
        
            
                
            
        

    


Don’t let them see you reading this title!



 



Behind closed doors neighbors hide secrets. Raw, filthy, forbidden secrets of lust and curiosity and driving, animal need. A new Woman of the House with her eye on the Young Jock and his hard body. Between them burns the need to explore a shared kink. A kink that would shock anyone who knew.



 



It’s not enough that their craving is forbidden, the very acts they explore with one another’s bodies must be the most taboo of all taboos.



 



Warm streams. Sensuous splashings. The taste of humiliation. The exquisite pain of passionate shame, drives them further and further until they drown in he aroma, the sensation, and the secrets they must keep. You haven’t learned the meaning of
 dirty
 until you read Compelled#2: the Fetish!



 



Are you ready to spy on taboo lovers at their most raw and intimate? Are you ready to look through a window of kink branded as twisted? Read on.



 



Trigger Warnings: the relationship is intense, the copulation extreme, the arrousal primal. This story will provoke emotion. Read only if you crave a touch of darkness...and gold.



 



Buy this book, get some alone time, and prepare to be shocked!



 



 



TABOO adjective



prohibited or restricted by social custom.



"sex was a taboo subject"
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 She’d left the door open again, Brian realized.



 
 He stopped walking and leaned against the hallway wall, just behind the bathroom door. His dad’s new wife, Olivia was in there. It was the third time in three days since he’d come home on break from his freshman year at State University, that he “happened” to be walking by when Olivia was taking a piss.



 
 For whatever reason, the smoking hot 40 year old Milf didn’t bother closing the door when she used the bathroom. Or at least she’d gotten really bad about it after 7:30am when his dad went to the office. Shirtless, still in his Cleveland Brown’s pajama bottoms, he closed his eyes as he heard her drop the toilet seat into place.



 
 He felt blood rushing into his crotch and his cock twitched like a lazy snake. Olivia slept in the nude, so when she got up she had a “bad habit” of just throwing on a short, silk robe, and belting it loosely in the front. She caught him more than once staring at the deep cleavage and heavy swing of her big titties as she puttered around the kitchen in the morning.



 
 Last night he’d been unable to keep images of her out of his head as he watched porn on his computer and jacked off. Now he heard her settle into place on the toilet and he sighed. He knew he should just hurry past, like he didn’t even know she was in there, but instead he just leaned there, squeezing his dick through the thin flannel material of his pj bottoms.



 
 Inside the bathroom (why didn’t she use the one in the master bedroom for fuck’s sake?) Olivia made a soft little moan and in the next instant the sound he didn’t want to admit he was waiting to hear, began in a sudden rush. A hot stream of urine splashed off the bowl and poured into the toilet water. She really had to go, and the echo of the pissing was very loud.



 
 His hands slipped into his pj bottoms and circled around his cock. He was fully hard now, listening to his stepmother relieve herself. He gritted his teeth, but couldn’t resist the temptation. Milking his shaft, he leaned around and peered with one eye through the crack in the door.



 
 He had a good view in the three way mirror above the bathroom sink.



 
 Oliva perched on the toilet. Her knees spread wide, and one hand was up on the loose bun of her dyed blonde hair, the other resting on one knee. Her robe slipped open and her tits, big double DD numbers with nipples like pencil erasers, fell out. Her eyes were closed and she gently bit her bottom lip.



 
 Jesus Christ,
 Brian thought.



 
 His hand squeezed his dick tightly, and he beat off quick and hard. He watched the golden-clear stream of her piss spraying into the bowl. His hand jerked his meat as Olivia squirmed on the seat, obviously enjoying her morning pee.



 
 The stream broke, started again, and she moaned, It started and stopped three times as she emptied her bladder. As it went on, Brian felt himself slipping past the edge as he masturbated. He saw the moist slit of her pussy, auburn pubic hair wet with back splatter droplets. It was enough.



 
 Inside his pajamas he began cumming.



 
 His toes curled inward and he rose up, body tense, as he came…hard.



 
 “Fuck!” he swore, whispered, and jets of semen squirted out over his hands, staining the front of his bottoms. He gasped a little and relaxed against the wall as he milked out the last of it. For a second he was lost, subsumed by the intensity of his orgasm.



 
 In the next instant, he realized there was now only silence coming from inside the bathroom.



 
 Startled, he stood straight, preparing to flee down the hall and plead ignorance. The door swung open and Olivia stepped out. She looked at him, hands still down his pants, dick still hard, pj bottoms showing a wet stain. He looked at her, silk robe open enough to reveal that beautiful mom bod.



 
 “Oh! Jeez!” he half shouted. He ripped his hand out of his pants, flushing fire engine red.



 
 “Brian!” his step mom said, only she was smirking.



 
 Her robe fell open, revealing her naked body. He tried looking away, and she brusquely closed it. Her loose tits jiggled inside, barely contained.



 
 “I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” he said, mortified. He tried pushing past her to run, but she blocked his way and he couldn’t have made it passed without rubbing into her.



 
 “Brian, Brian, Brian,” she soothed.



 
 Her hands came to rest on his arm, her robe slipping open to show off half a mile of cleavage. He tried looking away, her hand felt warm on his arm. “Oh, geez,” he moaned again. “I’m so—sorr—sorry. Don’t tell my dad!” He was half panicked now.



 
 “Brian, sshh,” she shushed, gently patting him. She made no move to close her robe any tighter and his dick was getting harder instead of softer. “Brian, it’s okay, I understand.”



 
 He blinked, confused. “You understand?”



 
 “Sure, honey,” she said, looking into his eyes, still rubbing his arm. “You’re a teenage boy. We’re crammed in here close, we’re bound to run into each other from time to time. We have to learn to live with each other.”



 
 Brian nodded, still confused. His dick still poked against the front of his pj bottoms. He wanted to run, but she still stood in his way. He pressed his back against the wall, frozen with embarrassment and trepidation.



 
 “Brian, it’s only natural,” she whispered. She was standing way too close. Even with him cramming himself up against the wall, she was only within inches of his hard dick. The goddamn thing refused to go down. “But I have to ask a question…” she trailed off.



 
 “Wh-what,” he stammered, still refusing to look at her.



 
 “Brian,” she said, voice soft. He didn’t look at her.



 
 “Brian,” she repeated more firmly.



 
 Her hand came up and took him by the jaw, forcing him to face her. He didn’t fight her, but he steadfastly refused to meet her eyes. His eyes, despite himself, flickered down to the smooth slope of her big tits.



 
 “Brian,” she said a third time. “You have to tell me something.”



 
 “Are you going to tell my dad?” he practically wailed. “I’m so, so, sorry, Olivia,” he said.



 
 Her finger pressed against his lips, shushing him, and this time he did meet her eyes. She looked serious, but kind, sort of like a mom-stripper. He swallowed. He gave up hoping his hard on would go away on its own.



 
 “Brian, be honest,” she warned.



 
 “I will.”



 
 “Were you masturbating watching me go to the bathroom? Were you playing with yourself watching me pee?”



 
 “Oh, god, dad’s going to kill me…”



 
 “I won’t tell your father, Brian,” she promised. “You’re at an age where there’s a lot of beating off that goes on.”



 
 “yeah. Uh, yeah?” he sounded unsure. Olivia was standing very close. It he twitched the wrong way the head of his hard cock would bump into her.



 
 “But if I don’t tell on you, Brian,” she continued. “Then you have to be
 completely
 honest with me.” She sounded very stern now, but she was so close all he had to do was breath wrong and he’d bump her with his erection.



 
 “Anything, please,” he said.



 
 “Were you beating off watching me pee?”



 
 He swallowed. His Adam Apple actually clicked, his throat was so tight with apprehension and adrenaline.



 
 “Brian.” She said, voice sharp.



 
 He looked down, then, not seeing a way out, nodded quickly. “Yes,” he managed to get out, voice hoarse.



 
 “Do you do that?” she asked “Masturbate and think of me peeing? Of me pissing all over?”



 
 She stepped forward and the head of his dick bumped gently against her belly. She leaned in and he felt her heavy tits press against his chest. Her nipples were extremely hard, stiff enough to poke him through the silky material of her robe.



 
 He nodded quickly.



 
 “Oh, Brian,” she breathed. “That’s very exciting.”



 
 Startled by her response he opened his eyes.



 
 Her robe hung all the way open, plainly showing off her naked body. His hard cock pushed against her belly, and, slowly, she pressed into him. Her hand came to rest gently on his chest, he was sure she could feel the pounding of his heart. He closed his eyes, she smelled like the expensive perfume his father got her last Christmas, and faintly, of urine.



 
 Her body pressed hard into his, his cock a solid piece of wood sandwiched between them, her breath fell hot on his neck. He couldn’t help himself, he moaned and gently rubbed himself against her. He felt her lips press soft against his jaw, her voice in his ear.



 
 “Do you ever think about peeing all over me?” she whispered, voice husky.



 
 Again, Brian didn’t trust his voice enough to speak. He nodded again. Her tits were so soft, so heavy, pressed against his body. He wanted to let his dick out of the strangulating tightness of his pj bottoms.



 
 Her hand wrapped around his hard shaft through the material and he jumped. His hands pressed flat against the wall behind him, but he pushed his hips forward, pressing into her, and she pushed back with her hips.



 
 “Do you think about what it would be like for me to piss on you?”



 
 He swallowed, throat so tight with stress and desire it
 clicked
 again when his Adam’s Apple bobbed. “Yuh, yuh—yes,” he admitted. He blushed so hard it felt like his cheeks were on fire.



 
 “Let’s do it, Brian,” she begged. “Only you and I have to know, let’s do it!”



 
 She pressed tight into him and he forced himself to look down at her. She was beautiful, a real trophy wife, 15 years younger than his dad’s age, and nothing like his own mother. He thought about what it would feel like to slip his dick into her, to feel her moving under him. His heart pounded, he thought about what her beautiful, long hair would look like soaking wet with his piss, to see a stream of his piss splashing off her.



 
 He thought about hot streams of pee jetting out of her pussy slit and splattering on him,



 
 Adrenaline flooded him, he felt intoxicated by the heady cocktail mix of his hormones. He let out an almost animalistic snarl of passion and his hands came off the wall. Oliva gasped in surprise as his sudden motion, almost squeaking in shock.



 
 His hands came down on her shoulders and he pushed her down. She dropped immediately to her knees and her hands came up to the waistband of his pajama bottoms, pulling them down. His dick, fully erect, popped out in her face. He grabbed hold of it like a man climbing a tree grabs a branch, and pointed it at her.



 
 Her lips parted, and her eyes almost crossed as she focused on his meat. Her tongue came out unconsciously as he stepped over her, and pressed against the full, upper swell of her top lip. He didn’t know what came over him, this drive to do anything he wanted, but he wasn’t fighting it anymore.



 
 He took his cock like a leather sap and slapped her face with it. He bounced it off her cheek then pivoted it in his hand and rubbed it roughly back and forth across her lips. Her hands came up and latched onto his thighs as she willing turned her face up to his abuse.



 
 “Yeah,” he muttered. “Yeah, fuck yeah. You like that, don’t you?” he demanded.



 
 “Yes, yes,” she moaned. “I’m a dirty slut, treat me like a whore,” her fingers dug into his thighs and she looked at him, eyes wild. “God, Brian, I
 like
 being treated like a dirty whore,” she pushed at him so hard it almost shook him. “Your dad doesn’t know. He doesn’t give me what I need.” She clawed at his legs now, kissing his erect cock wildly. “Do me, Brian, treat me like I want, I won’t tell, I swear!”



 
 Brian took his cock up again and struck her face with it, not trying to be careful. He was hung pretty well, maybe not internet pornstar well, but he had a fat motherfucker of a cock. He hit her hard enough to make a sound like an open hand slap.



 
 A red mark appeared on her face, like the imprint of a palm after a good smack. He did it again on the other side. She looked shocked, stunned almost, but her eyes grew glassy with lust.



 
 “Yes, yes,” she cried out. “That’s it.”



 
 “Lay down, slut!” he shouted.



 
 She went flat on her back, instantly. Her robe fell open, revealing her stacked Milf body. Immediately, her hands went between her legs and began working at her pussy, fingers pumping in and out.



 
 “Please, please,” she moaned. He could smell her pussy.



 
 “I said shut the fuck up,” he muttered and straddled her.



 
 He took his dick, felt the pressured urge to piss, and let go. A hot, almost clear, arc of piss shot out the head of his dick. He’d never tried to pee with a hard-on before, and the stream went wild, shooting off in a random direction.



 
 Piss splashed the hallway wall, a line of droplets splashed across Oliva’s heaving tits, then her arms. He fought to correct his aim, and trailed a line of piss off her belly, back up between those big titties, across her throat, and fully into her face.



 
 Urine splashed across her lips and she closed her eyes, sticking her tongue out. Piss soaked her hair and sounded like rain as it struck the hardwood of the hall floor. One of the hands finger fucking herself came up and began rubbing the clear-golden liquid drops across her skin.



 
 He dropped down, knees to either side of her body, and laid the rail-like length of his cock between the soft mountains of her jugs. Urine shot forward, up her throat, and splashed off the underside of her jaw, dribbling in streams down either side of her neck.



 
 A puddle filled the hollow of her throat, and a rivulet of it formed between her breasts. He rubbed his cock back and forth against her body, still shooting urine wildly. Her hair was soaked completely now, as wet as if she’d just stepped from a shower.



 
 “Lick it,” he urged, pushing his dick at her face. “Fucking lick my pissy dick, whore.”



 
 Olivia lifted her head off the floor, makeup smeared and running. Her mouth gaped open and she pushed her face forward, looking ridiculous, but utterly vulnerable and slutty-hot. The stream of his piss splashed her face then arched into her open mouth. She gurgled then spit it out, letting it run over her chin.



 
 Brian’s legs and crotch was soon soaked with his own pee from all the wild back splash, and enough collected now on the floor, that the two of them lay in a pool of it. Her silky, kimono style, night gown was sopping wet from it.



 
 Brian squeezed her tits together, forming a snug ramp for his cock. He grunted as the soft flesh pillows of her titties pressed in against the stiff heat of his hard-on. He began rubbing his cock back and forth, using his own piss as a slickening lubricant. Olivia, still splashed in the face by his urine, caught on to what he wanted and took over, pressing her breasts together to let her stepson focus on titty-fucking her.



 
 He looked down at his dick slipping in and out from between her tits, the nipples hard as tacks. His piss continued splashing her face, but the stream was beginning to taper off. There was enough urine on the floor that they splashed like kids stomping in puddles as they went at each other with frenzied energy.



 
 He lifted his ass off her stomach, pulling his penis free from the sleeve of her tits. He sat up, pointed his cock toward her face and pushed it forward, sliding it into her waiting mouth. He watched her sucking eagerly on the edge of his cock, drinking the last dribbles of piss seeping out of his dick.



 
 He leaned forward, resting his hands on the floor above her head, pushing his cock further into her mouth. Her hands came up and cupped his flexing ass cheeks, urging him on. Hovering over her face, he shoved from the hips, driving his dick toward the back of her throat.



 
 She gagged hard, hands squeezing his ass cheeks in protest, but he ground down, using his body weight to shove it further. She coughed, gagged, seemed to retch, then his dick was in her throat, and he started fucking her face hard.



 
 Her head lay pinned to the ground, and she coughed on each out-stroke, spraying ropes of saliva from her mouth. She made hard retching sounds on every down stroke, but he was too far gone, too aggressively ecstatic and caught up in the sleazy energy of the encounter, to slow.



 
 As his stepmom fought to breath, covered in his piss, Brian throat-fucked her.



 
 The soft confines of her throat squeezed around his cock, rubbing his shaft and head in a velvet wet embrace. Strings of spit came out and coiled in loose circles on his tightly bunched nutsack. Looking down, he watched her cheeks puff outward, her throat expand on each slid of his cock, and grunted with satisfaction each time his balls brushed her chin.



 
 He pulled out after several moments. Olivia lay in a pool of his urine, the expression her face half-dazed, half-orgasmic, from his rough assault, coughed, sucking in air.



 
 “Get up,” he urged. “Get up and get your pussy on my dick.”



 
 Nodding, still coughing, Olivia rose. Eagerly, Brian threw himself down on the ground, feeling his own piss soak into his skin. The hair on the back of his head was instantly soaked and the smell of it mixed with the ripe, tantalizing scent of Olivia’s sex. His dick had never been so hard.



 
 Oliva quickly climbed onto him, an experienced rider getting back in the saddle. She perched above the pole of his hard-on, squatting down, knees spread wide. Her hands came down and spread her pussy lips wide, revealing the soft pink inner folds of her labia.



 
 She settled herself down until the swollen head of his cock perched right the bottom of her slit. Brian ground his teeth in frustrations, he wanted to slip inside her so bad he was nearly crazy with needing it.



 
 A stream of hot yellow-clear piss shot out from between Olivia’s legs and splashed on his belly. He moaned at the sensation, liquid heat spilling across the ridges of his abdomen, and watched as her jet gained force, climbing his body until it splashed his chest.



 
 She played with herself a little, and the stream spilled straight down onto his cock. The piss was molten as it enveloped and flowed down his cock, and he gasped out loud in pleasure.



 
 “Yeah,” he groaned. “Yeah, piss on that dick.”



 
 Still pissing, Olivia descended slowly onto his upthrust penis, letting the head of his cock slide inside her, just underneath her piss hole. Stream disrupted, pee sprayed out wildly, no longer a stream, but more of spray, splashing his gut, chest, face, the inside of her own legs. His body tingled wildly everywhere a hot droplet of the liquid gold splattered.



 
 He moaned and, unable to help himself, shoved up with his hips. Half his cock slipped inside her and it was Olivia’s turn to moan. She leaned forward and rested her hands on his piss-slick chest, shoving her hips down until he filled her to his root.



 
 She leaned forward and kissed him passionately, their tongues swirling as their mouths ground together. Her tongue slipped in and out of his mouth, the taste of their mingled pee splash-swirling on their tongues. He tasted his own cock on her tongue as he kissed her back, and, excited by it, hammered his hips upwards.



 
 His hands came up and mauled her tits, grabbing them and squeezing hard. They were huge, filling his palms and spilling between his fingers as he grasped them. She slammed her hips down, pinning him to the floor and arched her back, leaning into his almost painful grasps.



 
 In a single motion, she shrugged off her sopping garment and slapped it to the floor where it splashed piss over them. From her cunt urine continued flowing out around the obstruction of his cock, and soaking them both. She made a bestial noise, low and deep in her throat, before grinding herself down onto his cock.



 
 “That’s it, Brian,” she whined. “That’s it, baby, fuck your stepmom, fuck her good.”



 
 The sound of damp and wet filled his ears. The wet noise of their slapping flesh sounded as he fucked her, mixed with the splashing of his ass against the puddle of urine beneath him, and the downpour of her urine streaming hot across his pubic hair and balls.



 
 Olivia bent down, mouth going to his ear as she kept sliding her pussy up and down along his erect cock. Her lips murmured close, tongue playing with the lobe of his ear as she fucked him.



 
 “Baby, baby,” she cooed. “Your daddy doesn’t fuck me like this, I’m so hot, keep that dick in me, honey. Fuck me, baby, fill me up.”



 
 He bear hugged her, squashing her soft body against him, pinning her immobile against the muscular plank of his body. He lifted his ass of the ground, pushing her up with him, then began a violent jackhammer rhythm as he ploughed in and out of her cunt.



 
 She shouted, “Yes!” and then began trembling, panting like a marathon runner. He felt her pussy walls lock around his sliding meat, her thighs quivering and gooseflesh breaking out in a wave across her skin. “Fuck me,” she begged. “I’m coming, Brian, fuck me!”



 
 She came hard on top of him, spasmodically jerking back and forth, her voice a raw, rough sob, as she clung to him, too overcome to move under her own volition. He held her, dick throbbing inside the tight canal of her vagina, until her shaking slowed.



 
 Hungry for more, grateful to the point of intoxication, she searched for his mouth with her lips, kissing him wildly as the last aftershocks of her orgasm undulated through her body. After a moment she went limp in his arms, too dazed and spent to move.



 
 He was just getting started.



 
 He shoved her off him, and she slid easily enough, landing in a crumpled little ball beside him. He climbed to his knees, dick jutting like a lever from his body. She looked up at him from the pool of their urine, drenched in piss, eyes shining.



 
 “Lay down,” he snapped, “face down.”



 
 Her eyes grew wide as she realized the implications of what he was telling her to do. “Brian,” she protested without much energy, “you’re so big. I’ve let your dad do it, but your cock is too fat…”



 
 He put a hand between her shoulder blades and pushed her down. Obediently, she stretched out, tits mashed against the urine soaked floor. He straddled her legs and reached down with both of his hands, spreading her asscheeks apart. The brown ridges of her anus winked at him, and he pried her cheeks further apart, making the asshole wink.



 
 Glittering, yellow jewels of piss droplets hung on her downy pubic hair and lay in streaks across her soft skin. Still spreading her asscheeks wide, he bent his head and stuck his face between them. She gasped in surprise and stiffened as if an electrical current were shooting through her.



 
 His tongue found her asshole and began teasing it, licking, poking, swirling around in circles at the opening. “Oh, Brian, oh,” she managed, squirming under his ministrations. She lifted her hips off the floor a little as he pushed his tongue inside her.



 
 “Baby, baby, oh baby,” she repeated, almost chanting the word like a pop singer running through chorus of their latest hit.



 
 He let spit rush out of his mouth and flow down his tongue, spreading the natural lubricant into the opening. Satisfied, he rose up and scooted forward until he straddled the bottom of her ass cheeks.



 
 Taking his dick in his hands, he began pushing the cockhead around in his spit, spreading it over the hole and across the fat bell of his glans. He paused after a moment, resting the head against her ass, applying only the slightest of pressure.



 
 “Brian, baby, be careful,” she begged. “You’re so big.”



 
 “Ssshhh,” he shushed her, voice soft.



 
 He pushed gently and the sphincter ring of her ass gave way. She grunted as she spread apart and admitted the cockhead inside her. He paused, an inch of dick in her ass, waiting for her to relax further. He felt the easing of her resistance, heard her breath-pant in the rhythm of a woman at the beginning stages of labor.



 
 He pushed another inch inside her.



 
 “Uuhhh,” she moaned. “Brian…”



 
 He pushed, felt her tighten in apprehension, and shoved harder, cramming another two inches into her.



 
 “Aahhh!” she protested, head coming up.



 
 He leaned forward, one hand bracing himself on the floor, the other going to the side of her piss-wet head and pushing. Her face went down, cheek coming to rest in a pool of pee, and he pressed hard, pinning her in place.



 
 Using his bodyweight, he drove down as she squirmed under him. The rest of his cock plunged in her ass, filling her up until he was balls deep.



 
 “Baby, you’re so big,” she sobbed.



 
 Not moving, her ass clenched with near panicked tightness around his girth, Brian draped himself across Olivia, pressing his body into her back until they almost merged. He removed his hand from her head and laid his cheek down next to hers.



 
 She whimpered softly and his dick jerked and twitched as she wiggled around beneath him, trying to accommodate the feel of him crammed so far up inside her. He flexed hard, making his body into a metal-hard plank above her soft, yielding curves.



 
 “Are you ready?” he whispered into her ear.



 
 “Please be gently,” she pleaded.



 
 “I didn’t ask that,” he snapped. “I asked, ‘are you ready’?”



 
 She nodded slightly.



 
 Slowly, he relaxed the pressure of his hips above the curve of her asscheeks. Her asshole, clenched tight, pushed out half an inch of his cock as the dynamic force eased. She gasped as he moved inside her. Proceeding with incredible slowness, he began pulling his cock out of her ass, one patient, half-an-inch at a time.



 
 “Ohh,” she breathed.



 
 He paused, only the head of his cock still inside her. He waited a moment, looking down at her. He watched her breath, her open mouth only millimeters above the pool of piss her face rested in. She inhaled. He shoved his cock down, slamming it home and filling her ass with his meat.



 
 “Ow, ow, ow, yes!” she screamed.



 
 He started fucking.



 
 Taking no more pauses, easing nothing else in and out, he started long stroking her, tip to balls on every motion. He watched the impacting shudder of each ass-blast he delivered spread up through her body. He grunted, she gasped, his cock slipped in, balls slapping her ass.



 
 She shouted, half pain, half ecstasy, and he snarled in reply, “take it! Take it!”



 
 “I will, I will! Fuck me, Brian, fuck my ass!”



 
 He ground into her, cock tingling so intensely with pleasure his toes curled hard. He panted, like a man doing hard labor, and Olivia kept up a long, moaning, cry rushing on and on as his dick slammed in and out of her.



 
 “Do it,” he told her. “Do it while I’m fucking your ass,” his breath hard. “Let go and piss!”



 
 “I will! I will!” she screamed, ass stretching as he reamed her out, the motions so hard they were almost violent.



 
 She squirmed under him, slipping and sliding on the piss slick floor, the sound of their sex once again reminding him of the noise kids made stamping through rain puddles. She pushed her ass up to meet his strokes, creating a small gap between her swollen pussy lips and the floor.



 
 Beneath her a wild spurt of pee gushed out like water from a broken hydrant. It sprayed into the puddle beneath them and splattered back, soaking his legs and balls, then spilling down her thighs. He hammered into her ass, making the piss on the floor splash up wildly.



 
 She shrieked in pleasure and he shouted something, yelling like a drunk. He couldn’t hold back now and he collapsed back down onto her, pinning her flat to the ground with his body again as more hot urine sprayed out of her, soaking them both.



 
 His hands came up in claws and he snagged her piss-wet ringlets, forming them into fists and pulling her hair hard. Her head jerked back as he pulled and she screamed his name. Pulling her hair hard enough to bring tears to her eyes, he stutter-slammed his cock in and out of her ass.



 
 In the next instant the burning itch deep down inside him, down by his balls, burst through him in a spreading wave of fire. He felt the clotted mess of his semen spilling up his urethra and he stabbed deep into her ass with his cock as he started spurting, pumping his ejaculate deep inside her.



 
 His body locked up, like he was caught on a live wire, and he yanked back even harder on her hair as his cum spilled out in jerking jet after jerking jet.



 
 “Uh, uh, uh, fucking hell, uh,” he gasped.



 
 Slowly, his body stilled, his heart slowing. He relaxed into her, releasing his hold on her hair. Sobbing, Olivia rested her face in the piss, still gasping for breath. Barely able to move, he bucked his hips, uncoupled his cock from her ass and rolling off her.



 
 He sprawled out in the piss on the floor, laying on his back. Olivia reached out and drug herself onto him. Dripping urine, she mauled him once again with another deep soul kiss.



 
 “Thank you, thank you, Brian,” she whispered, breathless. “I’ve needed that for so long.”



 
 He reached up and kissed her back. He gently took her face in his hands and examined her. Her hair hung in drenched strands, her makeup smudged and running down her face. Her eyes, a beautiful dark brown, were still red from her tears.



 
 His dick pulsed softly, still sensitive and satisfied from shooting his load up his stepmom’s ass. He remembered the feel of cramming his dick down her throat, of her hot little pussy bouncing up and down on his cock. Most of all, he remembered the satisfaction of pissing in her face, the feel of her urine splashing on his body.



 
 He felt his dick getting hard again and he smiled. It was good to be a twenty-year old kid with a willing, slutty, sex partner.



 
 “We’re just getting started,” he said.
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 Brian’s best friend Kevin walked into the kitchen to get another beer. Entering the room, he stopped short in surprise.



 
 “Hey,” he said, nervous.



 
 “Hey, yourself,” Olivia replied.



 
 Kevin swallowed and, despite himself, looked his college roommate’s stepmother up and down. She didn’t make it easy to look away. Dressed only in a lycra sports bra a size or two too small for her gigantic rack, and tight fitting yoga pants that hugged the curves of her magnificent ass and gave her a camel toe, she looked like a pure Milf.



 
 “Did you want another beer, Kevin?” she asked.



 
 He quickly looked up from her cleavage, blushing. As he did, he saw her staring at him, a wicked little smile on her face. She cocked an eyebrow, waiting for him to answer the question.



 
 “Uh,” he stammered. Oh yeah, she was Milf-material for sure. “Yeah.”



 
 “Let me get it for you,” she smiled.



 
 Olivia turned and opened the refrigerator. Slowly, she bent from the waist, sticking her heart-shaped ass up into the air as she did so. The beers were right out in the open on the top shelf, not hard to get, or reach for that matter.



 
 Still, it took Olivia a long moment to secure the bottle, a long moment where Kevin’s gaze stayed glued to her ass, and the puffy push of her mons Venus against the stretchy material of the workout pants.



 
 That’s a nice, fat little pussy,
 he thought. He swallowed nervously, feeling a sudden, almost painful tightening in his jeans.
 Oh, Christ,
 he thought. Now was not the perfect time to pop a boner.



 
 He reached down and shifted his cock around to try and hide his erection. Olivia stood up and turned around just as he adjusted his package. Her eyes sparkled as she starred straight at the big lump in his pants.



 
 “Why, Kevin,” she purred. “Whatever on Earth
 are
 you doing?”



 
 “I, I, uh,” Kevin stammered.



 
 The 19 year old didn’t know what to do. He was talking to his college roommate’s stepmom with his hand on his cock, but if he moved his hand, he’d just be standing there with a fat chubby bursting to break free of his button fly jeans.



 
 Olivia glided forward, the same wicked smile on her face. Stepping right up to him, she stopped with the points of her best-that-money-can-buy tits just inches from him. He could feel her body heat.



 
 It wasn’t helping his boner.



 
 “Here’s your beer, honey,” she said. Her voice was a throaty little groan. Her lips were full and soft looking.



 
 He swallowed and his throat was so dry his Adam’s Apple made a clicking sound. Not knowing what to do, he took the offered beer. The weight of the can in his grip was comfortably familiar and chilled.



 
 “Thank you,” he managed to get out.



 
 Then, like gravity, his eyes were drawn down by their own volition to those big, round titties just desperate to get out of the too tight sports bra. This time he caught himself after only a moment and jerked his gaze back up to Olivia’s face.



 
 Her makeup was perfect, he realized. Which was odd, given that she was supposedly getting ready to workout.



 
 To cover his confusion, and the discomfort over the fact that Olivia made no effort whatsoever to back out of his personal space, he took a drink.



 
 “Good,” Olivia said. “Drink up.”



 
 He paused. “Uh, huh?”



 
 “I said,” she repeated, leaning in close until her perfume filled his nose. “Do you know what goes good with a nice, cold, beer?”



 
 “Uh…no?”



 
 “A blowjob,” Olivia said.



 
 Kevin stared at her. A little overwhelmed by the woman, who was clearly old enough to be his mom, he tried to ease out from between her and the wall. She put out a hand and pushed it against his chest, stopping him cold.



 
 “Oh, jeez,” he began.



 
 She reached out and took hold of the lump in his pants, then squeezed. It felt good. He pressed his head back against the wall. Olivia crowded in close, pressing her body and those big twin missiles up against him. Her hand rubbed up and down against the length of his hard-on through his pants.



 
 He froze. Realized he was suddenly, overwhelmingly, thirsty, and took a long drink of the beer. The amber liquid tasted wonderful as he swallowed it.



 
 “There you go,” she said. “You just keep doing that.”



 
 Slowly, she sank to her knees on the kitchen floor, ending up with her face even with his crotch. He started chugging the beer as her hands quickly opened his pants and pulled them, along with his boxer shorts, down past his thighs.



 
 His dick jumped out and he almost sighed with relief at the feel of it being unrestrained. Olivia wasn’t coy, or teasing, she just went right to work. Her hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up and down a couple of times, and then she put it in her mouth.



 
 “Goddamn!” he hissed as her hot mouth wrapped around the smooth helmet of his glans.



 
 Her tongue moved as she sucked gently on the head while continuing to stroke her hand up and down along his rigid shaft. After a moment, when she built up sufficient spit in her mouth, she began bobbing her head in time to her hand strokes,



 
 Kevin looked down at her in amazement. This was nothing like the clumsy attempts of his girlfriends in high school. This was a fucking gold medal level of cocksucking.



 
 “Gee, Mrs. Brown,” he said. “You’re really good at that.”



 
 Her tongue roamed around his cockhead, the tip flickering across his peehole and massaging him there. He groaned and he felt his butt cheeks clench hard in response to the technique.



 
 His balls drew up tight against his belly and he felt the stirrings of the intense tingling of a Grade A orgasm begin to build. On her knees, Olivia sped up, taking more of his prick into her mouth as she bobbed. She made a slurping sound and sucked overflowing saliva back into her mouth.



 
 That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. Kevin grunted, then began bucking his hips forward into her mouth. She didn’t slow down, even as she started to gag as he went deeper.



 
 His toes curled up violently in his running shoes and his knees locked up. “Argh!” he grated out. A distant, disassociated, part of his mind though, “
 argh”?
 What the fuck, am I pirate, now? But most of his mind was overtaken with the intensity of his orgasm.



 
 Lava hot, semen rolled up his urethra and spurted into her mouth. Instantly, hand still wrapped around his shaft, Olivia pulled her head back and lifted her chin. Kevin watched in amazement while, as he continued cumming, she began jerking his load across the top of her perfectly rounded tits.



 
 I’m living a motherfucking porno!
 He thought. Then;
 ha-ha, ‘motherfucking’ is right.



 
 “Cum on my tits,” Olivia urged, stroking him in slow, loose motions, “Cum on your best friend’s stepmom’s big titties.”



 
 “Ahhh!” he shouted.



 
 The last loops of his cum arced out of him and landed in lazy curly cues across her tits, where they immediately began to dry in a glaze like sugar frosting on a doughnut.



 
 Brian walked in. “Where’s that other beer, Kevin.” He stopped and looked.



 
 Kevin regarded him with something close to panic as his roommate took the scene in: Olivia was on her knees in front of him, his dick out, in her hand and glistening with her spit. His cum was drying on her tits.



 
 There was no explaining this one away.



 
 Smoothly, Olivia rose. She looked at her stepson with perfect calm and something Kevin didn’t understand silently passed between them. “I want you and Kevin to have another beer,” she said. “Have two, then meet me in the bedroom, I just need time to put the rubber sheets on the mattress.”



 
 Rubber sheets? What the fuck?
 Kevin thought.



 
 Brian drained the last of his beer in a single swallow, then nodded. “You got it.”



 
 Olivia turned back to Kevin. Slowly, she took a finger and pushed it around in the little pool of semen dripping between her cleavage. Smearing some on her finger, she locked eyes with him, and then casually sucked it clean.



 
 “You know what I like about your best friend, Brian?” she asked Kevin. “He’s ready to go in minutes after he finishes shooting his load.”



 
 Kevin stared at her, open mouthed, bottle of beer totally forgotten.



 
 Olivia turned back to Brian, “hurry,” she told her stepson, “and make sure he understands what I like, and what I’m willing to do to get it.”



 
 Brian grinned at her. “Don’t worry, I’ll get him up to speed.”



 
 “Good,” Olivia said and left the kitchen.



 
 “Dude man, I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean---“



 
 “Dude,” Brian told him, “it’s totally cool. I fuck my stepmom all the time, she loves it.”



 
 “Really?”



 
 “Totally.”



 
 “What’d she mean by rubber sheets?”



 
 “She’s like golden showers,” Brian said, opening another beer. “So drink up.”



 
 “Golden showers? Like…pissing on her?”



 
 “Yep,” Brian confirmed. “That freak you out?”



 
 “Well, uh, yeah.” Kevin laughed.



 
 “Dude, if you piss on her,” Brian said, “she’s down to do anything you want. She loves it.”



 
 “Anything?” Kevin’s hand went unconsciously to his crotch, where he squeezed his package.



 
 “Anything,” Brian confirmed. He handed Kevin another beer.



 
 Kevin popped the top and immediately began chugging it down. The two boys, back from school for a long holiday weekend, knocked their beers back quick. Finishing them off, they turned to face each. Brian slapped Kevin on the shoulder.



 
 “Bro,” he said. “This experience is totally going to blow your mind.”



 
 Kevin grinned, butterflies twisting in his stomach.
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 “Do it boys,” Olivia urged. “Do it!”



 
 She writhed on the sheets, one hand working fingers into her pussy, the other squeezing her own left breast. She arched her back, presenting herself to them. “
 Please
 ,” she begged.



 
 “Holy shit!” Kevin said, amazed.



 
 “Dude,” Brian giggled, drunk, “just let it go!”



 
 As soon as he spoke, an arc of amber-clear liquid shot out of his penis and began splashing across Olivia’s bare skin. It made splattering sounds, and pee splashed off and across from her, dribbling down to collect on the sheets under her body.



 
 Olivia moaned, writhing under the stream. Despite droplets of urine splattering her face, her hands continued working at her erect nipple and clit. Brian, going strong, traced the line up and down her body.



 
 Kevin grunted, and then moaned with relief as hot urine poured down his urethra and erupted out of his pee slit. Piss struck the wriggling woman, two yellowish-clear streams mixing and splashing on her body.



 
 He looked down, amazed at what he was seeing, what he was being a part of. Olivia was hot, a real trophy wife, there was no doubt about that. Seeing her horny and kinky and begging for dirty sex was the most intense experience of his life.



 
 Getting into it, he directed his stream toward her face. She opened her mouth in response and let his pee collect in the receptacle. She swished and then spit, pushing the warm liquid out over her lips and chin to run down her throat and soak her hair.



 
 “Fuck yeah!” he yelled.



 
 He was drunk (and now he understood why Olivia had been pushing him and Brian to finish their beers) sure, but he was also rock hard, as hard as he’d ever been in his life.



 
 “Talk to him, stepmom,” Brian said. “Tell him how you like it.”



 
 “Piss on my pussy,” Olivia responded. “I love to feel piss on my pussy!”



 
 She opened her knees even wider and pushed her hips off the bed, offering her vagina up as a target. In response, Brian moved around to the foot of the bed and started pissing again, aiming his stream directly at the slit of her pussy.



 
 It made a loud splatter, like water pouring down on an already sopping wet towel. Olivia continued thrusting her hips up to meet the stream, both hands now working her nipples hard, pinching and pulling with complete abandon.



 
 “That’s it,” she urged. “Piss on that cunt! Make it your toilet!”



 
 Kevin, fully committed to the scene now, crawled up onto the bed on his knees. Pee ran down the rubber sheets and splashed his legs, he didn’t mind. Reaching Olivia’s head, he rudely stuck his pissy cock in her mouth.



 
 She lifted her head eagerly to take him, and he slipped it past her lips and into her mouth. She sucked the head, but he was too aroused, too worked up, and he crouched over her, holding her head down with one hand, and began fucking her face.



 
 “Fuck yeah,” he whispered, seemingly almost to himself. “Take that dick, take it.”



 
 He pumped his hips, driving his cock into her willing mouth and down into her throat. Olivia started gagging, eyes watering, and blew out saliva on a back stroke.



 
 Between her legs, Brian also got up on the bed, balancing on his knees in the puddles and pools of piss.



 
 Catching her legs, he pushed them back up toward her head and shoved the head of his dick against her cunt, rubbing it back and forth until he slid past the opening of her lips. Centered, he pushed in and Olivia jumped as if electrocuted in her pleasure.



 
 He looked up from fucking her and watched his stepmom swallowing, deep throating, his best friend and roommate, her hair soaked with urine.



 
 His penis tingled violently and he gasped in his enjoyment. He slid himself all the way in and flex hard, feeling the soft muscles of her pussy clench and flex around his shaft, much as her mouth did around his buddy’s cock.



 
 He pulled his dick out in a single yank, took it in hand, and started pissing again. His stream shot up her body and splashed between those biggie titties his dad had paid for, and then struck her face as she blew Kevin.



 
 Her hands roamed her body under his piss stream, rubbing the hot urine into her body. Still pissing, he shoved his dick back in and she frantically lift her hips to meet each of his strokes, forcing him to go balls deep on each push as the pee bubbled up and dribbled back out around his cock shaft.



 
 Pulling her mouth clear of the thrusting cock, she looked down at Brian, eyes bright and shinning, chin damp with their piss and her own saliva.



 
 “I want to feel both of you in me,” she said.



 
 He slowed his strokes, sawing in and out of her at a more moderate rate. “How?” he asked.



 
 “Sit in the chair,” she said.



 
 As she spoke, she thrust her head toward a comfortable chair set against the wall by the bed. Wondering what was up, Brian pulled out of her and went over and sat down.



 
 Jacking his dick off with her hand, Olivia looked up at Kevin. “I want to feel this big dick in my ass while Brian fucks my pussy. Can you do that? Can you fuck my ass so I can feel both of you moving inside me at the same time?”



 
 Kevin’s voice came out rough, his need raw. “Get over there and get on his dick,” he growled. He’d never ass fucked anyone before, and he was desperate to get his cock into something tight and warm.



 
 Dripping, Olivia sat up and swung off the bed. She sauntered across the room, in complete control of situation, streams and droplets of piss running down her, her hair soaking wet. She walked over to the chair and climbed up into her stepson’s lap.



 
 He lay back as she reached down and guided his cock into her pussy. Leaning in close, she moaned in his ear as she slid herself down his length. His hands came up and began squeezing her tits. She turned and started kissing him, thrusting her tongue into his mouth.



 
 He kissed her back, passionately, reveling in the heady mix of flavors she offered. She lifted her hips and then rocked them down hard again several times, fucking from the top. After a moment, she broke off the kiss and looked seductively over her shoulder as Kevin came up behind them.



 
 “Do it,” she whispered. “Slide it in my ass.”



 
 She arched her back, presenting the perfect curve of her Zumba-ized ass toward him. Bending slightly at the knees, Kevin took his cock in hand and brushed the head against her rectal opening.



 
 She gasped at the sudden invasion, willing her sphincter to relaxed and accept the hard cock knocking at her back door. Kevin was too drunk, too worked up, to be careful. Almost enraged with the need to start fucking, he shoved his dick halfway up her ass in a single stroke.



 
 “Ahhh!” Olivia cried out in a loud mixture of pain and pleasure.



 
 Beneath her, Brian began pumping upward, driving his cock rapidly into her. Again his stepmom cried out and hugged him, pressing her wet tits against his face. He took an erect nipple in his mouth and began lightly biting it as he felt her quivering, almost helpless in his arms.



 
 Behind them, Kevin groaned as his dick slid all the way into Olivia. He felt Brian’s thrusting cock moving like a piston through the thin flesh separating Olivia’s ass from her vagina.



 
 Is this gay?
 He wondered idly, then decided there was nothing gay about fucking his friend’s hot stepmom. He began moving his cock, trying to time his thrusts so that he was going in as Brian was pulling out.



 
 Suddenly, Olivia wailed, “yes, yes, yes! Fuck me boys, fuck me!”



 
 Both college freshmen increased their pace, earnestly trying to give the older woman what she was craving. Kevin in particular, in a better position, began hammering away at her snug asshole.



 
 “Gee whiz,” he grunted. “You sure do have a tight ass, Mrs. Brown!”



 
 Olivia groaned, low and satisfied as she breast fed Brian. “Call me Olivia, Kevin. You are fucking my ass, after all.”



 
 Brian squirmed beneath her, continuing to bite her nipple as he lifted his ass off the chair and pumped his cock into her. He’d never felt anything like this double penetration before, and his balls were already clenching in anticipation of shooting his load off.



 
 Olivia leaned down, riding the cocks moving inside her, and whispered in his ear. “I’m going to piss now, okay, Brian?” she asked. “Would you like that? Would you like me to piss while you fuck me?”



 
 “Hell yes!” Brian managed to get out through clenched teeth. “Let it go!”



 
 His dick see-sawed up into her, and Kevin’s fat cock rubbed against him through the thin membrane, his heavy balls drawn up tight between his legs. His abs started burning from the dozens upon dozens of bottom up crunches he performed.



 
 Then, like hot water pouring from a shower, piss exploded out of Olivia’s cunt. The warm liquid gushed down over him in a streaming waterfall, dripping down past his balls and running into the crack of his ass. His thighs ran wet with it and, in his arms, as she pissed, Olivia came.



 
 Throwing back her head, she howled and he bit down harder on her nipple, knowing she loved the rough treatment. Her pussy spasmed in concentric waves as she wiggled uncontrollably, ass stretched tight by Kevin’s savagely plunging cock, while still fully impaled on Brian’s own thrusting member.



 
 The sort of pressurized hissing sound of her letting go as piss squirted out around his cock drove him on, making him more ferocious in his fucking. Somewhere in the middle of her orgasmic scream, Olivia began crying, tears running down her face in ecstasy as she started sobbing.



 
 “Don’t stop!” she wailed. “Don’t you fucking stop!”



 
 Goosebumps broke out across her flesh as her orgasm rocked through her. Her hands slipped behind his shoulders and she raked his back with her nails, gouging shallow furrows in the skin.



 
 “Ah, fuck!” he cried out.



 
 Adrenaline poured into his body, initiated by the pain of her scratches, and he grabbed her hips, holding her tight, slapping his hips up into her. He snarled in frustration, unable to deliver the fucking he wanted to give from that position.



 
 “That’s it!” he said. “We’ve got to switch, it’s my turn to hit that ass, Kevin.”



 
 “Sure man,” Kevin agreed. “She’s your stepmom, man.”



 
 Olivia lay limply in Brian’s arms, her body almost gelatinous from the aftermath of her orgasm. She moaned as Kevin pulled his cock out of her rear hole, leaving her feeling empty and hollow.



 
 “Get up,” Brian urged. “Let’s do standing doggy.”



 
 Legs shaking, Olivia moved to comply and Brian, energized, quickly stood up. Olivia turned and leaned into Kevin, kissing him full on the mouth. The 19 year old kissed her back, hard. She sucked on his tongue, hands sliding down to his cock where she began to masturbate him.



 
 Coming up behind her, Brian took her by her narrow hips and pressed his thumbs against the back of her hips, bending her over. Holding onto Kevin, she shifted her feet into a wider stance, and then bent her head to go ass-to-mouth on Brian’s best friend.



 
 Kevin groaned as her hot, eager mouth slid over his dirty dick, sucking and licking at the head as she began bobbing her head up and down. “I’m living a porno!” he shouted, voice almost deliriously happy.



 
 Brian, rubbing his hard cock between her ass cheeks nodded enthusiastically. “I know, right? Marrying this Milf was the best thing my dad ever did for me!”



 
 Suddenly, from the tip of his dick, another stream of urine shot out, pouring onto Olivia’s back and running down the side of her ribcage under her heavy, swinging tits. She moaned into Kevin’s balls and began rubbing herself back against Brian’s dick as he took a piss on her.



 
 “Uh, uh, yeah,” he groaned as he relieved himself.



 
 He stepped back and aimed his hard cock as best he could, so that his stream of piss splashed directly on her puckered asshole, running down in rivers over her swollen pussy lips and soaking her pubic hair.



 
 Olivia groaned like someone biting into a delicious piece of cake as she felt the hot stream squirt against her ass, and, reaching down, began licking Kevin’s balls as she jacked his cock.



 
 Behind her, Kevin drizzled the rest of his urine out and then pushed his cock into her ass. She wiggled her hips, helping him find purchase, and then pushed off Kevin’s hips a little until Brian was up to his base and grinding into her buttocks.



 
 He started thrusting, balls slapping against the back of her legs. For a moment Olivia simply clung to Kevin, loving it, until she found the rhythm and gained her balance. Still stroking the kid’s dick, she looked up, meeting Kevin’s eyes.



 
 “Turn around,” she told him. “You ever feel a tongue in your asshole?”



 
 Kevin’s eyes went wild with shock, but he quickly spun around and offered his ass to her face. Olivia didn’t hesitate, plunging her face directly into the muscular crack of his young ass, and began eating him out.



 
 One of her hands snaked between his legs, grabbing his cock from behind and milking it. “Oh shit!” he stuttered out as she performed the Rusty Trombone on him.



 
 Not satisfied with just licking, Olivia thrust her tongue in and out of his butthole, tongue fucking him. Her hand squeezed and stroked his hard dick.



 
 Behind her, Brian continued fucking her ass. Abruptly, a wild jet of urine shot out of her pussy and began spraying down her leg. At the sound of her pissing while getting butt fucked, Brian snarled and began pounding her harder.



 
 Hot urine doused him, and he felt his toes grip the floor for purchase as his own building orgasm rocked through his body. His hips made several spasmodic stutter thrusts as his thigh muscles locked up, and then the intense burning pleasure locked in a ring around the base of his cock, surged into him, and he knew he was at the point of no return. He reached up, grabbing her shoulders with each hand, giving him a firmer hold to thrust against, pulling her back as he shoved his cock into her.



 
 He grunted with each impact, and listened to her exhale loudly under the force of each of his thrusts. Feeling dirty and barbaric, he reached over with one hand and took hold of her hair. His fingers curled into the sopping wet tangles of her tresses, and he yanked back like a rider reining a horse in.



 
 Her head snapped back under his grab, thrusting her chin up and pushing her face deeper into Kevin’s ass. Brian slammed his cock home, feeling the shock wave travel through her, and watched it push her tongue further inside Kevin’s ass. His cock felt like it was swelling like a balloon inside the tight sheath of her butthole.



 
 “Fuck!” he yelled, and began ejaculating. Then, becoming inarticulate with need, he began slurring out random, bestial sounds. “Uhggh, uhggh!”



 
 His cum shot up inside his stepmom, and she ground her ass back into him as she felt his semen splashing up inside her. Her piss continued streaming out of her, making a loud sound as it formed a big puddle between her legs.



 
 She felt Kevin’s young cock stiffen in her hand and she knew the college freshman was close. She squeezed harder, bearing down on the steel-straight inner shaft of his prick, and continued pumping hard.



 
 Her tongue burrowed deep up his asshole, licking and thrusting in a slick, slippery tempo that teased his sensitive prostate.



 
 “Mrs. Brown! Mrs. Brown!” he hollered.



 
 His cum spewed out between his legs in a watery-white mess that clung to his calf where he got himself. The warm, tingling sensation ripping through his cock caused his ass to pucker and Olivia could actually feel it squeezing her tongue as she oral fucked his rear opening.



 
 Excited by how crazy she’d made the two young studs, Olivia dropped to her knees, splashing to the puddles of piss standing on the floor. She reached out with both hands, taking control of their bodies, and pulled them toward her by their still hard dicks.



 
 In a motion not unlike the head bobbing of an Ostrich as it walked, she sucked first one dick, licking the cum from it, before turning her head and sucking the other. She went like that, bouncing back and forth between each dick until they shone, clean and pink.



 
 Finally, satisfied, she sat back exhausted. Brian collapsed back into the chair while Kevin leaned heavily into the bed. The three of them rested like that for several long moments, panting hard.



 
 Kevin spoke up, sounding slightly goofy in his sexual delirium. “Mrs. Brown,” he said. “Thank you so much for letting me fuck you in the ass and piss on you and all that stuff!”



 
 “Your welcome, Kevin,” Olivia said. “I told you, call me Olivia.”



 
 “It’s just that you’re so beautiful and I’ve never had anyone lick my butthole before, you’re the best!”



 
 “Brian,’ Olivia said in a quiet voice, “your friend can come over more often if you’d like.”



 
 Brian smiled. He was thinking he was going to be bring home more friends than just Kevin when he got the chance.



 
 End
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