

Swapping Kinks Bundle

Carry Cockburn


Swapping Kinks Bundle

Copyright Carry Cockburn

Published by Carry Cockburn

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to actual persons, alive or dead, are purely coincidental.

The stories found in this eBook contain sexually explicit language and material. It is intended for a mature audience only.

All characters portrayed in this eBook are 18 years of age or older.


Book 1 - 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.”


Book 2 – 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.


Book 3 – 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.
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