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CHAPTER ONE




“So what are you doing for your last week of freedom before you start college?” my mother asked while we ate our traditional Sunday afternoon supper.

I moped and did my best to look and sound disappointed. “Oh, you know, I’m probably going over to Mrs. Finnish’s house to help out.” I noticed a suspicious look on my mother’s face, so I added, “And meet up with my friends, too. If that’s alright.”

“Yeah, sure,” my mother responded as she ate a fork full of peas. Pot roast, mashed potatoes, and peas was her specialty. “You’ve been going to Mrs. Finnish’s quite a bit lately…”

An incredulous look washed over my face, “You told me to.”

“I said to go help with chores, not spend forty hours a week there,” she said, the suspicious look deepening. “There isn’t any funny business going on over there, right?”

Panic surged in my body. I was not prepared for this line of questioning. I thought my mom was happy to get me out of the house. Quickly, I rolled my eyes and did my best to disguise the increasing flood of heat swelling my face.

“God, Mom. Why does your mind always go there?” I said, shaking my head and quickly burying it in my food.

“Because you’re a teenage boy and let’s not forget why this all began in the first place,” she retorted.

“She’s soo… I don’t know, old. She’s not my type at all,” I said but was struggling to sell it. “She’s nice and just is lonely, I guess. She offers to make me breakfast and lunch and so I stay for it is all. We watch TV sometimes, that’s it.”

“Mmmmk,” she said, and I thought the matter was over. After a few minutes of silence, she added, “Well, you’ve done enough for Mrs. Finnish. I don’t want you going back over there.”

I opened my mouth to protest but realized it would only make her more suspicious if I did.

“Okay…” I said.

“Go spend some time with your friends this week since you’re leaving Saturday.”

I cracked a smirk, “You know UT is just a few hours away. It’s not like I’m going off to war.”

My mom cracked a smile, “Shut up, eat your food.”

After dinner and watching TV with my Mom, I went to my room and played video games with my friends. Every time I walked past a window facing across the street, I had to pause and look outside to see if Mrs. Finnish was outside. Maybe she was just walking by, or maybe she was standing at a window looking for me. Her weekends were busy with church activities, so she was rarely home.

I was distracted when I gamed. Staying away from Mrs. Finnish’s house was not a possibility, especially after how we ended things on Friday. No, I had five days left in this city and planned to spend as much time as possible with that sexy lady.

I was just going to have to sneak there.


CHAPTER TWO




“You’re up early,” my mother said, startling me. The next morning, I tried to sneak out of the house while she was still in her room getting ready, but I was caught at the front door. “You’re not going to Mrs. Finnish’s, are you?”

I made a face and smirked, “No, why would I go there? I’m going to Dan’s. He’s got this new wrestling game we’re gonna play.”

She pursed her lips and nodded, “Okay, I’ll see you later.”

“Later, Mom,” I said.

After getting in my car, I drove down the street a few blocks to the park and left my car there. Speedwalking back the way I came, I snuck past a neighbor’s yard into the backyard. Hopping a privacy fence, I entered Mrs. Finnish’s yard and approached her back sliding glass door. My knock was as quiet as possible because I didn’t want to scare the woman, but I still made her jump when she looked over from the dining room table where she sat.

“Matthew,” Mrs. Finnish said as she opened the slider, “what in heavens are you doing back here?”

“Got curious about the rose bush in the back and just wanted to check on it,” I lied, stepping inside.

Mrs. Finnish flattened her expression as if she knew something suspicious was happening, but she said no more of it. We sat at the table, drinking coffee and eating toast and jam. It was strange; we had spent enough time with one another that the conversation was running light, which was fine. We had been silent together several times over the past weeks, but this time it was different. This was the first time we were together after I had stuffed her in the corner of the couch and fucked her. It was an elephant in the room, and it grew uncomfortable.

Sometime after we had finished our toast and were sipping our coffee, I stood to refill mine and her cups.

“Thank you,” she said. As I poured, I couldn’t help but look down her shirt. She wore a teal top that was loose but showed a line of her cleavage. Normally, it would be another hour or two before we watched TV and would fool around, but I couldn’t wait that long. The sexual tension in the room was building too much.

Setting down the pot of coffee, I returned to Mrs. Finnish, my hands falling to her shoulders as I slowly began to massage them. She took a deep breath, and I felt her body relax and become like butter in my hands. My massaging fingers inched down her collar with every circular pass, and I felt the soft skin of her chest just above her cleavage.

“Matt…” she whispered, “I don’t know if this is such a good idea…”

In response, I flattened my right palm to the center of her chest and slowly pressed down and into her shirt. The tips of her fingers slipped under her bra, and my hand rubbed back and forth as I heard her take a deep breath and release it.

Rubbing back up, I repeated the same motion, but this time with both of my hands, my palms pushing inside her bra and cupping both of her bare breasts.

“Just relax… I’ve got you…” I whispered. Her head lulled, and she took another long, deep breath.

With my hands still warming her breasts, my middle fingers crudely rubbed back and forth over her hard nipples and felt them stand tall and flick back and forth.

“Mmmmmmm…” Mrs. Finnish moaned, and I felt her hot breath on the inside of my arm.

Cupping under her breasts, I began to massage her boobs slowly and rhythmically. Minutes passed, and I could not only see but feel her slipping deeper and deeper into a state of arousal.

“Oh, honey… Ohhh… baby…” she whispered and pecked soft, wet kisses on my biceps as her hands gently caressed my forearms invitingly.

Squeezing her breasts together, she arched her back, releasing a high-pitched squeal and biting her lower lip. “Mmmm… Shhhhh—Matthew…” she begged.

The speed at which my hands massaged her breasts grew with the pace of her breathing until she squirmed in her chair like the bottom was made of hot coals, and her panting became almost hyperventilation. The harder I squeezed her massive breasts, the louder she moaned and the more desperate she became.

“…Jesus… Matt, ugh shit…” she cried. I knew the pleasure was agonizing when Mrs. Finnish cursed. The prim and proper lady never swore. “Oh my… Oh, honey…”

Mrs. Finnish closed and opened her thighs and lifted and bucked her hips as if there was an imaginary cock she was riding. I pinched and plucked her nipples making her groan with frustration as I felt her fingernails rake across my forearms

“Matt, Matt, Matt—oh, shitmmm… I’m cumming ahhh!” Mrs. Finnish moaned and clapped a hand over her mouth as the nipple orgasm crashed over her hard and she trembled in her chair. “Oh, no…” she cried, squeezing her thighs together as she shoved a hand between her legs.

The mature woman squirted in her jeans, turning the crotch of her pants a darker blue than the rest of the fabric. Finally, her hands cupped over mine, slowing them down as she swallowed and caught her breath.

“Oh, my God… oh, my God…” she repeated while gasping deep breaths.

I kissed the top of her head, smelling her fruity conditioner compete with her sweet perfume

“Let’s go into the living room,” I said.


CHAPTER THREE




In the living room, the couch was already draped in a dozen towels as was the floor in front of it—same as usual. Mrs. Finnish walked awkwardly as her crotch and much of the leg of her pants were soaked. She passed the couch and started for her bedroom.

“I have to change. I… I made such a mess…” she said and sounded disappointed in herself.

Grabbing her hand, I stopped her, “No, you don’t.”

A weakness swirled with shame weighed heavily on Mrs. Finnish’s eyes when she looked back at me.

“I really should…” she sighed. “I can’t… I can’t keep doing this…”

“Sure, you can,” I said, stepping to her and rubbing my hands up her hips and over her chest, “This is our time. Our moment to share…”

“SSssss,” she hissed as my palms brushed over her nipples, “they’re so sensitive.”

I smirked, “Well, come here then, I’ll make them feel better.”

“I don’t know…” she muttered, following me to the couch. She sat down and maneuvered so that I could pull off her shirt. Unclipping her bra, her heavy breasts hung loose on her chest like soft wrecking balls.

Mrs. Finnish looked away and half started to cover her nipples before I sat beside her, cupping her cheek and guiding her lips to mine. Our lips touched as my fingers hooked behind her neck just beneath her hairline. I heard her hum a whimper into me as our tongues met, and I felt the conflict inside her begin to melt.

“God, you’re so beautiful,” I groan as I kiss her neck, lowering. “You’re all I think about.”

I cup and lift her left breast from where it hung and softly inserted her hard nipple into my mouth. My tongue made gentle laps around the hard nub.

“I shouldn’t be—ohhhh!” she gasped at the feel of my tongue. Pressing her back into the sofa, Mrs. Finnish hummed a whine at the confliction of the moment. It was as if there was an angel and demon battling inside her. I switched nipples and undid the button and zipper on her jeans with one hand. “Oh my God… honey… this is so bad…”

I stood, peeling her wet jeans off her slowly and with her help as she shifted her weight from side to side. Mrs. Finnish looked up at me bashfully from under her blonde bangs as the jeans and underwear were pulled off her ankles, and she sat before me naked and pale.

“I’m—I’m too old for you…” she looked away from me, covering her face. “Too old and—and fat. I just—I need change.”

Mrs. Finnish started to move to stand, but I bent down and stopped her. “Hey, hey,” I said, my face hovering inches above her’s. “You’re gorgeous. Absolutely gorgeous.”

She rolled her eyes slightly and looked away like I was just saying that. Kissing her hard, she leaned back into her seat, and I felt her breasts press into my chest. Undoing my own pants, I took her hand and guided it to my throbbing cock.

“Mmm,” she hummed in surprise when she felt the steel between my legs.

“Your body, your breasts, your sexy smile—just feel how attracted to you I am…” I gasped as her hand gripped my shaft and began to stroke me. “I don’t care about a stupid age difference, I just want you.”

With her chest rising and falling with every breath, Mrs. Finnish’s eyes searched mine before leaning forward to kiss me. As she did, her grip firmed around my shaft, and I flexed back in silent agreement. In a half crouch-half kneel on the edge of the couch, I had Mrs. Finnish’s legs around my hips, resting on my thighs as we made out. her left hand gripped my shoulder as her other hand stroked my cock that dangled just inches above her moist slit. The more I groaned, the harder she pumped my shaft, like swallowing my moans was her favorite thing to do.

My hands groped and massaged her breasts which only made me flex harder. Breaking from the kiss, Mrs. Finnish lifted her head to moan and gasp for air. I took the time to wrap my lips on her throat, kissing and sucking beneath her chin.

“M-Matthew…ugh, God…” she gasped, raising and lowering her hips. “Jesus… Matthew… put… put it in me… oh God, please put it inside me, honey…”

Mrs. Finnish gasped with surprise when my arms snaked around her back. Lifting her with ease, I lay her down on the floor on top of the towel. Her hands were already scraping the shirt off my back so my nakedness would match hers. With her thighs around my hips, I pressed the tip of my cock between her pussy lips, sprouting a look of pain and shock on her face.

“Oh, God—oh, my God…” she gasped and bit her lower lip as I filled her up. My young cock flexed deep inside her tender slit. “Oh, honey—I—ugh!”

I bucked my hips inside her and felt her wet warmth engulf my shaft before pulling out and repeating. Mrs. Finnish’s fat breasts hung to the sides of her chest until she scooped them up, and squeezed them as I fucked her.

God, the sight of her molesting her own tits as I fuck her nearly puts me over the edge.

I straightened and scooped my hands beneath her knees as I thrust my hip harder down into her. My shaft speared in and out of her tight slit as my balls spanked her ass.

“Ah ah ah ahh ahhh! Oh, Matthew… Matt—Matthew, yes, yes!” she moaned through a shaken voice. “Take me! Take all of me! Yes! I’m yours—oh, my God! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

Mrs. Finnish buried her face into the crook of her arm as she came. My cock slipped out of her for a brief second as her pussy drained, soaking the towels beneath us before I jammed my shaft back inside her.

“Oh my God, yes, ram that rod deep inside me—oh yes!” Mrs. Finnish groaned more aggressively as I clenched my teeth and pumped hard inside her.

The older woman’s eyes squinted, and her breasts bounced to and from her chin with every thrust, I groaned as I fucked her faster and harder until I couldn’t take it any longer.

To my shock, I felt Mrs. Finnish’s hands clamp down on my lower back and my ass, holding me in place and buried deep inside her pussy when I came. I grunted and flexed, spilling my young cum deep inside her mature pussy as she panted and screamed.

“Yes, yes… fill me up…” she cried.

With a final grunt, I flexed for the last time, draining my balls inside her before she released me and my cock fell out of her pussy. Staying on top of her, I lowered my lips to her and kissed her long and deep, tasting and breathing in every inch of this woman.

After the kiss, I raised up, and for the first moment, with the two of us naked and on top of each other, I saw Mrs. Finnish relax and smile as if she had finally accepted me as the man I am. The moment didn’t last long, though, as the hard knocks on her front door jarred us both from our state.

“Mrs. Finnish? Are you home?” a familiar voice called through the door. It was my mother and she was looking through the window on the front door right above our heads!


CHAPTER FOUR




Adrenaline flooded our veins as Mrs. Finnish, and I scrambled somewhere that wasn’t in my mother’s line of sight. On my hands and knees, I crawled to the couch and then hid on the opposite side of the sofa while Mrs. Finnish crawled into her bedroom.

“Mrs. Finnish? Are you there?” my mother asked again. The fact that her voice sounded about the same made me calm down a little bit. The window was frosted, so unless a person pressed their face to the glass, all they could see were shadows. If my mom wasn’t screaming, she must not have seen me hide, right?

Mrs. Finnish came out of her bedroom a moment later, wearing a white robe tightly cinched. She hesitated, looking where I hid, but continued to the door and answered it.

“Amy!” Mrs. Finnish said brightly, “So nice to see you, how are you?”

“Good, good, and you? How are things at the church?” my mom asked.

“Oh, wonderful. We’re just getting ready for that big Labor Day picnic, you should come,” she offered brightly.

“How nice, you know I think I might. With Matt heading off to college, I might not know what to do with myself.”

I held my breath and sucked my legs into my chest, where I hid. This was a nightmare scenario for both Mrs. Finnish and myself. My mother being here was like my two worlds colliding. Why is she here?

“Actually, speaking of Matt, have you seen him today?” my mother asked.

“Uh, seen him today?” Mrs. Finnish hesitated.

“Yeah, I know he was coming over the past weeks to help out with chores, I was just wondering if he came over today. He said he was going to his friend’s house, but I just spoke to Dan and he said Matt wasn’t there.”

Thump-thump-thump-thump, my heart beat against my chest

“Hm, that’s strange,” Mrs. Finnish said, “No, I haven’t seen him today. Do you think he’s alright?”

“Yeah, I’m sure he’s fine,” my mother replied with an undertone of annoyance in her voice, “I’m sure he’s just up to no good somewhere. Teenagers…”

Mrs. Finnish laughed, “Yeah…”

“Well, if he stops by give me a call, will you?”

“Sure, of course, oh, sorry about the robe. I had kind of a late start this morning,” Mrs. Finnish giggled.

“No problem. I’ll see you,” my mom said before I heard the door close.

Peaking around the corner of the couch, I watched Mrs. Finnish hang her head and cover her face with her hands. Slowly, I came out of hiding and started grabbing my clothes tossed about on the floor.

“That was close,” I said.

Mrs. Finnish let out a deep breath and looked out the window once more to confirm my mother had left.

“You didn’t tell your mother that you were here? That’s why you came in the back slider, you were sneaking in here!” Mrs. Finnish yelled.

I pulled up my boxers and jeans and held up my hands in surrender. “She said she wanted me with my friends is all. I didn’t want to sound too eager to be here and just like volunteer to come here, so I—yeah, kinda snuck here.”

Mrs. Finnish scoffed and walked away to the kitchen.

“What? What’s the problem?” I said, buckling up my pants. “This doesn’t change anything, right? I mean, nothing’s changed.”

“Are you kidding?” Mrs. Finnish said and gestured to the door, “Your mother is obviously suspicious; that’s why she came here. We can’t be doing this and almost getting caught and…” She covered her face once more, shaking her head. “You need to go, Matthew. Your mother is obviously worried about you.”

“I think worried is the wrong word,” I muttered.

Mrs. Finnish continued to shake her head as she walked past me and to her bedroom. I thought of following her, but she closed the door and locked it.

Message received.


CHAPTER FIVE




It was like an acrobatics trick to fool my mother that afternoon. Dan, the little shithead, didn’t cover for me, so she knew I lied to her about going to his house. Worse yet, she went to the trouble to check up on me, which she hadn’t done in years, so she was highly suspicious of my activities as they related to Mrs. Finnish. I would have to sell this lie well, but hopefully not well enough that I get punished too severely. This would be like a Guinness Book of World Records if I managed to pull off this balancing act.

First, I text my friend, Todd, who ironically enough started this whole mess when I tried to text him a photo of Mrs. Finnish but I actually texted it to my mom, ugh. He was doing the usual—smoking weed. After running back to my car, I drove to his house and smoked a blunt with him. I was never big into getting high. I did it a few times, mostly at parties but that was it. Getting high was not what I wanted right now, but it would sell my lie.

After about forty-five minutes had passed, I pretended to notice the fourteen missed texts and phone calls from my mom and returned them; instead of trying to hide my whereabouts, I told her along with the address. Sure enough, fifteen minutes later, she pulled up to drive me on. The yelling was bad, but I prepared for that. Lying was never accepted, but when she still was chewing me out over dinner that night for using drugs, I played my trump card.

“Mom, I would never do any of those hard drugs. It was just marijuana,” I said, “you were the one who admitted to being a stoner in college.”

“Well, that was in college,” she said but it sounded like she wanted to say more but realized she had walked into my trap.

“Fine, I promise not to smoke any more weed until five days from now,” I said with a smirk.

“Don’t be a smart ass,” she warned, but I could see the gas to her anger fading. “I know you’re going to drink and smoke weed in college, just promise me you won’t drive when you do it, okay?”

I raised my hand, “I swear.”

My mother laughed and rolled her eyes.

Guinness Book of World Records, here I come!

That night, I spent watching TV with my mom until it was time for bed. Maybe some of my high still lingered from earlier, but I felt a bit braver and more confident than usual—so much so that I tried sneaking out my window. It was midnight, and I imagined both my mom and Mrs. Finnish were long asleep. Maybe I just wanted to confirm with Mrs. Finnish.

Creeping across the street, I stuck to the shadows of Mrs. Finnish’s house as I circled to the back of the house and peeked into the window. What I saw made me gasp, and my jaw slacked open.

Through the crevice of an opening in her bedroom window blinds, I could see a side table lamp casting a warm yellow glow over Mrs. Finnish’s curvy naked body. On her bed, she was on her knees with her hands between her thighs. A thick tan dildo was buried between her pussy lips.


CHAPTER SIX




The door opened slowly as I stepped into Mrs. Finnish’s bedroom, her face was still on the mattress facing away from me with her ass up in the air. Sneaking into her house was beyond a risky move, but I couldn’t help myself. The sexy, curvy woman had me in a trance. Using the hidden key I found under the front door mat last week when I was blowing leaves, I entered her house quietly.

“Ohhhh… Matthew… yes!” she moaned, unaware of my presence as she fucked herself with the dildo. “Fuck me… fuck me… fuck mommy, yes!”

I had thought of going up to her to touch her but knew that would scare her to death. I opted for the lesser of two evils.

“You’re very beautiful,” I said softly. The sudden appearance of my voice had the expected effect as Mrs. Finnish yelped in shock and fear as she quickly flipped on her back and scooted to the top of her bed. “It’s okay, it’s just me. Sorry for scaring you.”

“What—what are you doing here? How did you get in!?” Mrs. Finnish gasped as she clutched a sheet pulled up to her chin.

“I looked into your window to see if you were awake,” I said, stepping to the foot of the bed, “After seeing what I saw, I had to use the spare key to come inside. You were just too gorgeous.”

My compliment seemed to soften her as her panic lightened, but she still glared at me.

“You shouldn’t be here… w-what did you… did you see anything?” she said but, at the same time, seemed to realize I saw and heard everything. Her face knotted, and she looked down shamefully.

“Hey…” I said, coming around the bed to sit beside her, “You don’t know how many times I’ve jerked off in my bedroom thinking about you. You’re all I think about.”

“Really?” she asked but then seemed to shake off the curiosity, “It—it doesn’t matter. I-I shouldn’t—I can’t keep lying to your mom like this… I…”

Mrs. Finnish’s foot stuck out from under the blanket beside me. My warm palm touched her bare calve and slid up under the sheet to feel her tender inner thigh. Her eyes met mine, and I watched them brighten with shock before they melted as I neared her sex.

“My mom’s not here. It’s just you and me…” I said; my fingers brushed over her pussy lips and felt just how wet she was. Her mouth opened as she exhaled, and her eyes grew weak as she looked upon me. “I only have a few days left before I leave, and I want to spend that time with you…”

As I spoke, my middle fingers slipped inside her pussy like a knife into melted butter. Reaching deep inside her, my finger scooped to the roof of her pussy and pressed on her walls as it slid back and forth.

“Ooo…gahhmmmm…” Mrs. Finnish moaned helplessly. “Jesus… I-I want that too—oh so bad…” she admitted as I felt her thighs quiver around my hand.

I leaned forward and kissed the older woman, and she kissed me back. Our tongues circled each other, and I felt her hands grab at my body, pulling me to her. The jeans I wore were stretched to their limits as I flexed from the taste and sheer passion I felt emanating from Mrs. Finnish. I had caught her during a moment of weakness, and in that weakness, she had tossed aside her reservations and committed to the moment—committed to me…

Mrs. Finnish furrowed her brow as we kissed. My fingers were pumping in and out of her drenched hole now, and my thumb slid up to swipe over her slippery clitoris with every penetration. She whined and groaned into my mouth as the moment built. Ripping the sheets off her naked body, her hand clamped down on top of mine between her legs just as her thighs snapped shut on my arm.

“Mmmmmgod!” Mrs. Finnish moaned, breaking free from the kiss, and angled her head up to her headboard as she screamed. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming—oh god!”

With her hand and legs locked around my hand, I couldn’t move much, but I continued to finger her pussy and clit as I felt her lips clamp shut and a sudden rush of juices rush past my fingers as she squirted.

“Oh… God!” she grunted, and I saw her eyes roll backward as the orgasm passed. But unlike previous times, neither one of us was ready to surrender the moment.

I straightened, pulling off my shirt while Mrs. Finnish’s hands ferociously worked my belt off, and unzipped my pants. Within seconds, I was just as naked as she was, and Mrs. Finnish was pulling me between her thighs, but I had different plans.

“Yes, put it in—ugh, wha—what are you doing?” Mrs. Finnish gasped as I flipped her onto her belly and pulled her hips back to me. Her body returned to the original position it was in when I found her, only instead of a dildo inside her, the swollen head of my cock teased her sensitive lips.

“I want you this way…” I groaned as I rubbed my palm up the curve of her lower back.

The tip of my cock sliced into her pussy like a spear and I watched as my hard, long cock disappeared inside her hungry slit. Mrs. Finnish’s hands jetted out to grab the mattress just as I bucked my hips and shoved my cock all the way inside her.

“Jck—ugh! Matt, I—oh god yes…” Mrs. Finnish grunted.

Immediately, I began thumping my body into hers. My cock pulled out and stabbed back in; her wet warmth was like a blanket around my shaft.

“Ahh ahh ahh ahh ahhh God, yes! F-Fuck me, Matthew!” Mrs. Finnish’s usually meek voice grew louder with every passing moment. Her breaths became more desperate as she rocked back and forth with every thrust. “Yes! Take me… Take me! I’m yours to use!”

Hearing this sent my fingers to dig into her meaty ass cheeks as I pulled her back on to my cock and shoved her forward with each thrust. Soon, the hard pounding sound of my body ramming hers filled the room only to be muted by Mrs. Finnish’s loud moans.

“Ughh! Fuck me! Yes, Matthew—fuck me! Make me—make me your—your whore! Oh, God!” she cried.

Stunned by her vulgar words but extremely aroused, I used them. My left hand gripped her left shoulder while my right grabbed a lock of her hair, and I pulled her back as I fucked my mature neighbor harder.

“Ahhhh, shit! Yes! Fuck me, honey!” Mrs. Finnish yelped.

Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump!

The sound of my cock pounding her pussy grew louder as I watched her oversized tits sway and clap beneath her body. Her fat ass smushed against me with every hard thrust as I fucked her harder.

“Matthew… Matthew…” she whined between gasping breaths, “you—you’re gonna make me cum… you’re going make Mommy cum—ohhhhh goddd!” she cried, her voice raising to a higher pitch, “I’m cumming!!”

The hard sounds over our bodies pounding became sopping wet as Mrs. Finnish’s screams spilled out and filled the house. Her legs and body tensed as she raised up and squirted as she came and collapsed back down to her bed, groaning and gasping for air.

“Ohhhh—Jesus—Matthew!” she cried when I kept fucking her. Pressing her body down into the bed, I felt her moist body wet with her juices and sweat as I pumped into her like a fuck doll. “Oh my god, baby. Yes! You feel so good. You make Mommy feel so good…”

With a final grunt, I came hard and fast, emptying my balls into Mrs. Finnish’s pussy. The orgasm happened so suddenly I couldn’t even pull out of her. I had just came inside of Mrs. Finnish.


CHAPTER SEVEN




We fell asleep that night in each other’s arms. To my surprise, Mrs. Finnish didn’t protest to my semen filling her up. Instead, as soon as I fell to the bed beside her, she wrapped me up in her arms and we made out for what felt like hours. our two naked, sweaty bodies pressed together as our tongues explored every inch of each other’s mouths. When we fell asleep, it was with my hand resting on her breasts and her cheek resting on my chest.

In the brief moments before sleep and as I woke, I wondered in the back of my mind what would happen when we woke. Would Mrs. Finnish be upset with me? Would she be upset with herself? Was this the last time we would ever have sex? I received my answer before my eyes even opened.

Mrs. Finnish had woken before me and decided to take it upon herself to wake me. Slowly, the drips of sleep dropped away as I felt her lush lips on my ear, her hot breath on my neck, and her palm stroking my soft cock to hardness. Her delicate fingers were gentle with my firming shaft. Exploring it and caressing it to life. It wasn’t until I moved and cleared my throat that I felt her grip tighten and her lips close around my ear lobe.

Pumping my shaft faster, I opened my eyes to see Mrs. Finnish’s large breasts bouncing more and more the harder she stroked me. I groped her chest, gripping her breast and pinching her nipple. She gasped and purred in my ear as pre-cum leaked down my shaft and over the back of her hand.

“Mmmmm… that’s it, honey…” she whispered, pecking kisses on my neck, “Get nice and hard for me…”

I grunted, and she moaned louder, “Mmmmm. Good boy, that’s it. Make a big mess on Mommy, now. You already filled me with your semen, now I want it all over, mmhmm, that’s right. All over Mommy’s nice big breasts.”

Within a few minutes, I came and came hard. My balls flexing with every spurt of cum, I poured my semen over her fat large tits.

The gray of twilight was giving way to the yellow of morning as the sun rose. I didn’t have much time to dress and sneak back into my house before my mother woke. Luckily, I was able to accomplish this without getting caught. That day I decided to play it safe and actually play video games and really hang out with my friends. My mother, as I suspected, checked in on me throughout the day, though she did her best to remain casual about it.

Over the next three days, however, I spent an ample amount of time with Mrs. Finnish, whether it was at night after sneaking out of the house or during the afternoon when I had made appropriate plans with friends who knew to cover for me should my mother call. My friends knew I was spending time with a girl, but they didn’t know who or how old the woman was. I decided no matter how many cool points I could achieve by bragging, keeping my word to Mrs. Finnish was worth far more.

It quickly became clear after that first night that whatever reservations Mrs. Finnish had about our sexual relationship, they were gone. The pent-up sexual frustration and depravity this woman had inside her had exploded. The dam had broken. Suddenly, my sexual fantasies paled in comparison to Mrs. Finnish’s appetite. Often, her hand would be on my crotch within the first seconds of me entering her house, and she wouldn’t remove her touch of that area until I staggered out of the house.

On Thursday afternoon, I snuck into her house through the back slider as usual, and Mrs. Finnish had me pinned against the neighboring wall in an instant. My pants down around my ankles, she sucked my cock like she was competing in a blowjob competition. Her warm, wet lips slid up and down on my shaft relentlessly until I came in her mouth. She swallowed, of course, but only took her lips off me long enough to finish stripping me naked and dragging me to her couch.

Over the next hour, she stroked, licked, kissed, and sucked my soft cock while whispering dirty things to me. Dirty talk was not a big enough term to encompass the things Mrs. Finnish said to me during sex. It was clear she had been carrying around a reverse mommy kink for some time, and I had a sneaking suspicion I was the first and only person she had been able to share it with.

I came twice more in Mrs. Finnish’s mouth that afternoon before I had to get back home. I slept like a baby that night. My cock definitely needed the rest after having been used and abused on and off every 12 hours for the past handful of days. When I woke on Friday, it was to a mix bag of emotions. I was leaving early Saturday morning with my mom to drive to my campus and unpack for school, so today was my last day home for a while. While my day was scheduled with friends and my evening with my mom, we were going out to dinner, both Mrs. Finnish and I knew I would sneak over to her house one last time tonight.

The thought of leaving Mrs. Finnish and our amazing sex life of the past week behind was enough for me to even consider dropping out of college, even though I knew I could not. My mom would literally kill me. Still, after the past few weeks, leaving now felt like striking gold in the middle of nowhere and just walking away as if you did not even find it.

And so, that night, after a day spent gaming with my friends and a fun evening out to eat with my mom, I snuck out of my house one last time and found myself creeping into Mrs. Finnish’s unlocked slider.


CHAPTER EIGHT




When I arrived at Mrs. Finnish’s house, I was earlier than usual and quieter than usual. She left the slider unlocked for me. The house was dark except for half a dozen candles lit in the kitchen and living room, which left a warm smell of apple-cinnamon in the air. Mrs. Finnish was in the kitchen pouring a glass of wine for herself when I startled her by slipping my hands around her waist and my lips into the crook of her neck.

“Oh! Matthew, you scared me,” she gasped, nearly spilling the wine. “I didn’t think you’d be here for another hour.”

My hands rubbed up her chest to her cup, her large breasts through the soft fabric of her shirt. Squeezing and massaging them as I felt her back and ass press back against me.

“I wanted us to have as much time as possible together tonight,” I said, pecking a kiss behind her ear.

“Mmmmm… Good boy…” she sighed. Her left hand reached back to caress my thigh while her right cupped my face before turning her lips to mine. She wore a pair of gray yoga pants that accentuated the ample size of her ass and thick thighs and left nothing to the imagination. Her white, silk top hugged her breasts, but I could feel she wore no bra and I bet there were no panties on her either.

Turning around, I allowed her enough room to turn around but immediately grabbed her, pulling her body to mine as we made out. With my hand up her shirt, I pinched her nipple and made her whimper with every pull on her hard nipple.

“Ahhhmmmmm, Matthew, baby… I want it…” she whined between kisses as her hand deafly rubbed at the bulge in my pants. “I mmmm I want it now—right here.”

Slipping my hand down inside the front of her elastic pants before she could undo my pants, my fingers found her moist crotch and her soaking wet pussy.

“OOhh ahhhhh!” she gasped, grabbing my shoulders for balance. With how wet she already was there was no need to warm up. Hard and fast, two fingers began to pump her hole as I reached down inside her yoga pants. “Ugh—fuck, baby yes!”

Mrs. Finnish knees bucked but she leaned back on the kitchen counter to keep from falling. My fingers ravaged her pussy, filling the entire kitchen with sloppy wet sounds and shaking her entire body as I used my whole arm to finger her. With high eyebrows, furrowed brow, and weak eyes she looked at me and nodded encouragingly as her breathing stopped.

“…yes yes yes yes yes—ugh god, yes!!” she screamed as her quivering thighs began to vibrate as she came. The gush of juices flooded my hand, her yoga pants, and splattered on the tile floor. “Oh my god!” she grunted.

Mrs. Finnish appeared elsewhere in her eyes as they blinked slowly and lulled at the ceiling as she struggled to recover, but I was just beginning. Pulling her forward, I brought her to the kitchen island and bent her over the countertop. She moved slowly, like her joints were filled with molasses, as if still processing everything that was happening. Grabbing the back of her waistband, I yanked them down to her knees in one motion and then made fast work of dropping my pants.

“Baby… honey, I, um, I think I need a—oh, shit…” Mrs. Finnish cried as the stiff head of my cock pierced her pussy lips. “Oh my god, oh my god. Sweety, wait—oh fuck!”

Leaning forward, the length of my cock filled her all at once, and I could feel her tight pussy walls clamped on my member. Flexing back, Mrs. Finnish gasped, and her palms slapped the countertop. Pulling out, I began to fuck her, slowly at first, as I had to find my rhythm standing.

“Oh my—Jesus, god…” Mrs. Finnish sniffled and gasped, sounding more in control of her faculties. “Yes, yes, fuck me, baby. Fuck your dirty mommy!”

Gritting my teeth, I bucked my hips and thrust inside her pussy hard. Back and forth, my hips collided with hers as I felt her slit grow even juicier.

Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap!

The sound of our bodies smacking echoed in the dark, dimly lit house. Mrs. Finnish squeaked her palms across the countertop, trying to grab onto whatever she could. I slipped a hand up to the side of her chest and felt her heavy breast smashed against the counter. The other hand slipped around her thigh, and I could just barely rub a sensual touch over her throbbing clitoris.

“Oh, shiiit, honey—baby, I’m too sensitive, mmmmmm fuck. I can’t take you t-touching m-me there—oh my god, oh god, oh god—ahh!” Mrs. Finnish stuttered with gasping apprehension as my fingers probed her clit relentlessly while my cock filled up her cunt. “Y-You’re going to m-make mommy cum agai—ahhhhh god!”

Mrs. Finnish screamed as my cock pistoned in and out of her pussy while my fingers circled her clit. Her legs gave out, and my hands quickly moved to hold up her waist as my cock pounded in and of her. Holding her limp body as I fucked her made Mrs. Finnish feel more like a fuck doll than a person.

When the mature woman came, she came extremely hard. Whatever part of her yoga pants hadn’t been wet before was now soaked. Even cock felt drowned by the powerful squirt she released. Her thick ass cheeks quivered and she lay her face down on the cool countertop as she tried to catch her breath, but I wasn’t finished yet. Driving my cock deep into her, I fucked her in a hard sprint that made her scream and smack the countertop.

“Gahh fuck! Matthew—oh my god!” she grunted through gritted teeth.

I groaned with a final thrust before cumming, releasing my built-up lot of sperm deep inside my mature neighbor. Her juicy pussy hungrily swallowed it hole.

“Oh god… oh god…”…” Mrs. Finnish whimpered as we both held still like statues, not wanting the moment to end. Well,” she finally said between breaths, “that was a good start to the night.”


CHAPTER NINE




We spent the majority of that night on the couch, our favorite spot. Sitting in the darkness, with nighttime TV and candles lighting the way, we talked, laughed, kissed, and played for hours. I sat half-watching the TV while Mrs. Finnish maneuvered so that she lay on the couch with her head on my lap facing me. She had drunk two glasses of wine, so her cheeks were pink, and she was extra giggly that evening.

“Not go to college just so you can stay here and fuck little old me?” Mrs. Finnish laughed, shaking her head. “And what are you going to do with your life besides have sex with me every night?”

I shrugged, “Who says I have to do anything else? Getting to fuck you seems good enough for me.”

Mrs. Finnish laughed and smiled up at me, “Oh, I bet it does,” she hummed as her fingers casually stroked my half-hard shaft. We both were naked and had been teasing each other for some time. Me, groping her breasts, pinching her nipples, and drawing designs in her pussy as my semen slowly dripped out of her, and Mrs. Finnish was fondling my balls, stroking my shaft, and pecking kisses on my cock.

“No, I don’t think so,” she said after a time as if she was considering the fantasy, “I have lived here for over twenty years, and I will be here long after you’re done with college. You’ll have plenty of opportunity to have your way with me while attending your classes.”

I scowled playfully at her while quickly circling her clit several times, “If you insist…”

“Ohmmmm…” Mrs. Finnish groaned at my touch and smiled devilishly up at me, “I’m afraid I do.”

This spurred an intense moment where the mature woman took my cock in her mouth and refused to let it out. Bobbing her head back and forth, she sucked my cock hard and continued to deepthroat it for minutes on end. All the while my fingers switched between pumping two fingers in and out of her creamy pussy and circling her clit.

When Mrs. Finnish grew near her third orgasm, her lips were stretched around my thick cock. She looked up at me with her weak, begging eyes as I molested her pussy. watching her squirm sent me over the edge, and we both came simultaneously.

“MMmmmm! MMMMMmmm!!!” Mrs. Finnish moaned with her mouthful. My warm cum lathered her tongue as her hips shook, and she squirted over the towels covering her couch.

Even after that, we remained on the couch for another hour before exhaustion got the better of both of us. We retired to her bedroom and fell asleep in each other’s arms. Her breasts mashed against my chest, and my lips pressed to her forehead; we were inseparable at that moment.

I had set my alarm for five in the morning so that I could sneak back into my house before having to wake to get ready to leave that Saturday morning, but I woke a half hour before my alarm went off. Mrs. Finnish’s blonde hair brushed across my face back and forth like a car wash until I opened my eyes to see her straddling me. Under the blue glow of a nightlight on the far wall, her tender face looked angel-like.

Smiling, Mrs. Finnish brushed her back and to one side as she leaned down to kiss me long and deep. It took only a minute of kissing and her hand palpating my cock for me to get stiff. Maneuvering her hips as she straddled me, Mrs. Finnish slowly fed the tip of my cock into her pussy and sat down on it.

“Mmmmm…” she hummed as I entered her. Nibbling on my lower lip, she smiled before nuzzling under my chin to kiss my throat as she eased up and down on my cock. “Oh, baby…”

My hands slid down the curve of her back and over the large bump of her ass to squeeze and massage her bare ass.

“Yes… Oh, God…” she whimpered as she rose up; the sheet covering us fell away, revealing her naked body, and her blonde hair hung over one shoulder.

My instinct was to fuck her harder, but I waited and remained slow with the pace as she rode me and took her time. Her heavy tits swayed and knocked back and forth on her chest, causing me to flex and swell inside her.

“That’s it… good boy…” she whispered, looking down on me, “Fuck mommy just like that… fuck me nice and good. Fill mommy up… Oh—yes. Mmmmmm fuck…”

Bucking up into her, I saw her lips part in a silent moan as she looked down at me in shock. “Oooo yes, honey, fuck mommy good. I want you to cum inside me, baby. Cum inside mommy.”

Warmly rubbing my hands up and down her thighs, I paused, gripping her hips as I pressed down on my feet and up with my hips as I fucked up into her. My long hard cock disappeared deep inside her juicy pussy with each thrust.

“OoooooooOOOooo fuck yes, baby! Fuck mommy good, fuck mommy good, oh fuck yess!” Mrs. Finnish cried as she leaned forward. Her tits clapping together as her face hung above mine.

My fingers dug into her ass cheeks as I pulled her fat ass down on my cock as I bucked up into her. The motion was loud and rough as the entire bed shook with us.

“Oh my god, baby, you’re soo good. You’re such a good boy, yes… you’re such a good fucking boy—fucking mommy like this. Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Ughhh I’m going to cum soon. You’re going to make mommy cum soon!”

Grunting, I gritted my teeth as I fucked up into her as hard and fast as I could. her large tits smacked about wildly as one of my hands clenched the back of her neck and the other squeezed her fat ass.

“Ugh God, I’m so close—cum with me, baby,” Mrs. Finnish begged through clenched teeth, “Cum with me, honey. Cum with mommy. Cum with—ohhh my god! Yes! Yes! Oh my god you’re making mommy cum!”

Pulling Mrs. Finnish’s face down to mine, I kissed her hard and long as I fucked up deep inside her. My orgasm peaked at the same time as hers, and I felt the immense pressure as I filled her pussy with my milky seed, and she squirted, drowning my cock. We swallowed each other’s moans as my fingers dug into her ass and neck, and her nails raked on my back and arm. All the while, my balls flexed, pumping her full of cum, and her pussy pulsated, milking me dry.

Afterward, we only had a few minutes until my alarm went off, but those were a good few minutes. Wrapped up in each other and with my cock still inside her, Mrs. Finnish and I stared at one another with our noses brushing one another.

Minutes later, I was dressed, and Mrs. Finnish sat on the edge of her bed watching me, the sheet draped over her shoulders. I gave the mature neighbor of mine a long lingering kiss goodbye that was so passionate that it threatened to strip me down and make me late getting home.

“Remember,” Mrs. Finnish said, smiling up at me. I’ve been here long before you went to college, and I’ll be here long after you get back.”

Turning back at the doorway, I smiled and said, “Well, you better be here over Christmas break, too.”

Mrs. Finnish smirked and gave me a wink, “You betchya.”
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Two Cougars


Bzzt! Bzzt!

Cynthia took my glass from me to freshen it up. When she bent over in front of me to take my drink, her fake pearl necklaces dangled in front of her cleavage. I eyed the long black line that divided her large breasts that swayed beneath her form-fitting black top. Her eyes watched mine, of course, and she beamed an amused smirk at the lust that flared inside me. Taking my wine glass, she straightened.

“Be right back, baby,” Cynthia said with a playfulness in her voice.

Bzzt! Bzzt!

“Oh, okay,” I said, hoping she didn’t hear the incessant buzzing coming from my pants.

She turned and left the living room of her house and took the corner into her kitchen. I sat on the couch behind an old wooden coffee table. The house was small, but it reminded me of life growing up in Helena, Ohio. The small-town vibe was everywhere in this standard front porch house. The walls had framed posters of deer exiting the woods, windmills from some European countryside, and pink heart designs. The living room had a gray couch and loveseat and appeared to have been hastily cleaned up before my arrival. Looking at the two closets that were cracked open, I wouldn’t be surprised if both were stuffed full of ‘genuine’ Native American blankets that were obviously mass-produced, 50 state quarter collections, and other QVC junk that usually cluttered the house.

I could hear Cynthia drop fresh ice cubes into my glass before pouring another few shots of Jack Daniels into it. My phone continued to vibrate in my pocket despite me continually silencing it. I pulled the phone from my pocket and rejected the unknown number calling. When I did, the screen read 28 missed calls and 84 new text messages.

I didn’t even think I knew that many people…

Most of the numbers were unknown to me, but some were ex-girlfriends, friends from high school, friends from college… mostly people I knew for a semester or two or maybe just for a night. People whose numbers I put in my phone and forgot about until years later now when they called. I knew why they were calling, of course. It was the same reason Cynthia invited me to her home this evening. I should be more cautious, I suppose. I needed to move more carefully and make more measured decisions than simply falling into the life trap being set for me. But there was something freeing in the moment. Something that made me want to just be and do and let what happens happen. One of the missed calls was from a familiar and welcome name, I noticed.

Helen…

I heard footsteps approaching and quickly shoved my cell phone into my front jeans pocket. Cynthia took the corner with the two drinks in her hands and shuffled delicately back to me on the couch. She bent over excessively to ensure I received an ample view of her jiggling breasts as she handed me my glass of wine.

“Thanks,” I said with a nod.

“No problem, baby.” Cynthia clinked my glass with hers before she closed her eyes and tipped the contents of her wineglass in one pull and I kept pace with her, doing the same. I juggled the fruity wine and filled my mouth with flavor before warming my belly. Cynthia shook her head from side to side and fanned herself with a hand as the other rubbed her chest between her shirt and skin. “Whooo… somethin’ about wine always puts a fire to my skin.”

“Me too,” I said with a grunt as the last of the wine slid down my throat. I swiped my wet lips with the back of my hand.

“Oh, really?” Cynthia said coyly, cocking her head to the side. “What else gets you hot and bothered?”

Cynthia threw a leg to the side and slowly slipped her thighs and ass onto my lap as if I was Santa Clause and she was some naughty schoolgirl telling me she’d do anything to get on the nice list. Wiggling her ample ass from side to side on my stirring cock, Cynthia threw her arms around my neck as her eyes flicked between my eyes and lips. “How about this fat ass, baby? Does this make you hot?”

My hands slid around her hips, and my fingers dug into her ass as she leaned forward and kissed me hard. Her hands took my cheeks as she kissed me wildly like I never have been kissed before. She was like an animal, and her moans began the moment my cock poked between her meaty thighs.

One hand cupped the small of her back while the other slid up her front, cupping her warm cheek as I kissed her. Her large, braless breasts swallowed my forearm on either side as I laid back against the old plush couch. We half lay there as her lips pushed against mine relentlessly. Her tongue tasted of grapes and strawberries, probably from the lip gloss she wore. Without thinking, my right hand slid down her chest, nuzzled beneath her black top, and exposed her left breast from the neck of her shirt. I cupped it and felt her gasp as she kissed me. I could feel her nipple harden as I squeezed her breast. I heard the high-pitched hums as I tweaked her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, rubbing it back and forth.

Cynthia palmed my hand while kissing me and, with strength in her arm, pushed my hand between her thighs. My hand easily slipped underneath her skirt and found a warm, moist, panty-less pussy waiting for me. My middle finger traced the length of her pussy lips, spreading the already-formed juices up and down as I felt her body press harder into my chest.

When two of my fingers pierced her pussy, Cynthia had to break free from the kiss to cry out.

“Ohhh, fuck yes, baby!”

My arm, shoulder, and pecs flexed as I began to finger fuck this woman sitting on my lap her eyes rolled backward, and her head tilted high as the moans continued to pour from her lips.

“Yess, god-just like that, baby. Don’t you fucking sto- ahhh!” Cynthia roared.

My lips kissed down her throat, and I found her exposed breast. Wrapping my lips around her nipple, I felt Cynthia’s hand clasp around the back of my head, holding me tight to her chest.

“Oh, Fffffuck, that’s it baby, drinking mommy’s milk, oh god,” Cynthia cried out in a ragged breath. “If you keep ahhhmm… if you keep this up, baby, you’re going to make me cum right here and now. Oh, fuck- fuck!”

My fingers sloshed inside her pussy, buried in the darkness beneath her skirt and between her thighs. My two fingers hooked inside her pussy with every thrust and caressed her G-spot every time.

“Ahhh oh fuck yes! Oh, baby fuck! Don’t stop!”

I felt her creamy juices drip down the palm of my hand. I heard the squishing sound of her pussy walls squeezing down on my fingers despite my hands strength to continue fucking her. I could feel her red fingernails claw at the back of my neck as my teeth bit down on her hard nipple, pulling and twisting on it just so.

“Ahhh ahhh ahhh oh god… oh fucking- ahhh I’m gonna… I’m gonna ohh, baby!” Cynthia gasped as her body stiffened in my lap and her legs and torso curled into me. A violent shudder went through her body as I saw the whites of her eyes and my two fingers, trapped inside her by her strong, thick thighs, pulsed on her G-spot over and over again.

“Ohh godddd, I’m cumming!” Cynthia cried out.

I could feel her juices drenching my palm and her skirt as every muscle in her body flexed and clung on to me. It was as if her body had laid claim to me. Her hot breath panted into the top of my head, breathing hot air into my hair.

“Fuuuckk….” Cynthia finally gasped as her body relaxed in an instant and she panted for air.
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Sorority Toy


"Do you want a beer?" Alice asked.

"Um, sure," I said, my eyes unable to focus on just one woman as I walked through the sorority house. The pre-game party was in the early stages as the night was still early. I didn't have to interview for the free-use position I applied for as one of my exes recommended me, but that also meant I never received any details on exactly what it was.

Did they think I was like Magic Mike and going to dance for them or something? Man, they will be sorely disappointed if so. 

While I was fit and athletic, I was far from a builder physique, and my dancing skills were best used in the dark corners of nightclubs. I followed Alice through a buffet of blondes, brunettes, and a couple of raven-haired ladies who, aside from a few features here or there, looked like carbon copies of another. Not that I was complaining. If I were going to make clones of anyone, it would be these 18 to 22-year-old sorority girls with perfect bodies, amazing tits, and sculpted booties for their plentiful Instagram selfies. The bass of the hip-hop music pounded through the floor and walls, and the dozens of women ground their hips

on another as they danced and sipped at their first beers.

Alice reached into the fridge and slid a corona across the granite island countertop that was already cluttered by several half-drunk beers.

"Cheers," Alice said, raising her beer over the island.

I shrugged, "Cheers," and clinked glasses. The lip of the beer was a few inches from my mouth when a woman stumbled into me and nearly batted my beer to the floor. I tried to look where I had spilled it, but the brunette-haired woman clasped my cheeks between her hands and pulled her lips to mine. We kissed, stiffly at first, as I was in perpetual shock before I allowed her tongue into my mouth and kissed her back. The wet kiss lasted only a few more seconds before she separated with a goofy grin followed by a laugh. Several of the surrounding women cheered and whooped in approval.

"Sarah, what the fuck?" Alice knitted her eyebrows as she swatted at a beer stain on the shoulder of her shirt.

"Oh, sorry, Alice," Sarah said, "I just wanted a taste before he gets too worn in."

"Worn in?" I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

Sarah ignored my words and existence, returning to her circle of friends across the kitchen. I was still

in shock and trying to figure out what the kiss meant when Alice saw my shocked

curiosity.

"First time as a Free-Use Toy?" she asked.

"Huh? Yeah. Sorry about the beer; I, um, didn't even see her coming," I said, taking a sip from my drink.

"It's not a Sorority pre-game party if half the girls don't change their clothes before going

out," Alice sighed and rolled her eyes. "Still a couple hours until we leave."

I nodded, "So where are all the boys? I haven't seen one yet. I'd imagine there are boyfriends

and--what?"

Two new girls approached me and quickly pushed their way in front of me. One looked like a freshman, and the other a junior or senior. The older girl had brunette hair and plush lips that glistened with lip gloss and glitter speckling her cheeks. Her white crop top was a size too small and choked her large breast while close to showing off some of her under boobs.

"Don't mind, Rebecca. She's just showing our latest pledge their way around here," Alice said with a smirk.

Rebecca and the pledge went down to their knees without speaking to me and began undoing my belt and pulling my pants and boxers to my ankles. As if my nightmare and fantasy had collided to create a monstrosity of a moment, I looked around in horror as every college girl turned to see my naked body. Smiles, giggles, and whispers consumed the kitchen area as they took in the sight.

"So... your exe wasn't lying about you," Alice smirked, taking another swig of her beer. Her eyes lingered on my cock for several more seconds.

"I, um..." I was at a loss for words.

"This is the biggest one I've seen!" the blonde-haired pledge exclaimed with a bounce. Her perky apple-sized breasts bounced beneath her pink top. Rebecca slid her eyes up to mine from her kneeling position. The seductive smile was wide on her thick lips as if she knew how hot this was for me.

No words were necessary from me because my cock instantly began the flex from rope to staff like a fire hose growing taut. Before my mind could catch up to the moment, Rebecca's hand was stroking my shaft, and her wonderous lips were spreading around the tip of my

cock.

"You were saying something?" Alice asked.

"Was I?" I gasped as Rebecca popped her lips off my cock, and the pledge took her turn sucking my

cock.

Alice giggled. "Don't mind them; they'll move on shortly."

The pledge's narrow mouth sucked on my bulbous head like it was a lolly pop. Her tongue poked my urethra before lapping circles on my pink head. All the while, Rebecca pumped my stiff shaft with one hand while fondling my balls with the other.

Fuck! What if I don't want them to move on?

"Um.... I, um..." I groaned through squinted eyes, "I, uh, I was just asking about where the, um--shit. Am I the only guy here?"

“Yeah,” Alice said, finishing her current beer and opening another. “You have a problem with that?”
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