invitation from a virtual stranger, but the flicker of excitement began to burn at the back of her mind again and she knew she wanted to go through with it. Her naughty side had won out in convincing her to attend the party and she wondered what else it would convince her to do that evening. She grinned as the scenarios played out in her head, but finally shook them off. Deciding to have another coffee to pass the time, she went to watch a little television, but as the clock finally ticked past seven she got up to leave her home.

Walking to the nearest bus stop, Amy stood and waited. She got on the bus when it arrived, found an empty seat and sat looking out of the window as the vehicle pulled away from the curb to join the flow of traffic. The cityscape passed by and she went from familiar scenes and landmarks to areas she didn’t recognize quite so well. She had a good enough idea of her destination to know when to get off though. When she did, she suddenly found herself standing alone in the darkness.

Quickly making her way to the correct street, she didn’t need to worry about finding the right building, with the loud music making it obvious which house was her destination. It appeared the party was already in full swing and looking at her watch, she saw it was just coming up to eight.

She made her way along the sidewalk and opened the gate to Ian’s home. As she walked up the path then stood in front of the door, she felt her nerves kicking in. She reached into her bag, pulled out a cute gold mask and slipped it into place over her eyes. It ended her preparations and taking a couple of deep breaths, she knocked then waited. Even with the mask on there was no mistaking Ian’s blue/gray eyes when the door opened.

“Wow,” he said, a smile breaking out on his face. “You really did come.”

“Did you think I wouldn’t?” she asked and laughed nervously.

“I really hoped you would, but wasn’t entirely sure to be honest,” he answered. “You look gorgeous.”

“Thanks,” Amy replied and returned the smile.

“Umm…, come on in,” Ian said, holding out his hand.

Amy reached out to it and was led inside to the kitchen. The music was loud enough that Ian had to move close to be heard and Amy caught a scent of his aftershave as he moved his mouth right up to her ear.

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked.

Amy put her hand on his cheek, her fingers touching onto the stubble as she moved his head so that she could get her mouth close to his ear.

“Just some wine if you have it,” she replied.

He moved away and she took the chance to look around. From what she had seen on the walk to the kitchen the party was crowded and certainly in full swing. She turned at the touch on her arm and smiled at Ian as she took the glass of wine. He grabbed her hand and pulled her into the hallway then through to a smaller sitting room. When the door was closed it was a little quieter and less crowded, making it easier to talk when they sat on an empty sofa.

“So you found the place OK,” Ian started.

“It wasn’t hard to miss,” teased Amy. “I heard the music before I saw the house.”

Ian laughed. “Yeah a friend of mine said he would DJ for the evening and his preference is for loud music. I warned the neighbors, but I get the feeling I won’t exactly be popular tomorrow.”

“So did you get any nice birthday presents,” Amy asked.

“A few,” he answered. “Some clothes, some books and some aftershave. Do you like?” he asked, moving forward and lifting up his chin to expose his neck.

Amy leant forward, moving close to his neck to take in the scent again. She felt her pulse quicken a little and was suddenly aware that her breast was pushing against Ian’s upper arm, so moved back.

“It’s nice,” she answered. Reaching down into her bag she pulled out a small gift wrapped box. “Happy birthday,” she said.

“Oh, you didn’t need to,” said Ian, but smiled as he took the box and opened it.

“I like them,” he said as he looked at the cufflinks, “Thanks.”

He leant forward to kiss Amy on the cheek and the touch of the stubble against her skin sent a slight shiver along her spine. They chatted for a little while longer and she started to wonder what he really looked like under the mask he was wearing. She hoped as the night wore on she might find out, but turned as the door to the room suddenly burst open and a couple of Ian’s friends walked in with a birthday cake.

He laughed as a crowd of people followed into the room and burst into a rendition of Happy Birthday. When they finished, he was made to blow out the candles. He then cut the cake and as it was served around, with the crowds of people that had followed into the room then slowly disappearing again. Amy was glad to see that Ian made no effort to leave, seemingly wanting to spend his time with her. The night wore on and she started to feel more comfortable around him as they continued chatting. He finally stood and laughed.

“C’mon, time to dance,” he said.

She took his hand and was pulled to her feet then led through to the lounge where an impromptu dance floor had been made by moving the furniture against the walls. Suddenly the tempo of the music slowed and Ian grinned.

“Is this a set up?” Amy laughed, but didn’t protest as she was pulled into the crowd of revelers.

She wrapped her arms around Ian and was hugged into a tight embrace, her body pressing against his muscular torso as they started to sway to the music. She turned her head and pushed it close to his chest, hearing the rapid beat of his heart. Being close to her was obviously turning him on and she could feel her own pulse start to race as she pressed against his body.

The romantic songs continued for a while and Ian made no attempt to stop dancing. His hands slid lower until they were touching on her lower back and almost resting on the top of her butt. It was obviously turning him on even more and she could suddenly feel the stirring of something pressing into her midriff. A shiver ran down her spine as she felt the hardness start to grow against her.

A flicker of desire ignited inside her and the wine, atmosphere and thrill of the moment brought the naughty side of her nature to the fore. She pulled Ian’s head down and moved her mouth close enough to his ear that her warm breath was caressing it.

“Is there somewhere more private we can go?” she asked hardly believing she had said the words.

Ian moved back and looked at her, the smile lighting up his face.

“Are you sure?” he asked and Amy was quick to nod her head.

Desire welled up inside her and the feel of the hardness pressing against her midriff was driving her excitement higher. The thought of being alone with Ian was something she now desperately wanted and she hoped he felt the same. By just how hard she could feel him getting, it was obvious he did and she followed when he pulled her out of the lounge then towards the stairs.

It was getting late, so a lot of the partygoers had already left and things were quieter as they moved up the stairs. Amy was led along the first floor hallway and pulled inside Ian’s bedroom. It was empty and he locked the door behind them. Pulling her close, he kissed her hard and his excitement mounted as he felt her body press close to his. He moved her across the room and she giggled as the back of her knees hit the edge of the bed to make her fall onto the mattress, with the weight of Ian then dropping on top of her. He pushed up the mask and smiled.

“You really are gorgeous,” he said, leaning down into another kiss.

When their lips broke apart, Amy was quick to push Ian’s mask up and she just stared as his handsome face came into view.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” she finally teased, but the breath rushed from her as she felt a touch stroke gently up the side of her body and caress onto her breast.

She pushed herself up against it, feeling the fingers squeeze tight. Ian was breathing heavily and he moved so that his erection rubbed against Amy’s body. She pushed her mouth close to his ear.

“Do you like my curves?” she teased. “Do you want to see?”

Without waiting for an answer, she pushed Ian off her and stood. She looked down at the bulge straining at the front of his jeans and grinned. Her curves seemed to be driving him crazy. Moving back a few steps, she reached for the buttons of her blouse and started to undo them.

Ian’s gaze following her fingers down as she loosened each button. She saw his eyes light up as she shrugged the blouse from her shoulders and brought her half-covered breasts into view. She continued her tease by stroking her fingers along the scalloped edge of the bra, her excitement climbing at the sensual feel of her touch running across the smooth skin of her breast.

She then trailed her fingers down her body until they reached the button of her jeans and quickly undid it then pulled down the zipper. Turning her back to Ian, she worked the tight denim over her butt and leant forward as she pushed the jeans down her legs to step out of them. She stayed bent over a little longer than necessary, knowing it would put her gorgeous curves on view, but finally straightened up and turned to face him again. The impromptu striptease was turning her on and she could feel the growing wetness between her thighs.

She locked eyes with him as she reached behind to unhook her bra. She held one arm across the silky cups while using the other to stroke the straps from her shoulders. It was a delicious tease to hold the bra cups in place and she could see the eagerness in the watching eyes for her to keep going. She slowly lowered her arm, letting the material fall away to expose her naked breasts and heard the gasp that Ian let out.

He was quickly up from the bed and moving to her. His kiss was full of passion as their bodies came together and Amy felt the shivers wrack her body as his mouth moved from her lips down onto the sensitive skin of her neck. He started to kiss lower, but she stopped his progress and pushed him back.

Her smile was wide as she reached for the bottom of his t-shirt to pull it up and over his head. She dropped it on the floor and quickly reached out a hand, letting her fingertips stroke over his muscular torso. The touch sent another shiver along her spine and she leant forward to kiss onto his smooth chest, flicking out her tongue to wet the skin as she licked a trail to a nipple.

She worked in slow circles around the little nub and heard the gasp when she rasped her tongue across it. She then licked a wet trail from nipple to nipple as she played, but finally started to kiss lower. Her mouth worked over Ian’s toned midriff until she reached the top of his jeans. She was quick to undo the button and zipper, kneeling down to pull the jeans to his ankles and make him step out of them. As she stood up again she let her lips slide along the outline of his erection through the material of the boxer shorts and felt it throb and twitch under her touch. When she kissed back up Ian’s body, she made sure to push her chest close enough that her breasts caressed onto the hardness, the touch thrilling her and making her want more.

When she straightened up fully, she settled her palm on Ian’s chest and pushed him forcefully. It made him move backwards until his butt hit the dressing table hard. He rested back onto it, putting his hands down to steady himself as Amy reached for the top of the boxer shorts. She dragged them down hard and the tip of the erection was pulled down, but finally sprung free and fully into view.

Amy pulled the shorts to Ian’s ankles and threw them across the room when he stepped out of them. It left him naked and exposed to her, but he wasn’t complaining. She stood straight and tilted her head up, with a pretty smile forming on her face. Her eyes closed as he bent down and her breath spilled out heavily as she felt his lips brush gently against her own. The softness of the kiss excited her, but it grew in intensity as the heat of the moment caught hold of them both.

He slid his hand up her back and under her long dark hair until it was caressing the nape of her neck. He then worked his fingers into her hair, enjoying the silky feel of it running across his hand. When he reached the ends of the long tresses he quickly worked his hand back to the nape of her neck, so that he could play again. This time he worked his fingers through slowly, with his touch on the soft tresses raising goose bumps on his skin.

As Amy felt Ian continue to run his fingers through her hair, she slid her hand up his thigh until she caressed onto the hardness, with her fingertips slowly stroking along the underside of his stiff shaft. As the passionate kiss continued, she moved a little to the side and felt the slick head of his cock stroke against her body. She used her hand to rub his erection against the smooth skin of her midriff, with the feel of just how hard it had grown making her pulse race almost out of control.

Keeping the erection pressed against her body when Ian finally broke the kiss, she worked her ear to his mouth. The sound of his heavy breathing excited her and she let out a soft moan at the touch of his kisses. They started at her ear and worked gently along her jaw, finally moving down onto the sensitive skin of her neck. She rocked her head back, exposing more of her throat and shivers wracked her body at the caress of his soft kisses and hot breath. She finally pushed Ian back though.

“So…, do you want the rest of your birthday present?” she teased him.

Not waiting for an answer, she dropped to her knees and pushed her face close enough to his hard cock that he could feel her warm breath on him. She circled her fingers around the base of his erect length and squeezed, leaning forward to let her lips brush against it. Moving her fingers lower, she caressed onto his balls and massaged them, feeling how heavy they were in her hand. As she held his balls, she kissed up to the head of his hard shaft and let her lips part slightly so that she could slide her mouth over it.

She looked up at Ian as she licked her tongue around sensitive skin. His eyes were closed as the ecstasy of the touch rushed through his body and he moaned as she worked her lips lower to let his hardness fill her mouth. She continued to work her tongue around his cock, licking harder as desire coursed through her veins.

The gasps that started to escape Ian’s lips showed just how much he was enjoying the touch. Amy worked her mouth closer to his balls, feeling the tip nudge onto the back her throat. She felt herself start to gag and pulled back up, controlling her breathing as she started to slide her lips along his stiff shaft. Her head bobbed up and down slowly at first, but she was quick to speed up the tempo, letting her mouth slide further down the hard length each time she pushed onto it. When she felt her lips caress against balls, she stopped and held his erection deep in her mouth for as long as she could. She finally came back up and giggled as she gasped for air.

When she looked up, she saw the pleasure written all over his face and decided to give him a birthday present to remember. Moving up a little she pushed her breasts forward and trapped his hard shaft between them. She squeezed herself onto cock and started to slide her tits up and down, with her smooth curves stroking along his hard length.

The moans of Ian got louder as she pushed him towards a climax and she worked herself harder onto his erection, with the sensual feel of hard cock stroking between her breasts driving her own desire higher. She finally released it from her cleavage and leaning forward, let it slide back into her mouth. Massaging her fingers around heavy balls to coax the load from them, she started to work her lips frantically up and down.

Ian shuddered hard as the heat of the moment started to overwhelm him. Amy didn’t let up, her mouth taking cock deep as he started to thrust his hips at her. They were suddenly both lost to the pleasure of the sensation, with their minds focused on only one thing.

Ian’s body suddenly tensed as the moment arrived and he lost control of his emotions. There was no more holding back as the cum suddenly burst from him in a torrent. Amy moved back, letting the thick white splash onto the smooth skin of her face and breasts as he moaned at the pleasure of the release. She watched as the jerking of his shaft continued to pump out sticky strings onto her, but heard the rush of breath that he let out as his climax finally faded.

“Shit fuck damn,’ she teased as she saw him open his eyes. “Look what you did to me.”

“It’s nice,” he laughed. “Do I get a picture to remember it by?”

“Fuck off,” laughed Amy. “This is one for your memory. Take a good look and then show me the bathroom.”

“It’s over there,” said Ian, pointing towards the door in the corner of the bedroom. “Do you need any help getting clean?”

“Hmm…, maybe,” she laughed and grabbing his cock, led him across to the bathroom.

Stripping off her panties, she moved into the shower cubicle. She quickly washed herself clean and turned to find Ian stepping in beside her. He grabbed the shower cream, dripped a little into his hands and started to run his hands over her body.

The sensual feel of the touch stroking onto her skin was exciting and Amy closed her eyes as Ian started at her shoulders and worked lower. His hands slid over the curves of her breasts and he squeezed them, feeling the hard nipples pressing against his palms. He took the time to enjoy the feel of his hands stroking across her soft mounds before sliding his touch lower still.

Amy could feel her breathing getting ragged as his hands worked across her stomach, the muscles fluttering as her excitement mounted. Fingers gently slid between her thighs, working the lather around before his hand pulled back and worked around her body onto her ass cheeks.

Ian grabbed hard, squeezing his fingers into soft flesh. He then softened his grip and heard Amy moaning at the sensual touch of his fingers stroking over her rounded cheeks. She felt the fingers slide to the top of her butt crease then force in between, with her loud gasp echoing around the cubicle at the touch of a fingertip brushing over her asshole. Pleasure rippled through her and she pushed back against the touch, feeling the finger stroke harder against her. The sensation took her breath away and she let out a disappointed groan as the touch pulled away.

“What?” teased Ian. “I think I missed a bit. Let me just have a closer look.”

Taking the showerhead down from its mount, he aimed it at Amy’s breasts to wash the soapy lather away then bent down to look. The feel of the water pounding onto a nipple was nice, but nothing compared to the sensation of the touch licking onto it. Ian circled his tongue around the erect bud, hearing the gasps of Amy each time he licked across her nipple.

She reached for the back of his neck, wanting a harder touch on her breast and pulled him forward. He bit down gently onto her skin and Amy groaned. She held Ian on her and he eventually had to pull back hard to free himself, moving his mouth to her other breast and sucking the stiff nipple between his parted lips.

Amy closed her eyes and threw her head back as the sensual thrill of the touch worked its way through her body. She wanted it to keep going as long as possible, but the breath spilled from her harder as she felt his mouth start to kiss lower. Her muscles fluttered under the soft touch, with her passion mounting as the kisses ran across her midriff and lower still.

When Ian reached her parted thighs, he stroked a hand to the top of her pubic mound and gently pulled up, exposing her erect clit. He aimed the water at it and heard Amy squeal, her body shuddering as the power drained from her legs. She reached out to the wall of the cubicle to support herself as the jets of water pounded against her clit to send ripples of pleasure pulsing through her body. When he lowered the showerhead, Ian was quick to push forward, kissing onto the erect nub then brushing the tip of his tongue back and forth over it rapidly.

Amy could feel the stubble prickling against the smooth skin of her thighs and it made her shudder. She pushed harder against the walls as her knees started to buckle and felt an eager tongue slide lower, with the tip teasing gently up and down her pussy lips.

The taste filled Ian’s mouth, driving him on to lick harder and he felt the wet hole opening up under his touch. He stiffened his tongue and pushed forward, licking into the soft inner depths of Amy’s pussy. He rasped his tongue onto velvety skin as he pushed deeper, trying to force inside as far as he could.

Amy could feel the climax building in her as her body was set alight. She was suddenly desperate for the feel of it and urged Ian to play with her harder. He pulled his tongue out and slid it back to her erect clit, licking hard as he stroked fingers up the sensitive skin of inner thighs to tease them around a slick pussy entrance.

He slid his fingertips inside and heard the sharp intake of breath from Amy. Her body tensed, with the thrill at the sudden penetration almost overwhelming her. His fingers pushed in deeper and she let out a huge groan as they fucked all the way in and held deep inside her. She squeezed her thighs together to tighten herself around them, with the pure bliss of the sensation taking her breath away.

“Make me cum,” she moaned, wanting to feel herself tighten even more around the fingers.

Ian had other ideas though and pulled his fingers back out. He turned off the water and Amy squealed as he grabbed her wrist and dragged her out of the shower. The breath rushed from her as she was taken back through to the bedroom and pushed onto the bed. She immediately saw that playing with her in the shower had gotten Ian hard again. He moved forward.

“Oh fuck,” mouthed Amy quietly and groaned as she felt the weight of Ian press down on top of her.

He worked a knee between her legs, spreading her thighs open and sliding in between. The touch of the hardness on her inner thigh sent a thrill shooting through her and she wrapped her arms around the back of his head to pull him down.

“Fuck me,” she whispered into his ear. “I want to feel you inside me.”

The words excited Ian and he worked the tip of his erection to slick pussy entrance, teasing it around the wet skin and building the anticipation. He pushed his hips forward and felt pussy lips open up to him, so that the tip of his cock slid just inside. Amy’s grip on his head tightened as the pleasure of the penetration rushed her senses. Her pulse was racing fast and seemed to quicken even more as he thrust forward, his hard shaft opening her up and stroking inside.

He kept pushing until he could feel his hips grinding onto her body. Amy squealed at the sensation of being filled, the hardness throbbing inside her as Ian circled his hips to work his cock around. Lifting her legs, she wrapped them around the back of his legs and urged him on to fuck her hard. He pulled back, his erection withdrawing to the tip before he thrust his hips forward again and drove inside in one hard, smooth stroke.

Amy groaned as the erection started to slide in and out, with Ian taking his time at first to enjoy the feel of his stiff shaft stroking along slick pussy walls. As his animal lust started to mount though, he built the rhythm until his cock was flashing in and out in a frenzy.

Amy’s mouth was at his ear and he could hear the gasps and squeals as she moved closer to a climax. He pushed his arms straight to lift his body up, looking down at her pretty face and fucking into her wet cunt even harder as his own desire started to run out of control. She forced her hand between their bodies, running fingers to her clit and stroking firmly. It was the electric sensation that finally tipped her over the edge.

Ian felt her body tense and pushed in deep, holding his erection inside as her orgasm ignited. Suddenly she was writhing around under him as the pleasure of the climax took over her body and pushed her up to a shattering high. She felt the rippling of her pussy around the hardness inside and wrapped her arms around Ian to pull him down onto her. As the orgasm peaked, her pussy clamped tightly around his hard erection. Her cries of pleasure rang around the room and then the trembling of her body slowly calmed as the climax faded.

Ian was quick to start fucking into her again, pushing himself hard as the afterglow of the orgasm settled into her veins and brought out low moans. Amy could hear the rush of breath in her ear as he started to lose control for a second time that night, his body tensing as he finally couldn’t hold back any longer. The cum streamed from him and she held on tightly as the convulsions wracked his body. She could feel his cock jerking inside her pussy as it continued to release streams of white until the shudders slowed and finally stopped. He collapsed down onto her, trying to regain control of his breathing and eventually rolled onto his back to lie on the bed.

“Fuck,” he eventually let out and turned to look at her. “I wish it was my birthday every day.”

She flicked a hand at his crotch, making him convulse and laugh.

“Don’t get any ideas about me,” she replied. “I’m a nice girl. It’s just that my naughty side comes out to play sometimes.”

“Oh man,” Ian said. “Nice but naughty, you are every man’s dream girl.”

He reached a hand out to her forehead and stroked her hair back.

“Yeah, well, you don’t have to dream anymore,” Amy said and laughed. “Just treat me nice and I promise you the naughty girl will keep coming out to play.”


Author Carry Cockburn

Stories Available include:

25 Story Bundle

Erotic Flashes (6 Stories)

Erotic Flashes 2 (6 Stories)

Jeannie’s Tales: The Sex Stories of a Very Naughty Girl (3 Stories)

Jeannie’s Tales 2: A Naughty Girl Gets Naughtier (3 Stories)

Pick Your Kink!

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




