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Chapter One

When I first moved to the neighborhood, most of the kids were in their mid-teens. I watched them grow and become young adults. One by one they left for college and careers, leaving behind the small town they grew up in.

All except one girl, Tina. Tina had always been friendly with me and showed more interest than the other kids. She was always checking in on me and sitting on the porch on summer evenings to chat.

I never gave it much thought, but the summer after she graduated from high school I got the surprise of my life. It was shortly after her eighteenth birthday celebration. I could tell right away something was different.

Tina was a really beautiful girl. She stood maybe five foot seven inches tall with blonde hair and green eyes. She had a nice, athletic figure and liked to flaunt her assets. By all accounts, I would say she was a tease to the boys in school.

It all began about a week after her party. I was sitting on the porch having my nightly scotch when Tina stopped by. Nothing out of the ordinary for her to do that. She sat in her usual chair and started her conversation.

“Any news, Mr. Hollern?” she asked as she sat down.

I had noticed her attire was slightly more risqué than normal. She had on tight shorts that showed her camel toe and a tank top that also showed her firm and erect nipples. It was hard not to look at them.

“Nope, same old thing,” I replied as I took a sip of my scotch.

“Can I ask you something?” she said after a moment of silence.

“Sure, fire away,” I replied.

“Do you think I’m pretty? I mean, for real,” she said.

“Of course you are, why?” I replied.

“I just don’t think guys get me, and I wanted to make sure it wasn’t my looks,” she replied.

“What do you mean by that?” I asked her.

“Well, I don’t really like boys my age. I prefer older men. But I don’t seem to get their attention.”

“Well, it’s probably because you look so young. They are probably afraid you are a minor.”

“You think so?”

“Yep, absolutely.”

She sat there for a moment staring out at the night sky absorbing what I had told her. I still had not caught on to what she was doing. I saw everything as an innocent young girl just trying to make sense of things.

The evening breeze was light and the sound of crickets chirping filled the night air. We sat there taking in the sights and enjoying the warm evening. Neither one of us said much for the longest time. I started to get the feeling she wanted to tell me something but was afraid to.

After what seemed like an hour of silence, she finally spoke up. I could tell by her mannerisms that she was nervous.

“Can I tell you something?” she asked.

“Sure, anything,” I replied.

“And you promise not to get mad at me?” she asked.

“I promise,” I replied.

What on earth could I possibly be mad at her about?

“Well, I uh, well, you see, I uh…I think you’re a handsome man,” she finally managed to get out.

“Well, thank you, Tina,” I replied smiling at her. “I appreciate the compliment.”

“Do you ever wish you were still young?” she asked looking over at me.

“Sometimes, but I’ve lived a life most others have only dreamed about. I have no regrets.”

She smiled and kept on fidgeting with her hands. Something was still on her mind. She sat there for a minute or two, then got up from her chair. She walked over to the banister and leaned forward on it. I could see her pussy outlined vaguely as she bent forward, her shorts riding up her crack.

I felt a little stirring in my cock as I imagined what that little pussy of her would look, taste, and feel like if I could fuck it. I looked away chastising myself for even thinking of her like that. I wasn’t supposed to envision a girl I had watched grow up as a sex object.

Tine turned around and leaned back against the banister, her legs spread just slightly. I couldn’t help but look between her legs and see her pussy outlined in her tight shorts. The seam of her shorts was parting her pussy lips as it ran between her slit.

Looking up I could see her erect nipples pressing against her tight tank top just begging for someone to squeeze them. She folded her arms across her stomach, pushing up her tits as she did so. I knew at that moment what she was after.

“I think it’s time for me to retire,” I told her.

I was afraid of where she was going to take this, and I wasn’t comfortable with it.

“You sure you don’t want to talk a bit longer?” she said spreading her legs a bit wider.

“No, I think it’s best I get inside and hit the sack,” I replied. “But thank you for stopping by. As always, I enjoyed our conversation.”

“Well, if you have to go in. Good night. I’ll stop by again,” she said as she slowly walked down the steps and out to the sidewalk.

I waved goodbye and headed inside. I put my glass in the sink and headed to bed. My mind was a flurry as I saw her sexy body in my mind. Was she really hitting on me? Was that what she was doing tonight? Was she dropping hints?

I figured maybe the next time she came over, I would be able to tell if that’s what she was doing or not. I certainly didn’t want to take things the wrong way and get into trouble or cause a scene. After all, I was old enough to be her grandfather!


Chapter Two

Several days passed without any sight of Tina. I thought maybe I had upset her by going inside like I had that night. I made myself busy by tending to my flower beds and painting. I had developed a passion for painting after my wife had died.

It was relaxing and took my mind off any stress I had. Most of what I painted was copied from pictures or other artwork, but I did have a few originals I had painted. Those were more experimental paintings than anything.

I had never painted a person before, but I had considered it. I thought maybe I should take some classes at the community college before I attempted that one.  I would need the expertise of an art instructor to know how to attack such a painting. And that is where things went off track.

I had procrastinated for years about taking art classes and had finally bit the bullet and signed up for one that summer. The classes were in the evenings, so that worked well for me. With my first class approaching, I got a bit nervous.

What if I was terrible? What if the art teacher singled me out and made me the example for the rest of the class of what not to do? But my senses returned to me and I told myself I was too damned old to be worrying about any of that. I gathered my supplies and headed out to my first class.

I was surprised to see others my age in the class and was immediately at ease. We began talking and struck up some good conversations during our classes. A few of us even met for coffee and pie after our classes.

As we got closer to the end of the course, our instructor informed us that our final assignment was to paint a nude. I never gave it much thought and assumed it would be a guy we would be painting. That’s the stereotypical scene you see with art classes.

But that night as I sat in front of my easel, I was flabbergasted as I watched Tina walk onto the platform and disrobe. She didn’t see me at first, and I blushed as I looked at her naked body. She was everything I had imagined the last time I had seen her.

Her tits were firm and round, with her nipples sticking straight out. Her flat stomach led to a neatly trimmed, and almost bare pussy. Her toned legs and shapely ass were definitely appealing. I felt a slight tingle in my balls as I looked her over.

I picked up my brush and was about to dip it into the paint when our eyes met. She smiled and blushed just a bit, but then I noticed that she seemed to sit a bit more straight as she looked deep into my eyes. She wanted me to see her in all her glory.

I swallowed hard, then smiled and began painting. It was very difficult painting as I tried to look at her form and not her body. My mind was wondering as I imagined fucking that sweet young pussy of hers. I could just imagine her erect nipples in my mouth as I bit gently down on them, making her moan.

I imagined the feel of her soft lips encircling the shaft of my cock as she slowly sucked it in and out of her mouth. I could almost smell her sex and imagined her pussy lips right in front of my face, puffy and waiting for my tongue to caress them.

I needed to take a break or risk getting a hard-on right there in art class. I put my brush down and excused myself to the bathroom. I stood in front of the mirror and splashed some cold water on my face.

“What are you doing?” I said to my reflection. “You shouldn’t be thinking of Tina like that. She’s like a granddaughter to you.”

But my mind would not stop. Visions of my cock sliding in and out of her young pussy filled my head. No matter what I did I could not stop it. I did the only thing I knew to do to get it to stop. I went into a stall and masturbated.

I came hard with my own hand as I fantasized about Tina and the sex we would have. With my orgasm relieving the tension, I gathered myself together and went back to class. It was a bit easier to focus after masturbating, but I knew that would only last so long before things got hot again.

I tried to focus on my work, working to make this painting as real as possible. Even if I was never going to fuck Tina, at least I would have this painting of her to remind me of just how sexy and beautiful she was.

With class winding down, I put the finishing touches on my painting and cleaned my brushes. My instructor came by and complimented me on my work. She told me it was the best in the class and really showed Tina as she looked sitting there on her perch.

I thanked her for the appraisal and gathered my supplies. I packed everything away and headed to my car. Tina had already left so I was sort of relieved with not having to confront her and be all awkward. I knew I would have to wait a few days before returning to the porch. I needed time to get over this night.


Chapter Three

Over the next several days, I busied myself so I would not be tempted to sit on the porch. I knew sooner or later I would have to deal with facing Tina, but I still needed time to get my nerve up to do so. I had seen her walk by the house a couple of times and knew she was waiting for me to be outside.

After about a week, I finally gave in and went out to the porch that Saturday night. I knew Tina would be by sooner or later, so I made sure I had a few glasses of scotch before sitting out on the porch. Tina did not disappoint.

I watched as Tina approached the house, wearing her skimpy clothing once again. I had already seen her naked, so the clothing was not hiding much.

“I’ve missed you,” she said as she sat down in her chair.

“I haven’t felt well for a few days,” I lied.

“Oh, I thought maybe you were embarrassed by the painting class,” she replied.

“To be honest, I was a bit,” I said.

“Why? I mean you have known me for a long time. It wasn’t a big deal.”

“Maybe not to you, but it was for me.”

“Why?” she asked turning towards me.

“Well, for starters I have watched you grow from a young girl into a woman. You’re like a granddaughter to me,” I replied.

“So, I still don’t see what the big deal was.”

“Look, you are a very attractive and sexy young woman. Seeing you naked like that took me by surprise, that’s all.”

“Oh, I thought maybe it turned you on,” she replied smiling at me.

Now I was getting uncomfortable. There was no longer any doubt as to what she wanted. But for me to have sex with her would almost certainly not end well for me.

“Did I turn you on?” she asked, pressing me.

“Yes, you did. Is that what you wanted to hear?” I replied taking another sip of scotch.

“Yes, it is,” she said softly.

“Why? What difference does it make?” I asked her.

By now I knew where this was going, and I knew I had to keep from giving in.

“Because I have wanted you for so long and I needed to know I could make you horny,” she said quietly.

She was certainly direct! I guess women these days didn’t mince words!

“Well, now you know,” I replied, taking a big gulp of my scotch.

“Don’t you want me?” she asked with her pleading eyes.

“Is this what you do for fun? Tease old men? What is the point of all this?” I asked, trying to force her hand.

“No, it’s what I want. I want you. I have for a long time now. Is that wrong?” she asked.

I sat there and poured more scotch. I was getting buzzed now, and she was starting to get me aroused.

“I don’t know if it is or not. I just don’t think you have thought this through well enough. What would your parents think if they knew about this?” I asked her.

“Who is going to tell them, you?” she asked sort of offended.

“That’s not what I meant,” I replied. “What if they found out? Then what?”

“Look, I am over eighteen. What I do is my business, not theirs. I am free to do whatever I want.”

She did have a point. But I was looking at this from the standpoint of having to live here and dealing with being an outcast if anyone ever found out. She needed to understand that.

“If something happened between us and anyone ever found out, I would be an outcast in my own home, you do realize that, right?” I asked her.

“I hadn’t really thought of it like that,” she replied. “I don’t understand what is so wrong with wanting you. Why do people have to make things so difficult?”

I sort of felt sorry for her. I could see her starting to tear up even in the low moonlight.

“I’m not trying to upset you. I just want you to look at things from my point of view,” I told her.

“You don’t want me, that’s what this is really about,” she said as she wiped a tear from her eye.

Now I really felt bad. I did want her, that was the problem. I wanted to fuck her silly, but my sensibility was keeping me from doing so.

“I don’t want you to cry,” I said as I put a hand on her arm as reassurance.

She looked over at me and my heart simply melted. She could see the look in my eyes and she knew I wanted her. She knew that I was struggling with this. She got up and stood right in front of me.

She knelt down and got on her knees, placing her hands on my legs. She was looking into my eyes as she slowly moved her hand towards my zipper. I wanted to stop her, I really did. But I was unable to. Her pleading eyes kept me frozen in place.

She unzipped my pants and slid her small, soft hand into my shorts and grabbed onto my cock. The feel of her grasping my shaft had me hard in no time. With one swift move, she had my cock out and had leaned over, taking my length into her mouth.

I moaned slightly as she began to suck up and down my shaft. I completely forgot about being on the porch. I was consumed by the feeling of her young, soft mouth sliding up and down my cock. I opened my eyes and saw her hands between her legs as she rubbed her pussy while sucking my cock.

She was masturbating while she sucked me off. Her mouth started going faster and fast on my shaft as her hand started to make her come. She pushed her face all the way down onto my cock taking me all the way into her throat. That was all it took. I began to shoot my hot cum down her throat as my orgasm started.

She moaned and sucked and swallowed my cum as her body shook from her orgasm. It was all I could do to keep from making any noise. I was certain that if either of us did, we would be discovered.

With my cock going limp, she put it back into my pants and pulled her shorts up. She gave me a quick kiss, then sat back in her chair.

“Was that so bad?” she asked after a moment of silence.

“No, that was rather good,” I replied.

“Well then, I guess we can move forward then.”

“Meaning what, exactly?”

“Meaning now you can fuck me now. Not tonight, but soon.”

I sat there without responding knowing I had no choice. She had just given me a blowjob on my porch and I knew she had the upper hand now. Sex was inevitable.


Chapter Four

I went to bed that night knowing I was going to get a piece of that sweet, young pussy. Tina wanted to fuck me, that was a given. But how were we going to pull this off without anyone knowing? It was one thing to blow me late at night on my porch. It was something completely different for everyone to see her enter my house and not leave for a while.

I wondered how we were going to do this, and I did have some ideas. I figured I would wait until she brought it up to see if she had any first. I didn’t have long to wait. Two nights later she came up onto the porch and sat in the chair.

“You know, I don’t even know your first name,” she said as she sat down and turned towards me. “you have lived here for years and everyone still calls you by your proper name.”

“Jim,” I replied.

“Jim. I like it,” she said turning back towards the street.

She sat there for a moment just staring straight ahead. I studied her profile; her long hair, pouty lips, perky tits, and shapely legs all completed her beautiful package.

“I was thinking,” she began. “We should go away for a weekend and have some fun. No one would know anything was going on, and we could just let loose and fuck all weekend.”

“And just how would we pull that off?” I asked. “I mean, someone is going to know you are traveling with me, right? Your parents are going to want to know where you are going, and with whom.”

“I am way ahead of you,” she replied as she turned towards me and flashed an evil grin.

She had already planned something, and now she was going to let me in on her plan.

“Do tell,” I said taking a gulp of my scotch.

“Well, as you know, most everyone has left for college. In fact, they have all started classes. I will tell my parents I am going to visit friends there and we can live out our weekend in peace.”

She sure had things planned out well. She was right, most of the kids had left for college. Some of them were good friends of hers. It would not be a stretch for her parents to believe she was going to visit one of them. This might actually work.

“I am impressed,” I replied as I held up my glass as a salute to her planning. “This might just work.”

“Oh, it will work, trust me,” she replied.

“You seem pretty confident you are not going to get busted,” I said.

“All I have to do is to call Gina and tell her my plans. She will cover for me in case my parents start questioning anything. Gina owes me big time.”

“I’m not going to ask why,” I said laughing. “So, when were you planning on this taking place, and just where did you think we were going to go?”

“I think next weekend would be a good weekend to go,” she started. “Dad has his conference that weekend, so he and mom will be occupied with that.”

“I see,” I replied. “And where are we going?”

“There is an Airbnb about three hours away we can rent fairly cheap. If we pick up some groceries we won’t even have to leave the place. We will have the whole weekend alone.”

I sat back in my chair and sipped my scotch. Her plan was actually pretty decent. We would both drive to the Airbnb and meet there. I would bring the food and she would bring some drinks. This was going to be a lot of fun for me!

As the week went by, I got food together to take with us. I packed snacks, meat, and vegetables as well as some desserts. I wanted to make sure we wouldn’t need to go into town for anything. No sense taking a chance on someone recognizing either of us.

We talked a few times on the porch throughout the week and solidified our plan. She had already called Gina and had everything worked out with her. She had her bases covered. All that was left was for Friday to arrive.

I was leaving first so I could check in to the Airbnb. With it being in my name, I would have to do the signing. Tina would arrive about an hour later and our weekend would begin. To say I was excited would be an understatement. Having gone from being reluctant to excited was a big change for me. But to have some young pussy once again was something I could not pass up.

When Friday finally arrived, I counted down the hours until it was time to leave. I had packed the car that morning in the garage so no one could see what I was doing. Not that anyone would suspect anything from me, but just as a precaution.

I drove the three hours and checked into the Airbnb. Tina texted me that she was about thirty minutes away. I unpacked the food as I awaited her arrival. I felt like a schoolboy getting ready to get his first piece of ass!


Chapter Five

To say I was nervous would be an understatement. Sure, she had sucked my cock, but I had not fucked a woman in quite a while. I wasn’t sure if I was going to live up to the expectations she had for me.

I mean, here she was an eighteen-year-old woman taking on a 55-year-old man on the sack. Hell, at my age even getting an erection wasn’t a given. Age has a way of fucking with your plans. But the one thing I knew I could count on was my scotch.

I had learned at a young age that liquor enhanced my libido. Unlike most guys, after drinking a substantial amount, my erection would last forever. I would wear women out when I fucked them after a  night of drinking. I knew tonight was going to be no different.

I knew I would have stamina if I drank enough, even with the excitement of this young thing being available to me all weekend. The first thing I was going to do was to eat that pussy. I wanted to taste her and show her what a real man’s tongue could do.

Hell, I was getting aroused just thinking of having her and pleasing her. I could hardly wait for the games to begin! Just a few more minutes and she would be here. I sat down and turned on the TV as I awaited her arrival.

After several minutes I finally heard her car approaching. I got up and peered out from behind the curtains just to make sure it was her. I watched as her car came to a stop and she exited it, coming to the back door.

I opened the door for her, and she excitedly wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply. Her tongue flitted in and out of my mouth as her tits pressed into my chest. Any closer and her tits were going to be flattened!

She finally let go and I stepped aside to let her into the room. She looked around as she set her backpack down, shaking her head and smiling.

“Not too shabby,” she said turning towards me.

“Not at all, rather nice,” I replied.

She walked over to me and put her arms around my neck once again.

“You ready for some fun?” she asked.

“Absolutely,” I replied.

She gave me a quick kiss, then took her backpack into the bedroom. I could hear her unzipping it and fussing as I poured myself a drink. I gathered she was changing her clothes. I was right. I turned around and almost dropped my glass.

There she stood in a sheer teddy with stockings and a garter. I had not seen a woman in one of those in probably thirty years. The black material, what little of it there was, contrasted nicely with her blonde hair.

She walked over to me and put her hands on my chest.

“Do you like?” she asked.

“Oh yes,” I replied.

She took my hand and led me to the couch where she pushed me back onto it.

“I made sure to clean myself for the weekend,” she said as she lifted one foot onto the coffee table.

With her legs spread wide, I could see her bare pussy lips glistening with moisture. She had shaved all of the hair off her pussy. She was completely bald. I reached forward and slid my hand between her legs, feeling the softness of her lips in my hand. Her juices coated my fingers as I slid them up and down her slit.

She moaned and moved her hips in unison to my hand massaging her cunt. Then, just as quickly, she dropped her leg and pushed my hand away.

“Last time, I sucked your cock,” she said giving me that evil grin of hers. “Now it’s your turn to lick my pussy.”

With that, she turned around and placed her hands flat on the coffee table and spread her legs wide. Her pussy was right there in front of my face just waiting for me to lick it. I set my glass down on the end table and leaned forward.

She jumped as my hot breath came in contact with her sensitive pussy. I slid my hands up and down the outside of her legs as she moaned and moved around anticipating my tongue. I kissed the backs of her thighs and moved closer to her pussy with each one. I licked up and down each side of her labia, driving her crazy.

That’s when I finally dove in and shoved my tongue inside of her pussy. She squealed and pushed back towards me, getting my tongue inside of her pussy as far as it would go. I tongue fucked her for a few moments before moving up and focusing on her clit.

Her hips were grinding her clit into my tongue as I worked it up and down her slit. I make her cry out when I slid two fingers inside of her cunt and proceeded to finger fuck her pussy. Her juices were running down my fingers and my hand as I worked her towards an orgasm.

I knew she wasn’t too far from going over the edge, and I wanted to taste her cum in the worst way. I felt her pussy walls begin to clench down on my fingers. This was the signal for me to go all out licking her clit. She was ready to come!

Her body began to stiffen and she sucked in her breath as her pussy tightened on my fingers. With a loud exhale, her pussy began to pulse on my fingers as her orgasm hit her. She was now moaning and squealing out loud as he came hard.

I used my finger to work her clit as my tongue slid into her pussy and lapped up her juices. Her salty sweet nectar was so good! She came for probably five minutes before her legs finally gave out and she had to sit down.

She leaned on me and hugged me tightly. Not a word was said. I just sat there holding her as her body shook occasionally from the aftershocks. This was a great start to our weekend for sure!


Chapter Six

I kissed her forehead and got up from the couch.

“Ready for some dinner?” I asked her.

“Sure, what are we having?” she asked.

“I am going to fix some shrimp alfredo,” I told her.

“Oh, wow, that should be good!”

“I’ll have it done in about twenty minutes.”

I went into the kitchen and started dinner. She was sitting on the couch but soon followed me into the kitchen. She hugged me from behind and grabbed my crotch.

“I can’t wait to feel this fuck me,” she said.

“After dinner,” I replied laughing.

She sat down at the table and lifted on leg onto the chair, leaving her pussy fully exposed for me to see.

“Can I get you something to drink?” I asked her.

“Got any soda?” she asked.

“Sure, Coke okay?”

“Sure.”

I had picked up some real Coke in the international foods section. It was made with real sugar and not high-fructose corn syrup. I hated the corn syrup version.

I grabbed a bottle from the refrigerator and popped the top.

“What kind of Coke is this?” she asked looking at the bottle.

“The kind they used to make,” I replied.

She shrugged and took a sip.

“Oh wow! This is so much better!” she said taking another sip. “Why did they stop making it like this?”

“The corn syrup is cheaper,” I replied.

“Well, I am a convert now thanks to you!” she said laughing.

I finished making dinner and set the plates down on the table.

“I hope it’s good,” I said.

She took a bite and closed her eyes as if she was savoring the bite.

“God this is so good,” she said. “Were you like a chef or something?”

“No, I just learned how to cook at a young age from my mother,” I replied.

“Well, she did a good job of teaching you.”

We ate dinner and talked a bit. She told me how she had fantasized about me for a couple of years, but knew I would never do anything as long as she was underage. I told her how I thought she had grown into a sexy young woman and had actually fantasized about her a few times too.

With dinner over, we sat there and made small talk as we finished our drinks. I cleaned up the kitchen, then walked over to her and took her hand in mine.

“Time for me to give you what you have been wanting for so long,” I told her.

She shivered a bit and smiled at me, standing up and following me into the bedroom. I stood there at the edge of the bed and took her face in the palms of my hands. I leaned forward and kissed her gently.

She responded by pushing her tongue into my mouth. I began to remove her lingerie as we kissed, letting it fall to the floor. She undressed me and pushed me back onto the bed. I moved over and patted the mattress, signaling for her to join me.

She got on the bed a lie down next to me. We began to kiss as our hands explored each other’s bodies. Her soft hands slid down my stomach and began to fondle my half hard cock. My hands moved to her tits and began to twist and tug at her erect nipples.

I pushed her onto her back and moved down until my face was at her chest level. One by one, I sucked her nipples into my mouth. I sucked them and gently bit them as she moaned and pressed my head into her.

My hand was cupping her pussy, feeling her heat. Her hand was still stroking my cock as I moved over on top of her. She lifted her legs and spread them wide as I looked into her eyes. She was looking back at me with anticipation and expectation.

I started by sliding my shaft up and down her slit, moving across her clit as she moaned and worked her hips. I knew she was wet and well lubricated. I moved my hand down and guided my cock to her pussy and parted her lips.

She sucked in her breath and moaned loudly as the head of my cock split her and began to penetrate her cunt. She wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me to her as my cock went deep inside of her pussy.

“Fuck me, fuck me hard,” she said looking up at me.

I began to pump my cock in and out of her pussy, slowly at first, then gradually picking up speed. I was bottoming out inside of her with each thrust. The sound of our bodies slamming into one another echoed throughout the small room. The bed was squeaking and sliding on the hardwood floor.

“Oh god, yes! Fuck me with your hard cock!” she screamed.

I was pounding her as hard and deep as I could, wanting to make her come with my cock.

“Oh fuck! Oh shit, I’m going to come!” she screamed.

I felt her stiffen, then the pulsing of her pussy on my shaft as she came. She held me tightly as she came, unable to move. I loved the feel of her velvety walls as I continued to fuck her hard. I wanted to fuck her as many ways as I could until I came.

I pulled out and rolled her onto her stomach, then pulled up on her hips. She lifted them until her pussy was in front of me. I slid my cock into her cunt and began to fuck her doggy style. Her face was buried in the pillow as she screamed with pleasure.

As I pumped my cock in and out of her pussy, I got the idea of fucking her ass. It was looking right at me as if it was begging for my cock. I dropped some spit onto her and used my finger to lube her up. She didn’t protest in the least.

I pulled my cock out of her pussy and pressed it into her ass, going in slowly. She reached back and began to rub her clit as I slowly began to fuck her tight little asshole. I watched my fat cock go in and out of her ass as she rubbed her clit.

“Oh shit! Shit, shit, shit! Fuuuuuck!” she screamed.

I could feel her ass pulsing on my cock and knew she was coming yet again. That was all it took for me to let loose and pump my load into her ass. She reached behind her and pulled at my hips, wanting my cock deep inside of her ass. I pushed it in as far as I could as I came hard.

It had been a long time since I had come that hard. Tina was still on her knees as she convulsed and whimpered. My cock was going limp, but I kept it in her ass as long as I could. When it slipped out of her, she moaned and dropped onto the bed.

I lay down beside her and pulled her to me.

“God was that wonderful,” she said quietly.

“That was awesome,” I replied.

“I like having my ass fucked,” she said. “But only after having a vaginal orgasm. If I have a clitoral orgasm, I can’t do it.”

“I had no idea,” I replied. “I just decided to try it.”

“I’m glad you did.”

We ended up drifting off to sleep, both of us exhausted from the encounter. Who would have thought the two of us could ever fuck like that!


Chapter Seven

Our weekend was filled with sex. She sucked my cock and I ate her pussy. We had regular sex, we had anal sex. I think I made up for the last five years in one weekend!

But all too soon our weekend was coming to an end. Neither one of us wanted it to end.

“So, where do we go from here?” she asked Sunday morning as she sipped her coffee.

“I don’t know, really,” I replied.

“I really think I should tell my parents,” she said cautiously.

“I don’t know if that is such a good idea,” I replied.

“They have got to know something is up with how often I visit you.”

“Parents can be awfully oblivious sometimes,” I said.

“I think they will be okay with it,” she told me.

“I’m going to leave that decision up to you,” I replied. “If things don’t go well, you can always come and stay with me. Either way, we can be together for as long as you want.”

She smiled and leaned forward to kiss me.

“This is what I have dreamed of for so long,” she said.

We packed our gear and headed back. The worst part was not being in the same car. We called and talked to each other, but it wasn’t the same. We kept dropping calls in the middle of conversations and trying to remember where we had lost the other person. I finally told her we needed to just wait until we got back.

Once back home, Tina went to her parents and told them everything. They were upset at first, not with me but with her choosing a much older man. No matter the argument, she stuck to her guns. She came down to my house later that night to tell me how things went.

“I am rather shocked they took things that well,” I told her.

“As I told you this morning, I think they knew.”

It was a slow transition, but eventually, Tina moved in with me. I can still remember the first night as if it were yesterday. She was so excited and full of energy. She wanted to make us dinner as a couple.

I sat back and watched as she tried her best to make a meal. It wasn’t anything fancy, just spaghetti. But she was so proud of cooking it for me. I ate dinner with her and complimented her on her cooking. I told her I would teach her how to cook.

That first night was a great sexual night for me. We made love, not fucked. It was slow and deliberate. With nothing to hide, we simply enjoyed pleasuring each other.

I don’t know what the future holds or if she is going to lose interest in me once I start showing signs of aging. All I know is right now I have the most gorgeous and sensual woman living with me. She loves to suck and fuck and cannot get enough of me.

What more could a guy want out of life?
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