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I didn’t plan on doing it.

No, that’s a lie and there’s no point kidding myself otherwise. The truth is I was scared to do it, but went ahead anyway.

What am I talking about?

Well, I considered myself an average, everyday eighteen year old boy until it happened. I made an effort to do well at college, I went out with my friends and I fantasized about girls. The last part of that sentence is probably an understatement. In all honesty, I lived, breathed, slept and dreamt of sex every day of my life. I’m hardly unique in that respect though, with most of my nerdy, teenage friends being in the same boat.

And what was the reason for it? Well, we weren’t getting any.

The dirty magazines we read and porn videos we watched on the internet were about as close as we came to actually getting laid. Not that I was totally innocent, but a few fumbled encounters at parties where I touched a girl through her clothes was hardly anything to write home about.

It was the pert, pretty, college girls that I saw around me on a daily basis that filled my head with fantasies and I’d never really considered the appeals of a mature woman. Not until Mrs. Henderson came into my life, that is. I wasn’t particularly bothered when my mum told me that one of her work colleagues needed a place to stay for a few weeks. It was something I didn’t think would affect me and, in the lead up to it, I imagined that her friend would come and go without me taking all that much notice of it.

Oh boy was I wrong about that.

The moment I first set eyes on Mrs. Henderson is seared in my mind. My mum is in her late thirties and, although it’s a bit mean to say, she’s a little dowdy in appearance and outlook. I love her more than anything, but she was my benchmark when it came to older woman. I’d expected her friend to be the same and was blown away by the vision that walked through the door of our apartment.

Mrs. Henderson was probably ten years older than my mum, if not more, but she exuded classy, sophisticated, confident sex appeal. Well, she did to me. Whether she set out to project that image or whether it just came naturally to her was neither here nor there and I was hooked from the very first moment I laid eyes on her perfection.

Her shiny, shoulder-length, blonde curls seemed to bounce as she moved and framed a pretty face that was beautifully made up. She definitely wasn’t frumpy in her appearance, with a lacy, black top putting her curvy figure on display. The skirt she wore was knee-length, but it didn’t conceal that her legs were shapely and the way the tight material clung to her rounded hips and thighs was so, so gorgeous.

It was her jewelry that really got my attention on that first occasion though, with chunky, silver chains adorning her neck to hang down over her breasts. The charms on them included hearts, flowers and leopards and it was a surprise to me that a mature woman was wearing such a loud and in-your-face style. That didn’t change the fact it was the sexiest sight I’d ever seen and I fell for her that very instant.

Not that I showed it.

“Andy, this is Mrs. Henderson,” my mum said as way of introduction.

I felt tongue-tied to the point of being bashful as I stepped forward.

“It’s good of you to let me disrupt your life for a few weeks, Andy,” Mrs. Henderson said and let out a laugh.

The golden sound of the way she said my name and laughed stirred something in me and my libido kicked in like never before. I was all too aware of the uncontrollable rush of hot, surging blood to my groin and red flared on my cheeks.

“It’s our pleasure,” I said and could almost feel my lips trembling as I smiled.

She reached out to me and I swear there was a spark of electricity as we shook hands. I knew it was all on my side and she likely felt nothing, but that first meeting was enough to sow the seeds of my downfall.

“I’ll show you to your room, Belinda,” my mum said.

“Nice to meet you,” Mrs. Henderson said as she let go of my hand. “I’ll try not to get in your way.”

Her parting smile made my trembling worse and I could feel the racing of my heartbeat. I was in love. OK, I was in lust and knew it was unrequited. What the hell would she want with a spotty, immature, eighteen year old boy? She probably looked on me as the nice, geeky son of her friend and no more than that. It didn’t stop my fantasies exploding to life and, for the next week or so, I was unable to stop jacking myself off about a mature, sexy woman. I suspected that was all there would be to it during her stay.

Until the idea came to me, that is.

I thought it was crazy the second it came in my mind. No, I knew it was completely insane and that’s what scared me. If I was caught going into her room, my mum would come down on me like the proverbial ton of bricks and I would probably be grounded for the rest of my life. She’d brought me up single-handedly to be a good, polite, level-headed boy and for the most part I was. On this occasion, however, sensible went out the window. The itch in my brain to go through with a craving I could not shake off became stronger each time I saw Mrs. Henderson. We never did much more than share the occasional chat, but that was enough to fuel dirty fantasies about her like I could not believe.

She really was something special and the urge to do more than simply talk and dream about her became almost overwhelming. Not that I thought I’d ever get close to her. If she and my mum weren’t around though, there would be nothing stopping me going in her room. They didn’t usually arrive home from work until after six, whereas I left college before five. That gave me a window of opportunity of around an hour to indulge in something I never imagined I would.

There was no stopping myself, however.

The first time I went in Mrs. Henderson’s room, all I did was look around. I was way, way too terrified it would be noticed if I touched anything, but the longing to do so became impossible to resist. Simply looking around was enough to get me erection standing up and it was raging the first time I opened the wardrobe. Stroking my fingertips on the clothes she wore made me want to get my cock out and play with it, but the fear of being caught was too strong.

Each day of getting away with what I was doing made me a little bolder though and the first time I opened the drawer of the dressing table to see the underwear my heart leapt. Sweat prickled on my brow and the feverish racing of my pulse was almost scary. I grabbed for the panties even before I knew what I was doing and it was too late to worry about it once they were in my hand.

“Fuck it,” I muttered. “I’ll put them back the same way I found them.”

Not that I actually remembered how I found them in the excitement of the moment, but with the decision made, I brought them up to my face to breathe in the scent. All I got was the fresh aroma of conditioner, but it didn’t change the fact that I was rubbing Mrs. Henderson’s panties against my face. The pulsing of hot blood made my cock throb as hard as it had ever done. All I could think about was the pussy and butt of the woman I had a major crush on had been pressed against the material and it was such a turn on.

The impulses built in my mind until I couldn’t resist them. I dragged the zipper of my pants down and thrust my free hand through the gap. The rush of burning exhilaration was intoxicating as I grabbed hold of my rampant cock to squeeze and stroke it. I shuddered as the pressure built and I closed my eyes as I kept the silky material pressed on my face.

“Go to the fucking bathroom,” I told myself, but my legs wouldn’t move.

My body was shaking as I was engulfed in an uncontrollable lust that flooded my veins until it was all I could think about. The constraint of having my hand inside my pants didn’t make it particularly easy to jack myself off, but I couldn’t make myself stop. The tingling in my balls became searing as I got closer to unloading until I couldn’t halt the inevitable. The burst of pure bliss as the cum began to shoot out was the best feeling of my life, but it was followed by one of the worst as I was overtaken by guilt and shame at what I’d done.

“Fucking idiot,” I berated myself as the passion drained away.

My sticky fingers were still clamped around my softening cock and I threw Mrs. Henderson’s panties down on the bed before extracting my hand from my pants.

“Ah fuck,” I cursed as I contemplated what to do.

I wanted to have a shower, but the danger that someone might come home before I got back to the bedroom was too much of a risk. It meant I needed to tidy the place first to make sure there was no evidence of my intrusion. I picked up the panties with my clean hand and walked over to the dressing table to return them to the drawer. The fear that Mrs. Henderson would notice something amiss was uppermost in my mind as I tried to replace the underwear the way I found it.

I eventually decided enough was enough and closed the drawer. Out of sight wasn’t out of mind though and the thought that I would get in trouble filled my mind. I looked around to make sure nothing else appeared out of place before leaving the bedroom to go and have a shower.

That evening was one of the most worrying of my life and I spent the whole time anticipating the call from my mother that would end up with me standing in front of her and her irate work colleague. It didn’t come however and I suspected my secret was safe by the time I went to bed. That was a relief, but the experience scared me enough to stay out of Mrs. Henderson’s room for the next few days.

It was never going to last though.

The itch in my brain to have some more fun became almost unbearable until it was driving me crazy as I tried to resist. Something else intervened that helped to make up my mind although the conversation with my mother started innocently enough.

“How was work?” I asked when I walked in the kitchen.

My mother looked up from the paper she was reading at the table and smiled.

“Fine,” she replied. “Did you have a good day at college?”

“The lecturers are giving out so much coursework,” I complained and made a face. “I think they like torturing us.”

“It’s for your own good, so make sure you get it done and submitted on time.”

“Yes Miss,” I said cheekily and saluted.

“Watch it, sonny boy,” she warned and smiled before dropping her gaze to carry on reading the paper.

I walked over to the fridge and opened it to get a bottle of lemonade. Putting some ice in a glass, I then filled it to the brim before returning the bottle to the refrigerator. I took a drink before heading for the door, but stopped to turn back when my mother spoke.

“It’ll be just you and me in the house again after tomorrow.”

The breath caught in my throat and I tried to keep my voice casual as I replied.

“Oh…, is that Mrs. Henderson off home then.”

My mother nodded her head as she went on.

“She got a call today saying that the problem at her apartment building was sorted. She’ll be here tonight and tomorrow night then will go home.”

“OK,” I said casually, but my heartbeat was hammering.

I walked out of the kitchen and closed the door when I went in my bedroom. A quiet curse slipped out between my lips that Mrs. Henderson was leaving, but there wasn’t anything I could do about it. For the rest of the evening I wrestled with the idea that I should have one last visit to her room the following day, but I still hadn’t made up my mind when I went to college the next morning.

At least, that’s what I kept telling myself.

In truth, I knew it was a forgone conclusion that I would be unable to resist. I walked out of a lecture at three o’clock and knew I was expected to attend two more that afternoon before going home. There was no way I was going to though and I made an excuse to my classmates about needing to go to the restroom. When I was there, I splashed water on my face at the sink then looked at myself in the mirror.

“You’re an idiot,” I told my reflection before turning away to dry my face and returning to the hallway.

I quickly walked to the building’s rear entrance and checked there were no lecturers around before stepping out to the sidewalk and heading for home. My pace quickened all the way there and the buzz of anticipation grew with every step. The excitement of what I was about to do infected my brain and when I got to the apartment, I shouted out when I walked through the door. I had my excuse ready in case a reply came back, but there was only silence and I glanced at my watch. It was twenty past three and that gave me plenty of time before my mother or Mrs. Henderson came home from work.

Going to my bedroom, I dumped my coat and bag on a chair then got moving straight away. The hammering of my heartbeat as adrenaline coursed through my veins was a heady rush and I could feel my erection coming to life before I even got to the door of the room Mrs. Henderson was using.  I closed it when I walked inside and stopped for a second to simply look around.

“Last time,” I told myself and walked towards the dressing table.

I noticed the laundry basket in the corner of the room and immediately diverted towards it. I’d never even thought of looking in it on my previous visits, but the idea there might be some unwashed panties in it was suddenly all I could think about. I took off the lid of the basket and looked in at a red dress. Reaching in, I lifted it up and froze when I saw what I actually wanted.

“Fucking hell,” I let out in a slow breath.

My hand was trembling as I dropped the dress and grabbed for the panties. They were powder blue and the idea they’d been pressed against the pussy and ass of Mrs. Henderson made me shake. I stroked my fingertips on the silky material as I brought it up to my face and it was the slight scent of perfume I caught. My cock strained against my pants and I sucked in deep breaths as I made my way across to sit on the bed. I was being a pervert, but didn’t care. All I could think about was the aching pulse of my erection and I reached down with my free hand to rub the hard outline showing through my pants.

I was desperate to jack myself off already, but there was no need to rush things and I tried to calm down to prolong the fun as long as I could. It was almost impossible to do though, so I pulled the panties from my face and looked at them. Most of the dirty magazines and videos I’d ever used to masturbate were full of sexy, younger women wearing the skimpiest of thongs that practically put everything on display, but the underwear I was holding in my hand was nothing like that. They were big panties designed to comfortably cover everything. A smirk flitted across my face as the thought came in my head and I put it into voice.

“They’d fit you, Andy,” I joked and suddenly stopped stroking the material. “Oh, no, no, no…,” I muttered as I got to my feet.

I’d planted the idea firmly in my head though and I paced back and forth as I tried to clear it away. I couldn’t manage it and the image of me stroking the material against my hard cock as I wore the panties grew stronger and stronger. It was utter madness to even consider doing it, but I glanced at my watch to see it was twenty five minutes before four.

“Plenty of time,” I let out under my breath, but tilted my head back to stare up at the ceiling and tried to convince myself not to do it.

I went to sit on the bed again and lifted the panties to my face as I rocked back and forward. The obsessive thoughts plaguing my brain grew to be overwhelming and I eventually let myself fall back to lie on the mattress. The decision was made and I put the panties down as I grabbed at my t-shirt to drag it off. My pulse quickened as I undid the button and zipper at my waist then lifted my hips to take off my jeans. I kicked them onto the floor and looked at the way my underwear was bulging.

“Last chance to stop,” I muttered then immediately ignored the words and grabbed my boxer shorts to pull them off.

I lifted the panties to hold them above my waist and saw the way the pulse of hot blood was making my cock jerk up from my belly. Releasing my grip, I let the silky material drop down then grabbed hold to stroke it along my stiff shaft. The burst of exhilaration was unbelievable and my butt slowly lifted up from the bed as the rush of pleasure surged through my veins.

My back arched as I continued to jack myself off with the panties, but I slowed the rhythm to keep myself on the boil without pushing myself over the edge. It was the most thrilling moment of my life and I closed my eyes to let images of Mrs. Henderson flit through my head, as I was a dirty pervert with her panties. The urge to put her underwear on grew stronger as I played and I eventually made myself do it.

I was shaking as I put my feet in the panties and dragged them up my legs to let the material snap down on my cock. Shudders wracked my body as I stroked fingertips along the stiff outline showing through powder blue and panic lit up when I glanced down to see the wet stain of pre-cum on the material.

“Fuck,” I cursed, but it was too late to do anything about it.

I would just have to bury the panties deep in the basket when I was finished and hope that Mrs. Henderson simply packed her bags to leave then put her dirty laundry in the washing machine when she got home. The touch of the silken material on my cock was so good and I squirmed around as I pushed myself closer to losing control. I knew I would need to take the panties off before that, so gripped myself tightly through the material for a second before letting go to cool myself off a bit. Ragged breaths spilled from my lips as I continued to stroke fingertips along my length and I closed my eyes to enjoy the sensation as it became my whole world.

The click of the door was the first sign that I was deep in shit and my eyes snapped open to see Mrs. Henderson step in the room. The look of shocked surprise on her face when she caught sight of me was almost comical and she came to a shuddering halt, but there was nothing remotely funny about the situation. There was a split second when we did nothing more than stare at each other in silence before the sound of her irate voice filled the bedroom.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing, Andy,” she demanded and I flinched as the door slammed shut.

The intense eruption of fearful, breath-taking panic rendered me speechless and all I could do was limply use my hands to cover the sight of my cock bulging out the blue material of her panties. She glared at me as she moved closer and I tried to get something out.

“I…, I was, well…,” I spluttered.

“I can see what you’re bloody doing, you dirty pervert,” she exclaimed.

Her words sent shame washing over me and I wanted the ground to swallow me up, so a nightmare would end. That wasn’t going to happen though. I couldn’t bring myself to move my hands away from my groin although, in reality, I was wasting my time trying to hide my erection. It was more than obvious what I was doing and there was no possibility that I could explain my way out of the situation. I was stuck where I was and could do nothing but lie still as she moved right up to the side of the bed.

“What the hell do you think your mother is going to say when I tell her about this?” she barked.

“Oh, please, don’t…,” I started in a timid voice and glanced towards her, but I couldn’t look her in the eye and my words tailed off pathetically as I dropped my gaze.

The shame of being so stupid was overwhelmed by the fear of my mother being told of my deviant behavior and I let out a whimpering groan.

“Don’t what?” Mrs. Henderson snapped. “Tell your mum what a depraved son she’s raised. Why shouldn’t I?”

“Because…”

“Take your hands away,” she barked.

The breath stuck in my throat when I heard her words and I slowly lifted my gaze to see she was staring at my crotch. It was the first sign since she’d walked in the room that she might not be quite as upset as she was making out.

“Umm..., what?” I asked.

Her eyes flashed angrily when she glanced up at my face and now I couldn’t look away from her.

“Do you want me to tell your mum?”

“No,” I exclaimed.

“Then you better pay attention and do exactly what I tell you. Do you understand me?”

“Yes,” I answered meekly.

“Take your hands away,” she repeated.

I’d desperately been trying to make my erection fade since Mrs. Henderson’s unexpected appearance, without much success it must be added, and the bulge in the panties was all too apparent when I pulled my hands away from my crotch. Her gaze latched onto the sight and I held my breath.

“Dirty pervert,” she exclaimed.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted out.

Her gaze came slowly up to mine and a smile flashed briefly across her lips before the annoyed expression returned.

“Yeah, I can see how fucking sorry you are,” she said. “How long have you been doing this?”

“I, umm…, came in the room about twenty minutes ago,” I admitted.

“Not today,” she snapped. “How often have you been coming in the room to use my knickers?”

I wondered if I should lie and say this was the first time, but I was starting to get the impression that she wasn’t annoyed at all that I’d done it. The tip of her tongue slid around her lips as she stared at the way my cock strained against the powder blue material and she seemed unable to look away from it.

“I’ve done it a few times,” I eventually admitted. “But this is the first time I went this far.”

“What made you do it today?”

“Oh…, mum told me yesterday that you were leaving,” I answered. “I kind of knew this was my last chance and couldn’t stop myself. I didn’t expect you to come home for a couple of hours yet and thought I would get away with it.”

“But you didn’t.”

There was a thrill to the way Mrs. Henderson was staring at me and a hot-blooded lust kicked in that made my erection jerk against her panties. I squirmed around slightly when she sat on the edge of the bed and hoped that I was on the verge of something special.

“No, I didn’t,” I said. “I’m ashamed of my impulses, but there was just no stopping myself.”

“Don’t be ashamed of them,” she told me. “It’s human nature and everyone has at least one kink they’re unable to resist. Does your girlfriend let you use her panties?”

“I…, well, I don’t have a girlfriend,” I told her.

“Do you like older women?”

“I’d never really thought about it until you arrived at the apartment,” I conceded.

Her throaty laugh made me shiver and I watched in amazement as she reached out. The touch of her fingertips stroking along the rigid outline of my cock was the sweetest moment of my life and ragged breaths spilled out as the burst of pleasure surged through me. It made my cock strain against the material and I closed my eyes.

“You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

I opened my eyes to look at her and nodded my head.

“You are so fucking hard,” she went on. “You’ve really got it bad for my panties. How close are you?”

“I won’t be able to hold on much longer,” I told her and the flush of red erupted on my face. “I’m too excited.”

“Do you want to unload in my panties?”

My cheeks grew redder still as I nodded.

“Dirty boy,” she taunted me and let out another throaty laugh. “Let’s get it out of you then.”

“Fucking hell,” I muttered under my breath as she grabbed the waistband of the panties to pull it away from my skin.

She peeked inside at my stiff shaft then slipped her hand under the material to encircle her fingers around my cock.

“So hard,” she murmured as she squeezed tightly around my quivering length.

My groan was loud as the excitement mounted and the spasms of my thigh muscles became pronounced as she stroked her fingers along my cock.

“Your mother doesn’t find out about this,” Mrs. Henderson warned.

“No,” I gasped.

My butt lifted up from the bed as the swell of pleasure grew more potent and I clenched my buttocks tightly to try and stave off an ending I wanted to delay as long as possible. Mrs. Henderson seemed in no mood to wait though and her fingers raced up and down my erections in an increasingly faster rhythm.

“Come on bad boy,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “Show me that fucking cum.”

Her dirty words were a turn on like nothing I’d experienced before and my back arched as the tension gripped hold. The pressure in my balls was at boiling point and I pressed my head into the mattress as taut muscles stretched out my body until there was no way I could hold back. My loud groan was the signal for Mrs. Henderson to release her grip and her panties snapped down onto my cock when she pulled her hand free.

I heard the sound of her quiet laugh and she pressed her palm down on my erection to hold it against my midriff as the powerful burst of cum erupted. My body convulsed to make me buck up from the mattress as I let loose a sticky white load inside a pair of older woman’s panties and it was the best feeling in the world. My cock throbbed and jerked against Mrs. Henderson’s hand as she continued to hold it down and dark stains showed on the powder blue material as my balls emptied.

The ecstasy of the climax peaked then slowly died away and I gasped for breath as I dropped down to the mattress. Mrs. Henderson stroked fingertips along my fading erection and let out another laugh.

“Look what you’ve done to my panties,” she complained, but I could hear the note of elation in her voice as she stared.

My exhilaration began to drain away to leave a slight disappointment that it was all over so quickly. I’d dreamed of being naked and losing my virginity to the woman I was staring at, but she was still fully clothed and already getting to her feet.

“Go and have a shower,” she told me.

I sat up on the bed and looked at her.

“Umm…, what about your panties?” I asked.

“Well, I don’t fucking want them now you’ve filled them,” she replied. “You can keep them as a reminder that you got away with it.”

The words were out of my mouth before I realized what I was saying.

“Is that the only reminder I get of you?”

The flush of heat erupted on my cheeks that I’d been so forward and I started to apologize as I grabbed for my clothes. Mrs. Henderson stared at what I was doing and I stopped when she ordered me to.

“Put them down,” she said. “I told you to go and have a shower. You can leave your clothes here and put them on when we’re finished.”

“Fucking hell,” I let out under my breath as she took total control of me, but I wasn’t about to argue and I dropped my clothes on the floor.

I was totally mesmerized as I stared at her, but a flick of her hand was enough to get me moving. There was an embarrassment to walking across the room in a pair of her panties and I could only hope that my mum wasn’t in the house. I would never be able to explain in a million years what I was doing, but the place was quiet when I stepped out of Mrs. Henderson’s room. I quickly walked to the bathroom and locked the door when I went inside. It wasn’t until I was in the shower cubicle, with the water turned on that I took the blue panties off. I held them up to the cascade and watched my cum being washed away before setting them down on the wall shelf. Grabbing the shower gel, I was quick to clean myself then lifted my face up to the jets.

My heartbeat was pounding and I was desperate to get back to the room, but I forced myself to take some time. The anticipation of what I might be about to get started to build, however, and I could scarcely believe the position I was in. I’d gone from thinking I was seriously in trouble to being jacked off by a gorgeous, older woman who wanted me back in her bedroom. It really was the stuff of fantasies, but I was living it.

I quickly dried myself when I got out the shower then wrapped the towel around my waist. In the growing excitement, I almost forgot the panties and went back to get them before leaving the bathroom. I walked along to my bedroom to throw them on a chair then quickly went to the door of Mrs. Henderson’s room. There was no catching my breath as I reached out to the handle and I saw her sitting on the bed when I walked inside. I came to an abrupt halt as she deliberately let the robe she was now wearing slide off her leg and I heard her laugh as I stared at an expanse of naked thigh.

“Is this what you’ve been fantasizing about?” she asked.

My jaw dropped as she seductively stroked fingertips on her smooth skin. She parted her legs a touch to almost give me a glimpse of what I wanted to see and the sexy tease set my pulse racing faster. I lifted a hand to rub it across my mouth, but simply stood and stared.

“Close the door,” she told me then waited until I’d done it before using her forefinger to beckon me forward.

My legs shook as I closed the distance between us and I eventually came to a stop right in front of her.

“Teen boys are…,” she started, but didn’t carry on to finish her sentence when she lifted a hand to stroke fingertips on my chest muscles.

“Have you been with one?” I asked.

She let out a guffaw as she shook her head.

“Of course not,” she replied. “But you’re not the only one that has dirty fantasies.”

A shiver trickled down my spine as she brushed her fingertips over a nipple and I could feel my cock already starting to come back to life. I let out a gasp as her touch trailed back and forth across my chest before sliding lower. My belly muscles fluttered as soft caresses played on them before Mrs. Henderson stroked her fingers on the naked skin just above the towel I was wearing. I stared down at her, but the robe she wore covered her breasts. She noticed the way I was ogling her though and loosened the material to give me a glimpse of cleavage.

“You like what you see, don’t you?” she said.

“Yes,” I replied and let out a confession. “I’ve been jacking myself off about you from the very first evening you arrived.”

“Bad boy,” she joked as her fingers continued to slide back and forth along the top edge of the towel. “It’s not just my panties that get you going then?”

“No,” I told her. “I love everything about you.”

“That’s sweet of you to say.”

I tensed as her fingers finally ran down on to the towel and I felt the touch through the damp material on my slowly rising erection.

“You’re going to last longer this time, aren’t you?” she teased me. “Getting the first one out will slow you down.”

I said nothing as she grabbed the knot in the towel at my hip and loosened it. The material slid to the floor to leave me completely naked and she stared at my cock.

“Not quite so hard now,” she said when she reached out to circle her fingers around it. “Maybe I can help with that.”

My eyes widened as she let go and reached for the robe to shrug it off her shoulders. She dragged the material down to bare her breasts and my gaze was locked on them.

“Can I touch?” I asked.

She nodded her assent and I tentatively reached out to cup my fingers around a breast.

“So gentle,” she teased me as I barely moved my hand. “They’re not made of crystal.”

She reached up to grab her other breast and I watched the way she sank her fingers in soft flesh. It was an invitation for me to do the same and I groped her harder. Her groan was barely audible, but I heard and it excited me. She let go to put her hand on top of mine and made me dig my fingers in. My breath came out heavily as I felt her nipple stiffening against my palm and she grabbed hold of my cock with her free hand. Her grip made me step forward and I held my breath as she spanked my erection on her naked skin.

“Mmm…,” she let out. “I think someone likes my tits.”

It was a thrill to hear her talk like that and the rush of exhilaration was intense. I continued to grope her as she stroked her fingers along my length and spanked it on her tits. It was bringing me fully erect and she knocked my hand away from her breast when she leaned forward. Her kiss right on the tip of my stiff shaft nearly sent me into meltdown and the trembling of my legs made my knees almost buckle.

“Fuck,” I gasped as I put a hand on her shoulder.

She glanced up and the smile on her face showed she was about to give me more. The soft touch of her lips slid over the head of my cock to engulf it in the slick, warmth of her mouth and I was getting the first blowjob of my life. Mrs. Henderson worked her hand down to take hold of my balls and I could feel her fingertips teasing the sensitive skin behind them as she began to slowly bob her head.

The opportunity was too good to miss and I let go of her shoulder to brush my fingers in her blonde tresses. I half expected her to stop me, but she didn’t and I gripped gently to hold on as her lips began to pleasure me at a faster rhythm. Her gasp sounded out when she came up for air, but she started to lick my cock almost immediately. She brought her hand up from my balls to grip my shaft tightly and glanced up to meet my gaze as her fast flickering tongue played on the sensitive underside of the head. The flush of ecstasy was so good and I groaned as I closed my eyes to enjoy what she was giving me.

Her lips slid down again to resume the blowjob and this time she let more of my cock fill her mouth as she bobbed her head. Ragged gasps spilled from my lips as my excitement mounted and I could feel the tip of my erection nudging against the back of her throat. My buttocks clenched as I eased my hips forward and she let me fuck deeper down her throat before pushing me away.

“You’re making me be a bad girl,” she joked breathlessly. “But oral isn’t just for boys.

“Oh fuck,” I let out as she reached for the belt holding the sides of the robe together and loosened it.

“Get on your knees,” she ordered as she parted her legs.

I didn’t need to be told twice and dropped to my knees to get a close-up view of pussy. Mrs. Henderson slid her hands between her thighs and I watched in amazement as her fingers sank into slick folds of skin to open herself up. It revealed glistening, pink skin and I was leaning in before she even told me.

“Good boy,” she gasped as I kissed her pussy. “Use your tongue too.”

I only knew what I’d watched on videos, but I guessed I was doing something right when she threw herself back to lie down, with her butt still perched right on the edge of the bed. She lifted her feet onto tiptoes and spread her legs even wider apart as I buried my head right between her thighs to go after her taste. Her back lifted up as she pushed herself towards me and her fingers pulled her pussy lips wider still as I stiffened my tongue to plunge it inside wet cunt. I was in heaven as I lived out a dream and I eagerly lapped at her velvety depths as my tongue roiled around inside her.

“Fuck yes,” she gasped.

Her right hand reached to my head, so she could grab my hair to hold me in place. I kept my tongue fucked deep in her as she worked her hips to grind slick skin against my mouth and I could barely catch a breath as I frantically licked her out.

“My clit…, lick my clit,” she ordered in a hoarse voice.

Her hand let go of my hair and she touched fingertips to the top of her pubic mound to pull the skin up. I saw the little nub pop out of its hood and rasped my tongue across it. Her ass bucked up from the bed and the sound of her whimpering groans as I kept doing it made my cock throb. She eventually pushed my head away and quickly sat up.

“Get on the bed,” she ordered.

I was a slave to her commands and scrambled to my feet to get on the mattress and lie down. Mrs. Henderson shrugged off the robe as she stood and I saw her naked body in all its beautiful glory. My eyes drank in the sight as she got on the bed and straddled my waist. She sat down immediately and rocked her body to rub her pussy on the hardness of my cock.

“You like that?” she gasped.

All I could do was nod as her movements grew rougher and I knew I was about to get more when she lifted herself up.

“Can’t leave you here a virgin when I go home now, can I?”

My body shook when she reached down to grab my erection then made it stand straight up, so she could lower herself to it. She rocked her hips to make the tip slide along her pussy lips and I groaned as a moment I’d dreamt about every day for so long came within touching distance. I reached out to grab her hips as she positioned my cock at her wet entrance and her gaze met mine as she slowly slid down to take my full, erect length.

“How does it feel to be a man,” she teased me as she slowly worked her hips back and forward.

My grip tightened on her hips, but she grabbed hold of my hands and lifted them to her breasts. I knew what she wanted and fondled her roughly as she leaned back to rest her palms on my upper thighs. My gaze locked onto her pussy as she started to lift and lower her hips to ride my cock. Her movements were slow at first, but she quickly got caught up in the thrill of fucking a virgin boy and I guessed it was her fantasy coming out. She started to throw herself down on me to make my stiff shaft plunge deep in her cunt and I shuddered as the rush of ecstasy took hold.

I sank my fingers in her tits to hold on when she leaned forward to slap her palms on my chest. It allowed her to speed up her movements and the sound of her body slapping down on mine as she went after what she wanted filled the room.

“Wait for me,” she ordered as she slid a hand to her clit.

I clenched my buttocks and tried to think of something other than what was actually happening to stop myself losing control. Mrs. Henderson’s fingers circled on her clit as she continued to ride my cock and I could hear her squealing cries becoming louder as she got closer to an orgasm. I expected she would take herself all the way, but she suddenly raised herself up on her knees and my cock slid out of her.

“Move,” she said and I rolled to the side.

She threw herself down to press her face against the mattress then scrambled to her knees, so her butt was up in the air. I didn’t need any instructions to know what she wanted and was quick to get on my knees behind her. As I shuffled closer, she thrust a hand between her thighs to grab for my erection and led the tip to her pussy. I reached out to grab her hips and felt my stiff shaft opening her up as I eased forward. My body touched on hers as I fucked my full length inside her again and she wasted no time in getting fingers to her clit.

“You fucking hold on,” she ordered as she pleasured herself.

I sank my fingers in her flesh and circled my hips to make my erection jerk around inside her as her groans got louder and louder. She was taking herself almost all the way and making me wait, but I was loving every second of my first sex.

“OK,” she gasped.

I immediately began to buck my hips to fuck my cock in her wet cunt and could instantly feel the swell of pleasure. She continued to torment her clit as I took her from behind and I couldn’t believe just how lucky I was. Her groans turned to whimpering cries and her body began to shake.

“Fuck it deep,” she ordered.

I gave her it and she pressed her face in the mattress to muffle her cries as she plunged over the edge of the abyss. Her back arched tightly as her muscles tensed before the shudders of orgasm ripped through her body. It made her head roll from side to side and she was in thrall to the hot bliss as it climbed to a shattering high that left her trembling. She bucked her ass back at me and I took it as a signal to finish things off.

My grip sank deep in her flesh as I began to slam my body forward to go all the way in losing my virginity. Her gasps of pleasure encouraged me on to speed up the rhythm until I was driving into her quivering cunt in a frenzied, bucking onslaught. The buildup of pressure in my balls was unstoppable as they prepared to let go and I fucked deep when the excitement overwhelmed me. My body arched tightly as I clenched my ass cheeks before the jolting convulsion sent a stream of thick white into pussy.

Mrs. Henderson reached to my hip and encouraged me to stay pressed tightly against her as the shudders continued to jolt my body, with each one making my cock jerk inside her as I unleashed everything to fill her pussy. Her grip tightened to pull me down with her as she collapsed to the mattress and it was only when the power completely faded from my erection that it slipped out. I stayed on top of her as she recovered her composure before she made me roll to the side to lie on the bed beside her.

“Your mother…,”

“…doesn’t find out about this,” I finished. “I’m hardly likely to tell her am I?”

“And don’t go bragging to your friends,” she warned. “If your mother ever says anything to me about this, I’ll come looking for your balls.”

“If I keep it quiet, do I get to come visit your apartment?” I asked and was only half joking.

“Maybe,” she said and shoved me towards to the edge of the bed. “Now fuck off.”

“Yes Miss,” I said. “And thanks.”

I grabbed my clothes to put them on and walked to the door.

“Enjoy the panties you dirty pervert,” she said and I turned to see her cheeky expression before walking out of the room with a smile on my face that was a mile wide.
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