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HORNY TEACHER IS MY FIRST TIME

This story begins with me in college as an 18 year old teenager, horny as hell and pretty much constantly masturbating! We all probably remember what it was like back then, only needing to see a bit of thigh and having a boner for the rest of the day, or watching a hottie bend over and practically blowing in our pants!

Anyway, practically every attractive woman in school has at one point or another been the main focus during one of my jerking off sessions, but no-one as much as Ms Rapinet. Everything about her seemed to ooze sex appeal, and to my virgin sensibilities, the thought of being with a mature woman with experience in the bedroom fuelled many of my fantasies. So much so that often I was late for whatever class came after hers as I would duck into the bathrooms for a quick beat-off, an image of her breasts from today’s outfit burned into my mind.

I wouldn’t say that she dressed particularly provocatively but with my hormones any cleavage was plenty! And when she would sit and cross her legs, causing her skirts to raise, any sign of garter was enough to keep me from learning anything all period!

As you have most likely gathered I was quite infatuated with her body (getting to know someone’s personality not really being a high priority back then) and we were now into the second half of the year. I think by now Ms Rapinet had caught me a few times looking her in the chest rather than the eyes, though only fleeting glances. I was still a virgin, and I literally couldn’t say how many times I’d fantasized about Ms Rapinet with my eager cock in my hand...

“...Jeff, have you heard a word I’ve said?”

“Huh?” I reply, waking from my daydream, which happened to contain the teacher now addressing me, “Sorry Ms Rapinet, I’m all ears now!”

Ms Rapinet shakes her head and goes back to speaking from the textbook about something or other. I go back to staring at her chest, her bra really doing a great job of pushing her puppies up and out, her cleavage daring me to stare a little more, regardless of the risk of her catching me. Under the table, my boner throbs to my heart beat.

The rest of the class goes without incident and I’ve nearly got my boner down when Ms Rapinet starts explaining something to the student seated in front of me. As she leans over his shoulder, talking, it puts her semi-bent form directly in front of me, her pert ass right before my eyes, her skirt going just a little higher up her thighs as she leans further forward, making my stiffy come back with a vengeance. As the bell goes and everyone trundles out, I hang back, wanting to be last so I can discreetly reposition my cock so I don’t walk down the hallways with a tent.

As the last of the other students leave and Ms Rapinet is facing the other way, I take my opportunity to grab my cock and tuck it under my belt, then pull my shirt down as much as I can, I’ll definitely be stopping off at the restrooms to clear my system today!

Cock now safely stashed away I head for the door, but Ms Rapinet beckons me over to her desk, most likely to remind me to be more attentive. I smile and prepare for a speech which frankly, I’ve heard on more than one previous occasion.

As expected, she wants to give me a mild warning about not paying attention but funnily enough, all I can think about is how from this angle with me standing before her, while she sits at her desk, I have a very nice view of her cleavage. My boner starts throbbing a little more rapidly than a moment before. I try to look her in the eyes, but her deep chest canyon keeps calling to me, so I look out the window, not wanting to get into more trouble.

As I look back I’m sure I see hers eyes flit from my crotch to my face, and I immediately start turning red, the thought that she knows about my hard cock too embarrassing for words. Now I’m looking at her eyes but I’m still not listening to her as my mind chews over the situation: She’s a mature woman, I think to myself, of course she knows about my cock. She’s not blind and it's at her eye level, and now she’s still talking but with a smirk, she probably thinks I’m a silly little boy with no control who saw a classmate’s bottom.

My face red, Ms Rapinet continues her speech and I make myself listen, saying “Yes Ma’am,” at the appropriate times.

“...anyway, Jeff, I think you understand what I’m saying so I’d better let you go to your next class,” she says, then, glancing at her watch, “Oh, I see you’re already going to be a few minutes late for your next lesson so make sure you go straight to it. No detouring to the toilets, ok?”

And with that she picks up her books and paperwork and leaves the room, leaving me standing there alone and stunned, unable to process what I just heard. Was that a general comment because she’s noticed me stopping off at the bathrooms often after her classes? Or a subtle hint she knows what’s going through my mind when I’m looking at her?

The more I think about it the more I believe she must know, she’s mature and probably has this situation happen to her every year with a few of the male students, what with the amount of testosterone that must be in the air at any given time! And if that’s the case, was she politely telling me to stop with my hand shenanigans or just letting me know she knows...damn I wish I could read her mind and see if I had a chance, boy what a way that would be to lose my virginity!

It dawns on me that I’m still standing alone so I grab my stuff and exit. Ms Rapinet was right, I am late, so I head straight to my next class to avoid too much trouble, grinning at my mates as I enter to let them know no harm done. I take my seat and try to focus on the teacher, writing down the stuff I’m supposed to but only really doing it on automatic, my mind keeps wandering off to the topic of Ms Rapinet and how it would feel to cup her breasts and kiss them, playing with her nipples, making them stand out hard so I could suck them.

The class slowly finishes and with it being the last of the day I make my way home, walking a little faster than normal as I want to get this load out of my system. It’s making my balls feel like they want to explode. I get home and no-ones there as I expected, so I trot to my room and get my pants off, releasing my boner.

Moments later I’m on my bed with my eyes closed, pumping furiously, pretending it’s Ms Rapinet jerking me off, her cheeky smirk on her face as she begs me to come all over her face and breasts. I tell myself tomorrow I’ll try to get her to be with me, thinking I have a chance, this in itself turns me on harder and soon I’m gushing hot and creamy ropes of come all over my belly..

As I clean up I realise my plan to seduce her tomorrow was just a come fuelled fantasy, what I’ve just had is as close as I’ll ever get to boning her!

The rest of the day passes with no event, and the biggest highlight after my after school jerk off is the one I have just before going to sleep, happy as I close my eyes as I know that I have Ms Rapinet’s class in the last lesson tomorrow.

I wake up the next morning and prepare for school, happy as I always am when I know I have one of Ms Rapinet’s lessons that day.

The other lessons pass without incident, some better than others and break-times are good as the weather is great, so me and some friends hang out in the sun.

Finally last class comes along and we all pile in and take our seats, chatting and mucking around as we do until Ms Rapinet enters. She must be feeling the heat too as her skirt seems a few inches higher than yesterday’s, giving me a good view of her lower thighs, the slit in her skirt teasing me. She’s wearing a simple no sleeve top but on her it still looks sexy, her full breasts filling it out in the front very nicely, her cleavage making an appearance even with her relatively high cut neckline.

She looks at us all as we fall silent and as her eyes gloss over me I see no hint of yesterday’s smirk. Was I imagining it? She sits back against her desk and reads a phrase from her textbook, bringing her arms together to hold the book, pushing her boobs together a little more. Her shapely legs straight from her feet to her bottom, which is propped on the desk.

Her phrase said, she begins asking questions as to its meaning and we answer her, all in the style of a teacher teaching, really. A few minutes later, she hands out some papers with a few quiz questions on them, we are to do them silently, with no talking.

As Ms Rapinet returns to her desk she goes to put the remaining papers on it but she fumbles and they spill to the floor, she lets out a sigh of mild frustration and bends over to pick them up. Of course I can’t pass up this opportunity to perve on her tight ass as it wiggles in the air while she retrieves the papers. I see in the corner of my eye that my friends are getting an eyeful too, so I crack a joke by making groping gestures with my hands at her ass, then beating off gestures. This gets a laugh from the guys and it sounds quite loud in the silence of the room. Ms Rapinet turns and looks at us but we all have our heads down looking at our quizzes.

My cock trying to grow in my pants I focus on the quiz and the remainder of the class goes on by, the bell soon enough rings and we all prepare to leave, as it’s last class.

“Jeff, could you please stay behind for a bit?” I hear Ms Rapinet ask as I walk past her desk.

My friends all give me the elbow, making faces, letting me know they think I’m in trouble, which I probably am.

I go to Ms Rapinet’s desk and stand there waiting for her to look up from her papers as the rest of the class exits.

Finally the last of the others leave and Ms Rapinet speaks without looking up,  Jeff, please go and close the door.”

Thinking I must be in for a right yelling at this time I go and slide the door closed, realising that that this is the last room at the far end of the corridor, nobody else will be coming down this way until the cleaners arrive tonight sometime most likely.

I go and take up my position in front of her desk, unable to stop myself from sneaking a quick glance down her top, the smooth skin of her boobs looking so soft and tasty. She’s still writing something in her paperwork so I take a longer look, relishing the slight heave in her chest as she breathes. My cock twitches in warning but I don’t care, I can't pass up such a perfect chance to stare this long at her rack from this close.

Looking further down her tight body I can see her skirt has ridden quite high while she’s sat in her chair, I can clearly see her stockings end, the erotic straps of her garter disappearing up her skirt, running over the smooth skin of her thighs, I try to will her skirt to go a little higher, it looks like it only needs to raise a few more inches and I’d be able to see a flash of her panties!

My cock well and truly growing now, I hold my books in front of me, pressing against my crotch, trying to subdue him whilst simultaneously driving him mad with my perving on Ms Rapinet’s hot form.

Still not looking up, Ms Rapinet finally speaks, “Having a good look are we, Jeff?”

I stand there, stunned, unable to comprehend what I’ve just heard from her mouth!

“Do I need to repeat myself, Jeff?” She asks.

“Err, I don’t know what you mean, Ms Rapinet…” I fumble out.

“Oh please, I’m not stupid! All this year you’ve been getting more and more brazen with your ogling of my body! Earlier this class you gestured masturbating over my bottom, and just now you were staring at my chest! I can see you in the reflection of this steel container, do you see?” she tells and asks, her voice firm and sharp toned.

“Well, yes, but you see Ms Rapinet, I, uh...” My face is turning the colour of beetroot. I don’t know what to do! iIn my fantasies I swept her up in my arms and made wild love to her! The reality is quite different.

She at last looks at me, her face giving away nothing as to her feelings about this situation.

“Why must you continue to look at my body, Jeff? There are plenty of attractive young women in your year level, and you're not unattractive yourself, I’m sure you could find a girlfriend.”

“I’m sorry Ms Rapinet, but it’s like I can't help it! I love the idea of losing my virginity to a mature lady, someone who can teach me how to do it well, you just look so much more like a woman to me than the girls in my classes.” I blurt, becoming honest in my panic.

Glancing at the awkward way I’m holding my books against my crotch, she asks, “So am I right to assume that you’ve got an erection now, Jeff?”

“!” I say in my mind.

“Well, have you?” she demands, her sharp tone getting sharper..

“Yes, Ms Rapinet.” I whisper, wanting the earth to open up and swallow me! This was turning out to be a lot scarier in real life.

“Have you ever stroked your virgin cock while thinking of me, Jeff?” she asks, slowly getting up from her desk. Her tone stern, but not as sharp as a moment ago.

Still seemingly paralysed, I nod my head to the affirmative.

“And do you imagine you're having sex with me whilst you stroke yourself?” Now slowly approaching me, a wild glint in her eyes.

Again I nod.

“And as you come do you fantasise that your seed is gushing over me? All over these breasts of mine, perhaps? Or maybe all over my bottom, just after screwing me in doggy style?” She’s now in front of me and putting her hands on my shoulders, gently pushing me to sit back against a table.

To her last questions I simply nod again.

Staring into my eyes, she speaks again, but this time almost more to herself, “My husband left me 2 years ago, ran off with his young secretary, the little bitch.”

She goes quiet for a moment after that, seemingly lost in thought.

“Show me.”

“Uh, pardon, Ms Rapinet?”

“I said I want you to show me your virgin erection, Jeff.”

Frozen to the spot, all my bravado gone, I can’t believe she really wants me to pull out my cock and show it to her! Moments pass, with Ms Rapinet looking from my eyes to my crotch, waiting for me to act.

“Hmph,” She says, deep disappointment resonating off the one word, “Figures.”

Seeing my chance at a fantasy come true crumbling right before my eyes because of my inaction finally galvanises me. I put my books on the table, revealing my tent. Ms Rapinet takes a step back so I can undo my fly and belt. Closing my eyes tight, I grab my pants and boxers and yank them down in one swift movement, baring my stiff cock, pointing right at her.

“That’s a much larger cock than my ex-husbands.” she says matter of factly, her eyes feasting on my swollen member.

I slowly open mine to see if she’s mocking me, all my usual self-confidence has gone out the window, but no, her expression seems quite genuine, and as I realise I’m actually impressing my fantasy woman. I feel another gush of arousal sweep through me.

“Take off your shirt, Jeff, I want to see you naked.” She instructs me, a flush of colour running through her cheeks.

I do as she asks, her eyes poring over my body as I denude myself for her. She stands there, arms crossed, drinking me in, whilst I feel more than a little exposed!

“Well Jeff, your cock certainly doesn’t seem to have stage fright.” she comments, looking at my pulsing boner, “Tell me, I know you’re a virgin, but has it ever been touched by a girl?”

“No, Ms Rapinet. Some kissing is about all I’ve done, and played with some boobs...” I answer, telling her a lot more than I would’ve ever admitted to my friends.

“Would you like me to touch it?” she says, taking a step closer.

“Yes Ms Rapinet.” I breathe through clenched teeth, the excitement in my knob almost painful, it's so sensitive.

She reaches out slowly, and I prepare for the first woman ever to touch my cock, as her fingers touch the knob, I jerk back involuntarily, the zing of sensation that went through me almost indescribable, my lower belly full of butterflies.

I go to begin apologising but she silences me with a look, saying, “Don’t worry about that Jeff, it's perfectly natural, and it proves your not lying about being inexperienced, it's rather innocent.”

I blush a little but feel better.

She reaches out again and this time I’m ready for the twitch, so it isn’t quite as bad, her warm, soft hand wrapping around my hot knob. Very gently she cups my tight balls with her other hand as she strokes me lightly, my whole body twitching as I grow accustomed to another’s hands on my privates.

“How does that feel, Jeff?”

“Very nice, Ms Rapinet.” I answer, between shudders of pleasure.

“I bet you want to ejaculate already, don’t you?”

All I can do is nod my head, my body’s on fire, but in a very pleasant way!

“That’s quite all right, Jeff. In fact, it's what I expected. I would very much like to see your virgin cock coming, so don’t be scared to, I don’t care where it lands, just let it out.”

And with that her grip on me tightens a little and her strokes get a little faster. I would like to say I was a stallion but really it wasn’t even a minute, I didn’t care. It felt so good and she had asked me to come. Screwing my eyes tight, I buck against her hand, mock fucking it as the pressure in my balls increases. Moments later I let out an involuntary grunt as my cock spasms and gushes a stream of semen, going straight out before me and splashing over Ms Rapinet’s top, the second and third jerk releasing a salvo to land on her skirt, oozing down.

But Ms Rapinet’s hand doesn’t stop, she keeps on stroking, coercing every drop out of me, the last few dollops just oozing out and running over her hands, making a sticky white mess. The last of my bucks finally over, she releases my cock and begins wiping her hands on her top, leaving dark patches as my semen soaks into it.

“That was quite a lot of sperm, Jeff.” She states.

I Just nod, my cheeks flushed, my first hand job from someone else was better than I could have ever imagined!

Leaning back against the tables, I get my breath back, watching Ms Rapinet stare at my cock. It's now hanging loose, a drip of semen threatening to drop from the head, but not quite doing it.

Still staring at my cock Ms Rapinet asks, “No regrets Jeff? Not thinking that maybe you should have stuck to just fantasy?”

“No way, Ms Rapinet!” I blurt, the excellent feeling still lingering through my shaft making me a little light-headed.

She almost smiles and comes closer to me. “Would you like to touch me, Jeff?”

I get a sudden lump in my throat. I cough, then nod my head, looking at her body.

She takes my hands and guides them to her chest, her eyes never leaving mine, my brain yelling at me that I’m groping my teacher, I admit to myself that yes, that does appear to be the case!

Her breasts feel firm but supple beneath my hands, my thumbs able to feel her pert nipples even through a bra and top. Her hands go behind her and she unclasps her bra, moving it off her arms in those funny movements women do, before pulling it down and out from under her top, the change is subtle but nice, her nipples now punching through her top, her breasts moving a little but not sagging, just taking on a more natural shape. I cup them, feeling their erotic weight in my hands, amazed at the hardness of her nipples.

Ms Rapinet grabs her top and lifts it over her chest, making her boobs bounce as the top ‘pops’ over them. Something about the subtle movement driving me wild, aking my cock twitch. I put my face to her chest and suck one of her nipples, my first impression being of how good it tastes. Pressing her breasts together, I lick and suck them, wanting to bury my head between them. She grabs my head and strokes my hair, guiding my mouth to one nipple after another, her breathing now heavy and laboured.

My cock rising, I feast on her chest puppies as she places herself in front of me a little off center, so that one of my thighs is between her standing legs. She comes even closer, one hand raising her skirt, until her pantied pussy is against my thigh, the heat and wetness coming from it almost breaking my concentration on her breasts, but her hand holds my head in place, gently but firmly.

Never letting go of the back of my head, she continues guiding my mouth where to go as she begins slowly grinding her searing pussy against my thigh, the force she’s using telling me she’s serious, her breathing getting in rhythm with her grinding as she leaves a hot wet trail up and down, up and down.

It dawns on me that I think I’m about to witness my first female orgasm and it sends me into a frenzy of excitement. My efforts on her chest double as I try to keep her happy, her breathing increasing in speed with the increasing motion of her pelvic thrusts, little sounds now escaping her throat, my face buried in her chest, her grip on my head tightening.

“Oh, oh, oh, yes...” She begins to grunt with each exhalation of breath as her pussy burns up my thigh, her free hand reaching down and gripping my shaft, taking me by surprise but unable to respond as I have a mouth full of boob. Her grinding reaches a crescendo, her hand stroking my cock at the same pace, her grip on my head now very tight as her breathing seems to stop as she holds her breath for a moment...more...more...

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh!” She exhales in a long breath, her entire body shuddering violently as her orgasm tears through her, her pussy seeming to explode with wetness onto my thigh, her grip practically pushing my head through her chest, her orgasm continuing, sending me over the edge and with a yell muffled from her breasts I come also, her pumping hand sending my sperm flying up, to land over her lower body, heavy splashes landing on her now exposed thighs, some running down her tummy, her body’s shaking slowly abating as her hand firmly gripping my shaft squeezes out every last drop, making a mess of her hand, my heavy breathing within her breasts as they heave from her own heavy breathing. We stay like that for what seems minutes, her leaning against me, her soaking pussy resting against my thigh, before she untangles herself from me.

“That was the first orgasm I’ve had in over two years, Jeff. Thank you.”

“My..my pleasure.” I answer, trying to get my breath, watching as my seed runs down her body in a dozen different places.

Pulling her top down, Ms Rapinet speaks, “I think that’s enough fun for today, Jeff. We should get to our homes.”

Reluctantly, I agree, pulling up my pants and retrieving my shirt.

Ms Rapinet comes close to me and cups my balls in her hand through the fabric of my pants, sending a fresh swarm of butterflies flapping in my stomach.

“I had such a very pleasant time just now, Jeff, and I think you did too. Whilst I don’t regret it for a second, we really have to keep this as our little secret, ok?”

“Of course.” I agree.

“So no bragging to your friends about making the teacher come, ok?” she asks, looking deep into my eyes, maybe to see if I look the type that would do just that.

“Heh, as long as you don’t tell the other teachers about me ejaculating everywhere!” I joke back.

“Good boy.” she says, then leans in close and begins to kiss me, my nerves freezing me again so that I stand there, not responding, until her tongue enters my mouth and explores it, the heat from her lips melting my stage-fright, I kiss her back, our tongues wrestling, her lips are so soft. I put a hand to the back of her head, my other one sliding down her back, its destination her firm looking ass, but as I slide my hand under her cheek and squeeze, she disengages from me and takes a step back.

“No Jeff, I don’t want you getting hard again, or else you’ll have to walk home aroused.”

“Fair enough, I guess I’d better get moving.”

And with that we exit the room, a little paranoid about being seen. After walking a bit we come to a T in the corridor, one wing leading to the exit gates I go through, the other to the teachers car park. Acting like student/teacher again, we just nod at each other and go our separate ways.

*   *   *

Walking down the path just outside the school I smile to myself as I think about how the dull but pleasant ache in my balls is because my teacher made me come, twice! And had an orgasm of her own, on me! My brain deep in thought I don’t notice the car pull up beside me until a little honk from its horn startles me out of my daydream. Of course its Ms Rapinet, lowering her window.

“Do you want a lift?” She asks.

Seeing no one in the vicinity I walk to her car and hop in. Throwing me the briefest of smiles, Ms Rapinet takes it out of park and we head off down the road.

I check out her figure as she drives, grinning to myself as I see all the damp areas on her top and skirt, now slowly drying, her nipples big and obvious through her top. She mustn’t have put her bra back on, her boobs moving seductively as she drives, every little bump making them jiggle. Already I can feel my cock filling with blood.

“Where do you live, Jeff?”

“Only about twelve blocks from here, take the next left and then just keep going for a bit.”

Watching her legs flex and tense as she brakes and accelerates through the fairly empty streets, I think about how smooth her skin is on her thighs. Starting to feel a little more confident now, I slowly reach out and place a hand on her thigh, above her stocking but below her skirt, which is quite high from how she’s sitting anyway.

Ms Rapinet shoots me a quick glance but says nothing, so my hand creeps a little way under her skirt, relishing the feel of her woman’s body. My hand creeps some more until it finds the soaking wet mound of her pussy, still enwrapped in panty. My stiff cock now controlling me, I pull her panties aside, Ms Rapinet spreading her legs a little to help. My hand reaches out and I cup her mound, feeling a small triangle of soft hair, her pussy lips so smooth and and wet. I want to stick my fingers in but my nerve starts to go again, I’m just pressing my palm against her wet snatch, Ms Rapinet grinding slightly against me.

“Jeff,” she breathes, “You’re making me lustful again.”

Her driving slows down as she focuses more and more on her pelvic grindings against me, her nipples now well and truly popping through her top, her face all a-flush. She sees a worksite where a new house is being built and pulls into the driveway, parking in the semi-complete garage, which looks to give us great cover from both any neighbours and from the street.

Turning the car off, Ms Rapinet looks at me. “You’re not going to get in trouble if you’re a little late are you, Jeff?”

“No, Ms Rapinet, I’m not a baby!”

“That’s good, because I think we should have some more fun.”

Quietly moving into the back seat, giving us more room, Ms Rapinet reaches under her skirt and pulls down her panties, tossing them where I was sitting a moment ago.

“I want you to eat my pussy, Jeff.” she tells me, as she seductively hikes her skirt up, revealing all before me, her smooth pussy lips looking as tasty as they felt.

“Sure.” I reply. Never having had my mouth on a pussy before, I wait until Ms Rapinet is lying down on the seat, watching me watch her as she caresses herself, opening her pussy wide, exposing the pink within, glistening in the sunlight that’s filtering through into the garage.

I kneel onto the car floor, leaning with my elbow on the seat, her pussy now inches from my face, the smell so erotic, not fishy at all like I heard other guys joking before in the past, enjoying this chance to see a pussy this close, I simply stare for a while, enraptured.

Spreading her lips, Ms Rapinet speaks, “Do you see the little bud at the top of my lips, Jeff? Well that’s my clit, and I want you to lick it with you tongue. Go on, don’t be scared.”

Amazed at all the things I’m doing today for the first time, I put my mouth to her clit, and lick it softly, getting a moan of approval from her mouth. I continue this until she instructs further: “Now suck it, Jeff. Harder than the licks.”

I do as I’m told, making her moans a little more pronounced, her hips lightly gyrating. “Now nibble my pussy lips a bit, dart your tongue into me, as deep as you can. Taste me, Jeff.”

My cock throbbing hard I continue my first pussy eating session, Ms Rapinet’s hands now tweaking and squeezing her boobs and nipples, her eyes closed as she enjoys my attentions.

Her words guiding me, my tongue and mouth happily listening to her instructions, five minutes later I’m able to bring the first woman I’ve ever gone down on to orgasm, her hands grasping my head and holding me against her sex while she grinds herself against me, her pussy coating my mouth in her musky sweetness.

Slightly exhausted, especially feeling it in my jaw, I get off my knees and sit on the seat, Ms Rapinet making room for me.

Grabbing my belt, she unbuckles it and pulls down my zip, opening my pants. Taking my cue, I slide my pants and boxers down around my knees, my hard cock standing proud before her.

Her hand reaches out and grabs it, giving it a test squeeze. Seeming to be happy with my hardness, she moves until her head is above my lap and a moment later without saying a word, she starts sucking my dick! I’ve never felt such intensity of feeling on my cock before and I actually cry out in stunned shock, barely able to believe such a feeling could exist!

Ms Rapinet, her hand gripping my base, sucks me deeply and hard, really putting a tight seal on my cock. Her head bobbing rapidly, I find myself grabbing her hair and grunting, my pelvis bucking into her mouth without thinking about it. Her other hand comes out of nowhere and starts playing with my balls, sending me almost immediately over the edge.

“Oh fuck!” I yell out, almost as much from the shock of how quickly my orgasm hits me as the orgasm itself. Without any time to even think about warning her, I start coming in Ms Rapinets mouth, my seed feeling like it’s exiting at a million miles an hour, and red hot. Thrusting into her mouth, all I can do is ride it out as I grunt with each spurt, my body vibrating with pleasure.

Her mouth staying wrapped around my shaft, Ms Rapinet swallows every drop my eager cock gives her, her hand gripping the base tightly and working upwards, coaxing the last few drops left in my manhood out. With a popping noise her mouth releases my cock and she sits up, giving me an almost smug grin.

“You came very quickly, Jeff.” she says. She looks very pleased with herself.

“That was...I mean...holy shit!” I blubber, still reeling from my first ever blowjob, but feeling myself instantly becoming a lifelong fan.

“Very succinct.” She says, with almost a chortle.

Dressed and back in the front seat, Ms Rapinet drives me home, stopping a few houses short of my place. Telling me she’ll see me at class tomorrow, her voice and actions all professional now, betraying nothing about what we were doing to each other a few minutes earlier.

No one’s home but me, so I go to my room and relax, enjoying the empty feeling in my sack. It somehow feels different having empty balls because someone else drained them compared to when you jerk off, I notice. More empty. This doesn’t stop me from beating off though just before I go to sleep later that night, my mind filled with memories of the inside of Ms Rapinets car as I climax.

*   *   *

Next morning I wake up and go through the usual routine of preparing for college, everything usual that is, except for my thoughts, which are a little more ‘adult’ than normal, wondering if sometime today I may lose my virginity.

I get to college, and, as is quite often the case the day is uneventful and almost boring in parts until I get to Ms Rapinet’s class, my cheeks flushing as I think about how her breasts would look, free of her bra and top, her medium length skirt unable to stop me from remembering her shapely ass bare of clothing, her pussy’s sweet taste.

During the lesson I form a crude plan, basically entailing that I misbehave enough to warrant Ms Rapinet holding me back after class. I begin by telling coarse jokes, loud enough for everyone to hear. Ms Rapinet shoots me a warning glance but I continue, pretty sure she’s on the same wavelength as me. After ten minutes of acting the clown, she speaks.

“If you don’t stop talking Jeff, you’ll be forfeiting your lunch break to stay in this classroom and write text from your book, understand?”

“Yes, Ms Rapinet.” I answer, wanting to grin but thinking that may be to blatant.

Within minutes I’m playing up again and then being told that I will be staying right here during lunch, due to my continued bad behaviour. Much to my happiness!

The next twenty minutes seem to last for hours as I wait for the bell to siren. When it finally does, everyone else piles out of the room, my friends again poking faces and laughing at my lunchtime incarceration. If only they knew the truth, and how happy I am to be held back.

The last few people exiting the corridor, Ms Rapinet and I are left alone, with her going and closing the door as I go and sit at the table directly in front of her desk. Sitting back down, she looks at me with a wry smile, her hand going down to her skirt. Pulling it up at the front while she sits, my eyes glued to the scene, she lifts them up more, until she reveals her unclothed pussy, no underwear covering them, her lips puffy and swollen, her arousal obviously high.

“Are you ready for a lunchtime lesson, Jeff?”

Looking at her smooth pussy, its lips seeming to glisten, how can I say anything but yes?

“You like looking at my pussy, don’t you, Jeff?”

“Yes, very much Ms Rapinet.”

“Is it getting you hard?”

“Yes, very much that too, Ms Rapinet.”

“Good, it makes my whole crotch glow with heat knowing a young man with a sexy cock is wanting me, wanting my pussy, making it wetter than its been in a long time. You do want my pussy, don’t you?”

“Of course, Ms Rapinet, it's all I’ve been able to think of for the last 24 hours!”

“I think you should show me your erection again, Jeff, but it's risky right here, come with me.” And with that she drops her skirt back down, rises from the chair and walks to the back of the classroom, going to the door leading to a small storage area.

Fishing out a key, she unlocks the door and enters the dark space, flicking on the lights before she pops her head out and says loudly for the benefit of anyone who happened to be within earshot that she needs me to help her carry some things. I keenly enter the small room, pushing the door closed behind me.

Ms Rapinet makes herself comfortable sitting on some boxes, lifting her skirt again so that I can see her pussy, the low watt light still giving me plenty to see and enjoy.

“Show me your cock, Jeff. I want to see how hard I’ve made you.”

Still a little nervous despite myself, I undo and pull down my pants and underwear, stepping out of them, my fully erect cock throbbing to my heartbeat. Ms Rapinet motions for me to come closer to her, I take another step toward her, my cock now close to her face.

“You have an attractive dick, Jeff. Many men have somewhat ugly cocks, but yours is quite alluring.” She comments, gently taking hold of it and giving it a general inspection, her touch still creating butterflies within me, her smooth hand cupping my balls, seeming to weigh them. One hand goes to her pussy and she plays with herself without thinking as she slowly strokes my shaft, her eyes roving over it. A little pre-cum dribbles from my knob, she smears it over my length with her thumb, her eyes now lifting to meet mine.

“Would you like to fuck me, Jeff?”

“Y...yes, Ms Rapinet.” I answer, unable to stop the slight stammer. Is this it? The big one? Am I actually about to have sex for the first time?

“You want to put your virgin cock inside my pussy? You want to feel her wrapped around your hard on, milking you?” She asks, reaching out to touch the head of my cock with her fingertips, sending a shiver through me.

“Yes, Ms Rapinet.”

“Come closer, stand right between my legs, Jeff.” She commands.

I move forward, placing myself between her legs, which she wraps around me. My cock is just inches from her wet sex. Ms Rapinet leans forward so she can put her hands on my ass, so now I’m fairly encircled by her sexy frame.

Pulling me closer, she says the words I’ve longed to hear: “Fuck me, Jeff. Push it inside me.”

Pushing my hips forward, my knob makes contact with her moist pussy lips and I instantly feel a shock of pleasure run through my entire body. Watching me with mild amusement on her face, she urges me to go in deeper, her hands on my ass pulling me further in.

My whole body alight, I push my manhood deeper into Ms Rapinet, looking down and watching with wonder as my cock disappears inside her, between her velvet lips.

“Now pull it most of the way out and slide it back in. But take your time, Jeff, enjoy it. Pace yourself.”

Doing as she says, I slowly extract most of my length, her pussy feeling like it’s trying to keep ahold of my cock. It’s almost harder pulling it out than pushing it in. Every inch of my dick is made of pure electricity, I can’t fathom how good it feels.

I push it in and pull it out a few more times, slowly. It feels so good I can’t trust myself not to come if I’m not careful. Most of the time I’m watching my cock as it goes in and out of Ms Rapinet’s pussy, but whenever I make eye contact with her she looks amused.

“It feels so good, Ms Rapinet.” I confide to her.

Wordlessly, she grabs my butt harder and pulls me into her, my cock fully embedded inside her pussy, then one of her hands grabs the back of my head and she starts kissing me. I return the kiss, awkwardly at first but getting into her rhythm. My arms wrap around her, our passion increasing.

She starts bucking her pelvis, fucking my shaft with her sex, it feels so good and I can feel my orgasm immediately rising, I’m barely going to last seconds with this level of pleasure.

Pulling away from her mouth, I gasp that I’m going to come.

“Shut up and fill me with it Jeff!” comes her sharp answer.

Unable to hold it in, wanting this fuck to last forever but instead ending now, I hold Ms Rapinet tight, my hands going under her ass, practically lifting her off the boxes as I pound my cock into her, three pumps, four pumps and then I come. My body jerking in spasms as I shoot deep into her, an animal cry coming out of my throat and into her mouth, the slap slap slap of my body against hers as I try to empty every last drop of my seed inside her. She keeps her legs wrapped around me the whole time, not giving me the option of not coming inside her. Leaning forward as I come, my weight bearing down on her as I lose myself to the moment. Fucking her into the boxes with my lustful thrusting.

Standing there, still inside her, my body trembling every now and then as a nerve ending gets tickled from her shifting pussy on my knob, I breathe heavily. I’m not a virgin! My cock has been inside a vagina. In fact, it’s still inside a vagina.

“Did you enjoy that, Jeff?” Ms Rapinet asks, flexing her pussy around my shaft. At least I think that’s what she’s doing.

“Yeah. Wow. I mean...yeah.” I bumble, seemingly not much good with talking after orgasm, I’m learning.

“You did good for your first time, you’d be amazed how many boys come as soon as they put it in. We had actual sex, not just a technical penetration.” She informs me, finally releasing her legs and hands from around me, watching as my now flaccid cock slides out of her pussy and swings wetly between my legs.

“Get dressed Jeff, we need to clean ourselves up before lunch is over, I have a class at the bell.” She tells me, pushing me back a little so she can dismount from the boxes.

Still in my post orgasm blank state, I remember where I am and who I just had sex with.

Putting on my clothes, Ms Rapinet stops me for a moment to place a long deep kiss on my lips, before saying, “That really was a good first try, Jeff. I’d like you to keep practising though. Shall we say lunchtime tomorrow?”

“You bet, Ms Rapinet!” I answer, my happiness written all over my face.

“Good, we’ll soon have you fucking like a champion, just you see.”

Watching her walk out of the store room, her perfect ass tempting me from within her skirt, I can’t help but think the rest of my time at college is going to be nothing short of fantastic!

END

------------------------------

MY BEST FRIEND'S SON

I couldn’t believe it, my bastard pig of a husband was cheating on me! 20 years of marriage and he throws it all away on some silly girl with big tits and no morals. And it couldn’t be more cliche, his secretary! I had noticed her a few times when I came in to see him at work, acting far too familiar with my husband and smirking at me like she knew a juicy secret that I wasn’t privy to. Which obviously she did, the little slut. Without a care in the world she came along and destroyed over two decades of marriage, simply because she could.

He didn’t even try to deny it when I finally confronted him, actually acting more like he was relieved to finally be caught, his head hanging low and his eyes unable to meet mine. But at no point did he say he was going to change, that he would stop seeing her. He apologized for hurting me, and he said he was sorry I had to find out this way, but at no point did he speak like he was trying to keep me. That’s when I realised it was over, he didn’t even want to be with me anymore, he had just been too much of a coward to tell me, letting his floozy do the demolition work on our marriage instead.

Throwing him out of our house (mine soon, you bastard!
) I fell to the floor and wept, great hacking sobs that shook my body, wailing like an injured lioness, the pain of loss a physical feeling wracking through me. Literally crawling to the couch, I pulled myself up and curled into a tight ball, hugging my knees to my chest and crying. Eventually exhausting myself, I fell into a shallow, nightmarish sleep where my entire life had been turned upside down.

Waking up a few hours later, for a few beautiful moments life was normal until everything came rushing back and a dark cloud of gloom descended over me. Padding through the house I saw all the things that are part of my co-existence with John, my soon to be ex-husband. Very nearly everything here is connected to him in some way. Every item a reminder of the man who has hurt me so much.

Taking a long shower, letting the hot water cascade over me, I feel that I need to get out of this house for a while and clear my head with a friendly and familiar face. Drying off and feeling a little better as I know I will be soon in the comforting embrace of my best friend Sally, whom I’ve been friends with since high school.

Driving across town to Sally’s, I let the windows down and the radio blare, singing at the top of my lungs and wondering how long John’s floozy will take to get bored of him and leave him heartbroken as he has done to me. Pulling into the driveway I look forward to a coffee with a close friend and some serious dissecting of just what it is that is wrong with men. Are they bastards all or just too simple for their own good?

I ring the doorbell. An ally in this time of feeling under attack, just what I need. Instead of Sally answering her door though, it’s her son, Stephen. I’ve known him since the day he was born and have watched him grow up into a fine young man, his 21st Birthday coming in just over a month. Stephen is handsome and well built, with a natural confidence and cheeky smile, his bright blue eyes made all the more striking by his shock of thick black hair. Still remembering him as a weedy 10 year old with a squeaky voice, I smile at this familiar face. Here is one of the few men, albeit a young one right now, that will be ok, his mother has raised him all by herself herself as a caring, empathetic gentleman.

“Hi Dianne! I haven’t seen you in a while.” He bubbles, young energy pouring off him. Standing aside to let me in.

“Hi Stephen. No, you’re always out with your friends when your mother and myself hang out, too young and free to be cooped up inside a house.” I answer with a smile, entering the familiar and safe surroundings of Sally’s house.

“Haha, true. You want something to drink? Mum’s out shopping I think, she only just left though so she’ll probably be ages.”

“Oh,” I reply, suddenly feeling awash in a fresh wave of sadness. I had so hoped to be holding onto Sally by now, crying in her arms while she told me everything was going to be alright. I feel my eyes tearing up and I look away, not wanting to inflict my grown up problems on Stephen, not wanting him to see me like this, “That’s ok, I can come back later.” I choke out.

“Hey, Dianne? Dianne? Are you ok?” Stephen says, approaching me, trying to look me in the eyes, his young brow furrowed in concern.

Still turning away from him, I head back to the door, wanting to get out before I begin sobbing in front of him. I get to the door but it’s too late, great big heaving sobs starts escaping me. I stand there feeling foolish, as with my head against the door I cry, my tears running down my face and dripping off my chin.

I feel Stephen’s arm around my shoulder and he brings his face in close, talking to me, but I turn my face away, not wanting him to see me with my red puffy eyes, terrified at how bad I must look right now, runny nose and all.

“It’s ok, Dianne, it’s ok.” He tells me, rubbing my shoulder, “Tell you what, let’s sit down and we can call my mom. I’m sure she can be here pretty quick. We’ll sort this out.”

Nodding, liking the idea of Sally being here for me, I let Stephen guide me to the couch, still hiding my face. Without being prompted, he brings me a box of tissues and I gratefully take them, burying my face into a few and trying to clean the worst of my blubbering.

“I’m so, so, sorry to do this to you, Stephen,” I say between sniffs, “What must you think of me?”

“Hey, no need to apologise, Dianne,” He answers, fishing out his phone from his pocket, looking at me with his most comforting face, “Let's just focus on getting mom here, ok? Then I think a coffee might be in order, yes?” He finishes with a smile. He really is a caring young man. I see nothing but genuine concern in his expression, not hint of ‘aww man, why me?’.


“A coffee would be fantastic.” I answer, reaching for my 7th tissue. As I blow my nose one more time, we both hear the sounds of Sally’s phone coming from the kitchen counter.

“Mom’s left her phone home again,” Stephen tells me apologetically, but rallies well, adding: “But I can still make that coffee?”

“Yes please, Stephen. I’d love a coffee.”

I sit and compose myself a little as Stephen disappears into the kitchen. Sally probably won't be home for a couple of hours if she just left recently. I accept the fact that I won’t be able to lean on her shoulder just yet and decide to make the best of it. I’m going to enjoy a coffee with Stephen, and then do some shopping myself, maybe even get a haircut. Today will be a me day. I feel I’ve earned it.

Coming back into the living room with two coffees, Stephen sits next to me on the couch and hands me one, sipping from his.

“So, can I ask what’s wrong, Dianne? I don’t want to pry, but I’ve known you all my life and I hate seeing you so upset.”

“It’s John, Stephen,” I say, deciding to confide in him, needing to tell someone, “He’s been cheating on me with someone your age. My marriage is over. We got married the same year you were born.”

Stephen lets out a big breath, “Wow, that’s pretty big,” He reaches out and puts a strong arm around me, “I’m really not sure what to say.”

I lean into him and put my head on his shoulder, happy for the comfort it brings, the warmth of my coffee heating my hands nicely. Stephen rubs my shoulder gently, his hand broad and firm.

“He’s made me feel so old and useless, so easily replaced by a pair of younger tits. I know I’m not a 20 something, but I never let the fact I was married be an excuse to let myself go. Am I really that terrible now?” I say, my voice breaking a little as I pick at the open wound.

“No Dianne, not at all!” Stephen assures me, “You’ve still got it, he’s obviously just too stupid to know a good thing when he’s onto one.”

“You’re very sweet, Stephen, but I’ve met his new girl. She really is very attractive, although obviously a total bitch of a person.” I say, unwilling to be convinced just yet.

“I swear, Dianne, you’re totally hot too. I could tell you some things that would surprise you.”

“Oh? Like what?” I ask, wondering what he’s talking about.

“Umm, actually, I probably shouldn’t have said that. I just want you to feel better but that would be really inappropriate.” He answers, and I can feel him heating up through my head on his shoulder.

“No, please, go on Stephen. I’m curious now.”

“It’s pretty rude actually, Dianne. The last thing I want to do is offend you.”

“You won’t offend me, Stephen. Tell me what this big surprise it.” I tell him, lifting my head to look at him. He’s gone rather red, his face flushed.

Sipping his coffee, delaying the moment. He finally speaks, “Well Dianne, you were actually the first person I ever...you know...touched myself to
.” His eyes meeting mine, his cheeky grin growing as he admits it.

“Get away! No I wasn’t!” I retort, unable to believe this young man may have pleasured himself thinking of me.

“It’s true. You had come around and you were wearing a really loose dress, it was yellow. You went to the bathroom and when you came out, it was caught at the back in your panties, I saw your whole bottom as you walked past my bedroom. I followed you down the hallway staring at it. It was so sexy and I didn’t understand. You got back to the kitchen and mom told you and you both laughed at my expression. But I went back to my room and jerked off for the first time, thinking about your bum and how perfect it looked in those white panties.”

I sit and stare at Stephen. If he’s just making this up to make me feel better, he’s a very good actor. I try but I can’t even remember the moment he’s talking about.

“I’m flattered, Stephen, but I can’t even remember that! And anyway, it was a long time ago, I’m much older now.”

“That wasn’t the only time, actually.” He admits, looking at me with his piercing blue eyes.

Feeling flushed myself, but extremely curious, I need to know more. I never thought I was the object of someone’s secret desires. To think of Stephen, lying on his bed, stroking himself to me was quite a revelation.

“Please tell me, Stephen,” I ask him, adding, “This really is making me feel better.”

“Well, to be honest, it’s happened more times than I can count. I remember having a bunch after seeing you asleep in the spare room. You’d stayed the night and the blanket had come off you. You only had panties on and I could see your boobs. That was the first time I saw boobs in real life. I actually jerked off right there in the doorway, really quietly. Then again when I got back to my room, and...I don’t know, dozens of times after that over the next week or so.”

‘You masturbated dozens of times just from seeing my breasts?” I ask. I can feel myself warming up and I like it. What great revenge it would be on John, to fuck a man half his age and with a much better body! Much more handsome too, I think to myself, as I watch Stephen’s eyes glaze over as he remembers himself jerking off to thoughts of me.

“Probably more like hundreds if you think about it. 3-5 times a day for most of my teens would add up haha. There was another time” He continues happily, “When you and mom and me went to the beach, I had to sneak off to the toilets every half an hour that day. Another time, I was sitting down and you came up behind me to give me a hug and your boobs pushed into my back and I could feel your nipples, that was pretty awesome.”

As I sit there, Stephen continues to rattle off time after time during his adolescence that I’ve caused him to become so horny that he’s had to jerk off. Some of the times I remember, but most I do not. Fascinated to hear these small pockets of history, forgotten possibly that very day by me but remembered for years by him. A time I leant down in the summer without a bra in front of him to pick up a magazine off the coffee table and he saw my entire breasts, swinging freely in my loose tank top and he had rushed off before I saw his boner so he could jerk it. Even spying on me in the shower, he admits, a little sheepishly but blaming that on teenage hormones and in truth, I’m far from offended, I’m looking at Stephen differently. This young hunk has possibly spilled more seed over me in his mind that John ever did in 20 years. The very thought of his ripped body, tensing as he shoots, his mind filled with images of me, making me squirm as I sit next to him. The atmosphere subtly shifting from that of a young man trying to cheer up an older lady to that of a young stud seducing.

Feeling the friction happening between us, I ask the leading question: Do you still jerk off while thinking about me?

Putting his coffee down on the table, he nods his head with a smile and admits that yes, I still feature in his solo fantasies.

“Really? What’s the last thing I did that gave you ammunition for your spank bank?” I ask, hoping I’ve got the terms right.

“About two months ago, you came around and I was out the front watering the garden for mom, and when you got out of your car I could see up your dress and I saw the flash of your white panties. I finished the watering first, but I jerked off straight after while you were still here with mom.”

I remember that visit, because I remember Stephen being out the front, watering. But I had no idea that I’d flashed him, or that while I was sitting there laughing with Sally, this well built stud was stroking his dick, imagining his load all over me. I squirm a little more and I can feel just how sopping wet I am. I’m feeling wetter than I’ve been in years, and it’s all thanks to this young man sitting right next to me, no longer Sally’s son, but a virile man in his own right, his muscular body calling to me, begging me to touch it.

I’m moments away from initiating a more intimate kind of contact with him, something more than a comforting arm around the shoulder, when Stephen beats me to it, placing his hand softly on my leg, looking at me as he does so, my body filling with butterflies at his touch.

Staring deep into my eyes, penetrating me with his stare, Stephen speaks to me, his voice barely a whisper.

“Dianne. I want you.”

Fluttering at each word, knowing this handsome buck is turned on by me, I can’t answer but simply put my hands on his, squeezing it, holding it, before bringing it up to my mouth and kissing it, my eyes never leaving his.

Leaning in he moves our hands and we kiss, a little fumbling at first, but soon getting the hang of each other and with rapidly increasing desperation. The first lips on mine other than John’s in 20 years, filling me with exhilaration. His broad hand on the side of my face, holding me softly as we kiss, his tongue darting a little into my mouth, testing to see if I do that. Enflamed, my tongue responds, licking back, flicking against his.

My hands rove over his powerful masculine chest, so firm and sexy, running up and down his arms, feeling their strength. Needing to see him topless I start pulling off his shirt and he takes it the rest of the way, whipping it off and throwing it to the ground. I admire his taut physique, seen a million times before but never in this context. He’s beautiful. Grabbing my top, he lifts it off me, and I feel a moment’s trepidation, thinking I wont be good enough in real life compared to the fantasy that lives in Stephen’s head. Baring my skin to him, I watch his hungry eyes fill with me, and he makes the most sexual sound of lust deep in his throat that I’ve ever heard and I realise there’s no need to worry, he’s just as aroused right now as I am.

Planting his face in my cleavage, his hands wrap around my back and he unfastens my bra, freeing my boobs. Pulling back to admire them for a moment before he grabs them with both hands, bringing them close to his mouth, feeling him suck and tease my nipples, his tongue swirling around them, making them stand to attention.

My hands scrabble at his pants and I start pulling them down, Stephen lifting his butt to let me get them right off. My hands running up his thighs, my fingertips teasing his skin, I get to his swollen manhood. It’s a good size, already hard as a rock and throbs under my palm as I grab it. Stephen sighs into my boobs as I stroke him, jerking his pelvis against my hand. His fat knob red hot under my fingertips as I play with it. His balls are big and tight, close to his body, smooth to the touch as I tease them too.

Grabbing my pants, Stephen soon has them off and I sit there in my panties watching him feast his eyes on my body, his cock pulsing with his heartbeat. White panties the only stitch of clothing I have on. Feeling like he’s been properly fed on me, I want to feed now and I push him down onto his back on the couch, wanting his fat shaft in my mouth. Grabbing his cock at the root, I pump it a few times before my mouth makes contact and I suck him hard and deep, relishing the sounds of stunned amazement that escape his throat, his knob filling my mouth, his cock and pre-come tasting delicious. Bobbing my head as I slurp on him, I want to make this young buck come, and hard, deep down my throat. I want to taste him inside me.

Playing with his balls as I suck, I feel his hands grabbing my hair and he starts to fuck me back. I look up and he has his head thrown back, eyes screwed shut in pleasure. Rolling my tongue around on his cock head, I hear him grunt and feel his balls tighten even more as he grabs my hair harder and bucks into me, coming hard. I feel his load hit the back of my mouth and I swallow as much as I can, feeling his powerful arms hold me in place while he loses himself to his orgasm.

Kissing his dick and making him twitch in post orgasm sensitivity, I give him a cheshire cat grin, while he looks back with dewey eyes, his breathing deep.

“My god, Dianne.” Is all he can say.

I just chuckle and lick his fat balls, making him jolt again. Sitting up, he grabs me and starts peeling off my panties, pushing me onto my back now, my sex becoming exposed to him as he spreads my legs, working himself between them. My pussy soaking, my lips glistening for him in the sunbeams piercing through the window. Leaning down he buries his face between my legs, kissing my thighs and nuzzling my triangle of hair, teasing me and not quite kissing my aching pussy. Finally his mouth wraps around my hood and he sucks my clit, his tongue flicking it and I gasp is pleasure. Moving up and down, he licks my lips before penetrating me with his tongue, tasting me. His moans into me, letting me know he’s happy, his mouth roving over my sex. Sucking on my clit I feel as he penetrates me with two of his thick fingers, his other hand coming up to tease and squeeze my nipples.

My hands on his broad shoulders, I guide him as he eats me out. My legs wide and akimbo, my sex gushing for him. Grabbing the back of his head and pushing him in deeper, I feel the tightness inside me begin as my orgasm impends, my pelvis grinding against him with as much need as his mouth has for my pussy.

“Ugh, don’t stop...don’t stop...I’m so close.
” I whimper, my legs getting heavy and my muscles tensing as I get to the edge.

Curling his fingers, Stephen makes contact with my g-spot and rubs it, sending me over the edge and having me bucking wildly against his face just seconds later, my orgasm rushing through me, making me hold his head hard against my sex as I come on him, coating his tongue, mouth and face with my body. Shaking violently, trembling in pleasure against him Stephen never stops sucking and licking, emptying me right out onto him, prolonging my orgasm until I can’t take any more and I pull his head away from my grateful pussy.

Breathing deeply, Stephen kisses my sex, lapping at its trickles while I regain my own breath. My hand idly stroking his thick hair, my pussy twitching with delight and fulfilment. I can’t remember the last time John has ever made me come so hard. With a final kiss of my thigh, Stephen sits up, his eyes still going from my breasts to my sex, possibly unable to believe that he’s actually seeing them and not wanting to look away in case they’re not there when he looks back.

Standing up, his pretty cock swinging, he holds out his hand and offers me to take it. Grabbing his hand, he helps me off the couch and walks me down the hallway, holding my hand behind him as I follow his lead and he takes me to his room.

Standing me in front of his bed, he turns me to face him and leans in, kissing me softly, more gently than before, his hands on my shoulders, before they move down to my hips. I put my arms around him and kiss back, taking my time, enjoying his sweet tasting mouth and his perfect lips. He grabs a breast and toys with it, his other hand squeezing my ass. I squeeze his ass in return and pull us together, our bodies hard against one another now. Our kissing intensifying, I feel pressure against my belly as I realise that he’s getting hard again already. I’d forgotten how quickly young men can recover, and make just enough space between us that I can reach down and make sure I’m not imagining things. Sure enough, a cock as hard as it was five minutes ago greets my hand hotly, it’s pulse a physical thing.

Suddenly Stephen has scooped me up and is holding me in his arms, grinning broadly as he steps onto his bed before lowering me down on the pillows. Standing before me like this, as large as life, I marvel at how handsome he is and how lovely a cock he has been blessed with. Lying down next to me we resume kissing, his hand roving up and down my body. When his questing fingers get to my crotch I open my legs immediately for him, wanting him to take me. Rubbing my clit with a firm but not rough circular motion, he stops kissing me and smiles, before getting between my legs and lowering himself onto me, keeping his weight off with one arm.

With a slight look of concentration, he guides himself into me, my hands running up and down his back, my eyes saying yes as loud as they can. His knob pushes inside me and we both let out moans of pleasure, the heat from his manhood toasting my lips and the heat from my sex engulfing his knob. Inside me now, his expression of concentration is replaced with a smile as he teasingly fucks me slow, relishing every inch of himself slowly disappearing inside me. My pussy feels more filled than it has in decades, his girth stretching me, giving me a level of intensity inside I’m not sure I’ve ever felt before now. Working up a steady rhythm, my hands on his back, he starts to thrust inside me, his cock’s rapid entry and exit making me gasp in unaccustomed pleasure.

My legs open wide and high up for him, I grab his perfect ass as he plunges inside me, biting his lower lip as he does so, looking so cute as he fucks me, his muscles bunching as he impales me with his thick manhood.

Sliding his cock out he turns me on my side and re-enters me, moving my thighs up closer to my chest. He’s deeper now and I start grunting with each of his thrusts, his cock exploring parts of my sex John’s never could. Leaning down, kissing my shoulder as he fucks me, his hands full of my ass and boobs.

Pulling out of me again, he rolls me over some more and now I’m on my tummy. He pushes inside me and I feel his thick cock pressing against my g-spot from this angle and let out a muffled groan. Stephen grabs my hands and puts them above my head, holding them there as he pounds into me, taking full control. His legs on either side of my thighs he plunges into me again and again, my feet curling, about the only part of me I can move. Turning my head I gasp at the intensity of his fucking, my body heating up and another orgasm welling inside me. Lowering himself and putting some of his weight on me, he kisses the exposed side of my face, his muscular chest pressed against my back as his abdomen slaps into my butt with each deep thrust. His one hand holding my two in place above my head, against the pillows as he plows away.

Being taken so completely, so utterly drives me wild and I beg Stephen to fuck me harder, beg him to let me come again. In response he fucks me deeper, his cock buzzing against my g-spot with every downward thrust and I feel my pussy clenching around his girth as my next orgasm takes hold.

Shaking but unable to move, squirming but unable to break free, I have my orgasm all over Stephen’s manhood, a long loud moan of pleasure barking out of me as I come, Stephen’s constant plunging driving my orgasm on and on, the wet slaps getting wetter as I add more juice to the fucking. My toes twitching, my legs trembling, I almost cry with pleasure as another wave goes through me, gasping for air, part of me wanting him to stop so I can breath but most of me wanting him to continue forever. He sends another wave through me and I feel my hands clench and unclench under his, as my orgasms take total control, reducing me to a twitching, spasming mess of grunts and moans, my pussy vibrating around his dick.

Lying on top of me, Stephen releases my hands and I flop them down around my sides, panting. His cock hard and still inside me, he gives me a moment to recover before pulling himself out, and rolling me over onto my back, where he spreads my legs and gets on top of me. His turn, I can see in his eyes and he pushes himself inside me, kissing me as he quickly works himself up to his own orgasm, his arms wrapped around me.

Fucking me faster and faster, he breathes into my ear, telling me he wants to come.

“Yes, Baby, come inside me.” I beg him and moments later he bucks against me as he drains his balls inside me, his handsome face screwing up tight with the release of his load, his ass flexed tight under my hands as he fills me, his cock pulsing within my sex.

Breathing into my shoulder, Stephen recovers from his own orgasm and rolls off me, putting one arm under his head as he basks in the afterglow. I roll onto my side put my head on his chest, his other arm wrapping around me. I run my hand up and down his stomach, enjoying it’s firm bumps.

We lay there for a good five minutes, just enjoying the sounds of the outside world as they trickle in through the window. A car going past. Someone cutting their lawn. A bird calling somewhere nearby.

“How do you feel, Dianne?” Stephen asks, breaking the comfortable silence, his fingertips toying with my hair.

“Better than I have in years, Stephen.” I answer him, and it’s the truth. A great pressure that I didn’t even know was inside me has been released, making me feel free and relaxed. Not just sexually, although the sex we just had was amazing, but a pressure in my mind as well. Not sure how to explain that to a young man, I leave my answer as it is without trying to delve further.

Stephen chuckles and holds me tighter for a second. “Me too. I never, ever
 thought I would get to do this. I keep expecting to wake up with sticky boxers and realize this was all another wet dream.”

“Haha, on that note, you do understand we can never
 tell your mother, yes?”

“Of course, I’ve never told her about the 7 million times I’ve jerked off to her best friend, so I’m not about to tell her we‘ve actually slept together now.” He answers me with a smile, and I can tell from his tone our secret is safe. I love Sally and would never want to hurt her, as strange as it sounds having done what I’ve just done. I didn’t realise how much I needed this and it just happened to be Stephen that was the perfect release valve for me.

Taking his arm out from under his head, he starts stroking my breasts and I notice his cock starting to slowly stand up.

“We’ve got at least an hour before my mom comes home, Dianne. What do you say we go one more time before we act like this never happened?” He asks, his cock growing longer and fatter by the second.

“Well, since it is
 a once-off, I should probably get my money’s worth.” I joke, grabbing his cock and feeling it twitch…

END

------------------------------

MILF NEXT DOOR TAKES IT FROM BEHIND

It was pouring with rain and I was soaked through. Running from the bus stop to my home, keeping my head tucked in to keep the rain from lashing at my eyes as I trotted along the sidewalk in the early evening gloom I couldn’t believe my shitty luck, getting caught in a summer shower. The weather app had promised nothing but sunny skies today. As a result, if the people whose houses I was jogging past happened to look out of their windows, they would have seen the soaked 18 year old running past in a pair of shorts and short sleeve t-shirt, both plastered to my body as I kept a steady pace.

A few minutes later and I was under my porch, glad to be out of the rain. The front light is on so I guess my parents aren’t home, no stress. Patting my pockets though, normally at first and with growing desperation, I realise I can’t find my keys! Did they fall out of my pocket on the bus? Or have they been dislodged and tossed from my pocket at some point during my run from the bus stop to here? Groaning in frustration at the thought of having to retrace all those wet steps, I fish my phone out and decide I’ll call my folks instead. Whatever they’re doing I’m sure one of them can come home long enough to let me in.

Looking at the blank screen of my phone I groan again. It’s completely waterlogged and as a result, it’s fucked. Frustrated, plonking myself down onto a porch chair, I sit and stare at the rain for a while, brooding at how shitty this is. I’m wet, I’m cold, and I was looking forward to getting a bite to eat. Mom and Dad could be forever still, it’s barely 8pm and they often come back in the wee hours of the morning on a weekend, I think to myself as I remember it’s Saturday.

Wondering if maybe, just maybe, the back door has been left unlocked or a window left open, I walk around the side of the house, testing each window and then the back door, but to no avail, everything is locked and intent on keeping me out. Wanting to get back out of the rain I head back to the front porch and that’s when the lights of next door’s house catch my eye.

Of course! I’ll pop around next door to Candice’s! She’s lived next door to us for years and we’ve always gotten along well. She’s also a totally smoking hot MILF and has been the focus of more than a few of my jerking off sessions, with her massive natural tits making any shirt she wears look like it’s about to burst open. She’s probably got some nice food too, I think as I head back into the rain and run across to her porch, letting the worst of the water drip off me before I go to her door and press the bell.

A few moments later and Candice opens her door a crack before seeing it’s me and telling me to wait just a moment, closing the door. About 15 seconds later she opens the door and comes out, concern on her face.

“Sorry Andrew, I had to put a robe on for decency. Is everything ok? Are you ok? Are your Mum and Dad all right?” She asks, looking me over, trying to see any gaping wounds or broken bones.

“Everything fine’s Candice, thanks. Mum and Dad aren’t home and I’ve lost my keys. I’ve also managed to break my phone. I’m super locked out. Is there any chance I could dry off and get warm here for a while until they get back?” I tell her, starting to wring out the lower half of my shirt.

“Of course! Wait there a second and I’ll get you some towels. You can come in in a second I just don’t want you dripping all over my carpet, sorry.”

“No need to apologise,” I answer, noticing that under her robe she seems to be wearing very little, the loose tying up job she’s done slowly coming undone, making the front slide open a little in increments, more and more of her ample cleavage revealing itself to me as she spoke.

Candice goes back inside, leaving the door open and fetches some towels. Handing them over she looks at me again.

“Poor boy, you’re soaked through! Don’t bother trying to dry your clothes that way, take them off and I’ll give them a quick wash and dry.” She instructs, motioning for me to take my top off.

Stepping out of my squelching shoes, I tug my socks off and peel my sopping shirt from my torso, the wet fabric clinging to me and not wanting to let go. I slip my shorts off too as Candice watches, then wrap the towel around myself before reaching under and taking off my boxers. Not bad, I’ve been here a few minutes and I’m already nude!
 I joke with myself.

“Right, I’ll get this lot in the washing machine,” Candice says as she steps back inside with all my wet gear, except the shoes, which she tells me to bring in as well, and that I can put them in front of her heater to dry out while I wait.

I enter her house and close the door behind me, happy to be out of the cold. Shivering a little, I put my shoes in front of the heater and stand there myself, thawing out, flexing and unflexing my hands in front of the heaters warmth. Looking around, it looks about the same as the last time I was here, probably about 2 years ago when mom had volunteered me to help Candice build her book shelf. The book shelf is still there, I note, and smile at the memory. I got a few good looks down Candice’s top that day, and nearly jerked myself into a coma that night, plus she gave me $20 and told me not to tell mom and dad, which was some pretty nice icing on the cake.

Coming back from I can only assume the laundry, Candice walks up to me and puts a hand on my chest. “Andrew! You’re freezing! Get on the couch, I’ll grab a nice warm blanket for you.”

Without even waiting for a response she rushes off to get a blanket. I sit on the couch, but off to one side, as I can see from the tea or coffee on the small table in front that Candice was sitting here already when I rang the doorbell. Sitting on the couch, I look at the TV, I don’t recognise the show, but in truth I don’t want much TV and I don’t think Candice has Netflix.

I feel a flap of air and suddenly a blanket is coming down around me as Candice drapes it over my body from behind.

“There you go, get you warmed up hey?” She says as the blanket settles around me, “You want something hot to drink? Chocolate sound good?”

“Sounds great.” I answer truthfully.

A couple minutes later and Candice sits next to me, passing the hot chocolate, my grateful hands warming up around it, while she leans forward to retrieve her own mug from the coffee table.

“So, what have you been up to Andrew?” She asks, and I notice that from next to her I can see inside her robe. Her massive boobs, barely held in check by a black brassiere, daring me to keep staring at them.

“Umm, same old same old, really. What about you, Candice? Anything new?”

This makes her laugh for some reason but I have no idea why. Seeing my perplexed expression she stops laughing and tells me that yes, there are a few new things but it’s all a bit adult so I shouldn’t worry about it.

“I’m 18 now Candice, I can handle whatever it is. Is it like life insurance or something? You mean adult as in boring?”

“Haha, no Andrew, quite the opposite actually. But you’re right, you’re an adult now aren’t you. I can tell you, but you must promise you won't tell your mom and dad. You might be an adult but I’m not sure they’d be thrilled to know you were talking about such things with your neighbour.”

“I promise, Candice, whatever it is.” I tell here, my curiosity growing.

“Ok, well, lately I’ve been feeling a little unsexy. I’ve been single for quite a while, so I went out and got some sexy lingerie earlier today. And something else, but that might be too private, even for an adult like you.” She tells me, saying the last bit rather coyly.

“Sexy lingerie you just got today? Well that is pretty new.” I say, trying to cover the fact that my mind is racing with thoughts of Candice in her new sexy outfit, on her knees before me and all manner of other positions as I have my way with her.

“Actually, I’d love to have a man’s opinion on them. I think they suit me but I’d love to know what you think, Andrew.”

“Sure,” I say, trying to sound casual, “Go grab them and I’ll have a look.”

“No need for that, Andrew, I was wearing them when you knocked,” She says, putting down her mug and standing up, “Give me your honest opinion, please.” she says as she unties her robe and lets it fall to the carpet, my jaw dropping along with it.

Candice looks stunning, standing before me in black lingerie, complete with stockings and sexy suspenders, little frills of black lace everywhere, like something from the front of a porno. Her panties are tiny,
 barely enough to cover her lips, let alone her mons. I can actually see the bump of her pubis, right there in front of me! My cock reacts and starts growing, thankfully hidden by towel and a blanket. My face is bare and open to her though, and she must be able to see it reddening as I feel a blush come over me.

“It’s really nice, Candice,” I squeak at her, “Very sexy.”

“Are you sure? How about my bum? Is it all fat and disgusting?” She asks as she turns around and offers me her ass for assessment. She has a lovely big bum, her cheeks bare, the panties little more than a g-string at the back. I’m sitting here naked on her couch and she’s showing me her bare ass, I’m in heaven. I was hoping for maybe a good look at her cleavage for ammo for a tug later tonight, but this? Wow.

“You look really, really
 nice, Candice.” I tell her, my voice becoming little more than a husk as my mouth dries.

“Well thank you, Andrew. Sure to turn on any man that sees it, you think?” She asks, turning back around.

“Well, it worked on me.” I say jokingly, but obviously not joking at all.

“Did it now?” She asks me with a smile, her eyes actually going to where my dick would be, if not hidden under all this fabric. I feel myself heating up further under her sexy scrutiny, “Would you like to know the other new thing? It’s pretty private so it’s just between us ok? But I’m super excited about it and glad I can show someone.”


Oh boy
, I think to myself, more private than this? I can’t wait!
 “Sure,” I reply, “It stays between these four walls, Candice.”

“Ok. Well, for the first time, I got my hair lasered...down there. I’ve never been so smooth, it’s incredible!” And with that she grabs her tiny little panties and pulls them down a few inches, exposing a completely hairless pussy, as smooth looking as she said. My heart enters my throat and my cock is now painfully hard. She takes a step towards me, bringing herself within arms reach, “Go on, Andrew, touch it, you won’t believe how smooth it is.”

Wondering if I’m dreaming, I reach out nervously and with the back of my hand stroke her mons area. She’s right, it’s incredibly smooth, no stubble, no prickle, nothing. I can’t help but think how nice it must be to go down on such a smooth pussy.

“Right, well fair’s fair, Andrew. You’ve seen mine, now show me yours.” Candice says to me, looking down at me with a smile.

“Umm, what?” I say, not sure I heard her right.

“Come on Andrew. You’ve just seen my most private area, I think it’s only fair you let me see what’s under that towel.” She says, sitting down close to me and starting to pull the blanket off.

“Umm, ok.” I answer, letting her take the blanket off, exposing a large tent that has been erected under the towel.

“Oooh, hello there!” She coo’s at my tentpole, “I see he really does like my lingerie, Andrew. Go on, stand up and show him to me please.”

Horny beyond belief, I do as she says, standing up in front of her and letting the towel drop, exposing my rock hard cock to her. She reaches up and cups my balls, rubbing them gently, sending pleasure throughout my entire body.

“It’s such a beautiful cock. Do you know what today is, Andrew?” She asks me, her hands exploring my member like it’s the first one she’s ever seen.

“No, Candice.” I reply, enjoying her delicate explorative fingertips on my manhood.

“Today is the 5 year anniversary of the last time I had sex. I felt so down this morning, so frumpy, so I got myself some sexy lingerie and treated my downstairs to a lasering, to make it as sexy as possible. I was going to go out later and grab a guy, any guy, from a bar and fuck his brains out. But then you rang my doorbell, all wet and young, and I knew it was a sign. So I got you naked asap, freshly 18 and now a man. From the moment I opened that door I knew I was going to fuck tonight.”

And before I can answer, she leans forward and takes my cock in her mouth, slurping like a woman possessed. One hand expertly playing with my balls as she does so, the other stroking my root as the knob gets lathered in her spit.

She’s squirming on the couch, getting turned on just from sucking my dick, I notice in a faraway way, my thoughts all now centered on the amazing bolts of pleasure shooting through me because of her expert mouth. My balls tighten and I tell her that I’m going to come. Feeling my cock pulse she pulls it out of her mouth at the last second and jerks me well, my dick twitching in her hand as I come over her breasts and face, thick splats of my seed hitting her and running down between her cleavage, bucking against her hand as she coerces every last drop from me.

Still holding my dick, with her other hand she scoops up my semen from her boobs and sucks it off her fingers greedily. Licking her lips to catch any runaway jizz.

“Mmm, it’s been too long since I tasted that. Thank you.” She purrs at me.

“Umm, my pleasure, Candice.” I reply. Still thinking about how smooth her pussy felt, I get down on my knees in front of her, pulling at her panties and suspenders. Smiling broadly, she complies and gets out of them, leaving her lower half exposed to me. Sitting herself on the edge of the couch, her legs open wide, her sex is inches from my face and I move in quickly, slurping at her pussy with gusto. It feels incredible under my lips, so smooth, so slick with her juices. My hands grab her ass and I bury my face in deeper, tongue fucking her. Her hands on my head she sighs in pleasure, an obvious backlog inside her. Sucking her clit I feel her tremble and she starts to come, rubbing herself against me, her eyes penetrating mine as she orgasms, her bottom lip firmly being bit.

Grabbing my hot chocolate and having a few sips while Candice recovers, she lays down on the couch, pulling the blanket up over herself.

“You’ll get cold again, Andrew, come join me under the blanket.” She tells me.

“Sure, but there’s not really enough room to lay next to you on the couch, Candice.” I explain, not wanting to pin her between me and the back of the couch.

“I guess you’ll just have to lie on top of me then.” she replies with a wink.

Pulling the blanket aside, Candice opens her legs and I crawl in between them, lowering myself onto her, the blanket wrapping us both up snug. My cock is resting against her sex and I can feel her heat. Reaching up to put her arms around neck, she pulls me down further and we start kissing, her tongue exploring my mouth first, then me responding in kind.

Her pelvis grinding against me, her hands running up and down my back, I soon feel my cock stiffening up against her. Her hand reaches down and gives my shaft a few slow pulls, before grabbing it and guiding my fat knob to her yearning pussy. My throbbing head against her slit, I push and she does as well, getting me in deep, her wet sex offering just the right amount of resistance. Working it in a little deeper with each thrust, her hands on my ass as I fuck her, we continue kissing , the rain on her roof and the TV on low volume, the only sounds, other than the shifting of the blanket as we go at it on the couch like a couple of lovesick teenagers unable to get to the room before needing to fuck each other.

Our arms wrapped around each other, we continue to fuck under the blanket, the feeling of her sex as my manhood slides in and out is incredible, her pussy is so soft, giving my cock a warm hug as I pound into her. Looking up at me with a grateful smile as I plunge into her, she kisses me again before speaking.

“Fuck me in my ass, Andrew.”

I’ve never fucked an ass before but there’s no way I’m going to pass up this opportunity to try it out. Pulling my cock out of her with an audible pop, I reach down and smear her juices over her asshole, feeling it pucker against my fingertips as I tease it. Lifting her knees up, making her asshole an easier target, she grabs my cock again and places the head against her butthole, swirling it a little, spreading her natural lube around some more.

“Go for it, fuck my ass, Andrew.” She tells me and I push against her, feeling a lot more resistance than I did with her pussy but suddenly I slide into her, her asshole wrapping tight around my shaft, Candice letting out a yell as I penetrate her asshole. Telling me to fuck her deeper, I slowly work my manhood into her ass, Candice letting out a loud grunt with every shove of my cock. Her face has gone red and she looks like she’s concentrating hard, but she keeps encouraging me to fuck her ass harder and deeper.

Soon, with my balls against her ass, I’ve fully impaled myself in Candice’s asshole and I start to fuck her, withdrawing my cock most of the way out before plunging it back in again, getting turned on by just how loud Candice moans with every thrust. Her legs up in the air and the blanket having slid off, I watch as my cock disappears and reappears from her asshole, her sphincter grabbing it with a firm grip, milking me.

Every thrust making her boobs shake, still in their bra, I pull it down and free them, leaning down to suck her erect nipples while I fill her asshole with my manhood. Candice holding my head as I do so.

“Fuck...I’m gonna come, Candice.” I grunt from between her boobs, my balls rising and getting tighter.

“Yes Andrew, come in my ass. Fill me, you young buck, fill my ass with your hot come!” Candice moans as I fuck her ass harder, my finish moments away.

Grabbing her hips I plunge myself deep into her as I come, my cock pulsing as it erupts, filling her with my hot seed. Bucking wildly on top of her as I come, Candice husky voice in my ear, encouraging me to fill her and I try my best to comply, leaving everything I can inside her hot asshole.

Candice lowers her legs and rubs my back slowly as I regain my breath on top of her, purring contentedly. Every now and then her hands coming down to my ass and giving them an appreciative squeeze, enjoying my young firmness, I imagine.

“That was amazing, Candice. I’d never done that before. I can’t believe how tight it felt.” I confess to her, wanting to tell someone that I just had my first anal, even if it’s the person whose ass my cock was just buried in!

“Haha, me neither,” She purrs, squeezing my ass playfully, “I figured breaking a five year drought called for something memorable.”

Sitting up, we continue to play with each other for another couple of hours. Stopping only to put my clothes in the dryer at one point. Eventually I see my parent’s headlights as they pull into our driveway and I bid my farewells to Candice, exchanging a long, lingering kiss just before she opens her front door to let me out.

From that point onward, whenever my parents were out, I was always sure to pop around to Candice’s, in the knowledge that I would get a warm drink and a hot pussy each time.

END

------------------------------

ASIAN MILF HOTWIFE NEXT DOOR

I watched from my window as the new neighbors moved in, trying to guess what kind of people they were from the stuff I saw the solid removalists hefting indoors. To be honest, unlike in the movies, I didn’t really get any kind of a clue about them, other than the fact they owned furniture and had lots of other things in boxes.

Growing bored of watching people carry things, I turned back to my TV. I was home for the holidays from college but most of my friends were still interstate so I was at a bit of a loss for things to do for the next few days. Heading down to the kitchen to grab a drink I bump into mom, who is making a welcome hamper for the new neighbors. Mom is pretty sweet and does that kind of thing. It’s nice I guess.

“Hey sweety, can you do me a favor?” Mom asks as I grab some juice from the fridge.

“Sure, Mom. What do you need?”

“I have to go to work soon, but I want you to take this over to the new neighbours when they arrive for me please.” She tells me, motioning at the hamper she’s finishing.

For a moment I’m tempted to try and get out of doing it, but I know mom feels strongly about good first impressions, and it’ll be nice to have an excuse to see who they are, so I tell her not to worry, I’ll be sure to do it.

“Thank you John, you’re a good boy,” Mom tells me, giving me a smile, “Just be sure to give them an hour or two to settle in, don’t chase them up their driveway just so you can get it done.” She adds, practically reading my mind and seeing my intentions.

“No, I won’t.” I reply, amending my plans for the hamper to better suit mom’s specific request.

I go back to my room and about half an hour later Mom comes up to say bye before heading off to work, telling me there’s food in the fridge and to call if I need anything. I’m 21 but I think I’ll always be her little boy. Kissing her on the forehead I tell her to have a great day and go back to passing the time in front of the TV and my phone as I hear the front door close.

An hour or so later I hear the heavy doors of the back of a truck closing and look out the window. The removalists appear to have finished bringing in all the new neighbors belongings and are now having an impromptu smoko while they wait for them to arrive. Their loud voices telling me they should be here any minute. Sure enough, only 10 minutes go by when a slick car pulls up in the driveway and parks next to the truck on the opposite side from me, hiding itself from my view. I hear two car doors opening and closing in the crisp summer air and voices, a man and a woman. They talk with the removalists and share a laugh, before from what I can hear, one of them hands the house keys to the new voices.

The removalists pile into their truck and start it up, a plume of smoke belching from its exhaust. It pulls out slowly from the driveway and trundles away down the street, finally revealing the new neighbors to me, who appear to be in the middle of taking a selfie with their new house in the background.

The photo taken, they unwrap their arms from each other and turn to look at their house, giving me a better view of their faces. The man is an average looking guy, but tall like me, with thick well kept hair that has the trace of distinguishing greys at his temples. He’s dressed for comfort on this warm day, wearing a basic shirt and shorts combo. The woman is...wow...the woman is stunning
, I realise as I finally look at her properly. She has a shock of long black hair running halfway down her back, shining in the sunlight, her features telling me she is of Asian decent, her almond eyes even from here looking smoky and seductive. Two full pouty lips are curled into a smile as she looks at her new home. She looks like she might be in her early 40’s but she’s in mint condition, her every curve perfect. A tight cut off tank top adorns her body, her flat stomach exposed and her perfectly formed C-cups filling what fabric remains. She’s wearing tight cut off shorts, exposing all of her legs to me, her toned thighs and calves flexing as they walk together to their new front door, her feet covered in short white socks and runners, contrasting beautifully with her tanned skin.

I realise that I’ve got a boner and shift it uncomfortably as I watch them disappear inside. Not wanting the display to be over I head to our back room and wait, looking out the window and into their backyard and before long I am rewarded with another look at this stunning Asian woman. As they walk around looking at their backyard I can’t handle the pressure in my pants any longer and take out my cock, stroking it eagerly, my pre-come lubing my pumps.

Jerking off while I watch her walk around inspecting things, I imagine holding that thick hair of hers and fucking her mouth, my balls tightening as I quickly get myself ready to come. At one point she bends over to look at something and I grunt as I come, her ass sending me over the edge. Closing my eyes, I let my orgasm flow, worrying about the clean up afterwards, right now just needing to get the poison out.

My orgasm done, I open my eyes and see that the both of them are looking up at the window, waving! I wave back weakly before moving quickly away from the window, a sudden blush marching up my face. How embarrassing! Do they know what I was doing or do they just think I was looking at the new neighbors? God, if they know I was jerking off I’ll never live the shame down.

I go back to my room, cleaning myself up and sit on the bed and try to take my mind off it by staring at my phone. After a while I convince myself that they just saw a neighbor looking at them curiously from a window and waved, that’s all. Surely the man wouldn’t have waved if he thought I was busting a nut over his wife? Surely she wouldn’t have waved it she thought I was taking her in my mind? No, of course not. Nothing to worry about. I check the time and see it’s been two hours since I first saw them so I figure now is as good a time as any to give them the welcome hamper.

Going downstairs I grab the hamper and make my way next door, ring the bell and wait. Soon enough the lady of the house answers and my breath is taken away by how much more stunning she is this close up. She smells amazing too, her scent drifting over me and making me captivated. Her perfect face breaks into a friendly grin as she sees me and the hamper. She’s not wearing a bra, I can see now from this range, her nipples poking out and forcing me to very deliberately look her in the eyes.

“Yes?” She asks in a friendly voice.

‘Hi, I’m John, from next door. My mom wanted me to give you this as a way of saying welcome to the neighborhood. She’d say hi herself but she had work.” I say, handing over the hamper.

“Oh, that’s so nice!” She bubbles, taking the hamper from me, her unrestrained boobs bouncing under her top as she moves, “I’m Silvia, lovely to meet you! Please, come in and meet my husband.” She adds, stepping back and inviting me in.

Leading me to their backyard patio, she introduces me to Alan, her husband. He stands up and shakes my hand, greeting me warmly, thanking me and my mother for the hamper. Silvia is unwrapping the package and fishes out a bottle of wine that mom has included.

“No time like the present!” She says, “John, would you join us for a glass? To celebrate?”

“Uh, sure, if I’m not getting in your way.”

Telling me that of course I’m not, Silvia goes into their kitchen and opens a box, pulling out three cups. Coming back she apologises for offering wine in a cup but explains that the crystalware is packed deeper and won't be out until they can unpack properly.

“Not a problem.” I say as she hands over a cup to me. Mom doesn’t scrimp on stuff like this and it's a good wine.

Two cups each later and I have a nice little buzz going. I’m nowhere near drunk but I feel really good, the sun shining brighter and Silvia becoming more and more attractive with each passing moment, which is a miracle in itself considering how perfect she was to start with.

Silvia goes inside to fish out another bottle of wine, one of their own, and Alan leans in a little and conversationally comments “She’s very beautiful, isn’t she?” finishing with a big smile and nodding at me.

“Yeah, she is.” I answer, enjoying the wine in my system.

“Have you ever slept with someone as beautiful as her, John?” Alan asks me, much as you might ask someone if they’ve ever driven a particular type of car.

“No way man, your Silvia is like an 11 out of 10, broke college guys like me don’t get to have women like that haha.” I answer, assuming Alan is having a little bit of a humblebrag with me, but I don’t mind, I’m happy to talk about how hot his wife is if that’s what he wants to do.

“Would you like to?”

“Would I like to what?”

“Sleep with an ‘11 out of 10’ like Silvia?” Alan explains, a big smile on his face.

“Haha, sure! Does Silvia have a sister?” I joke back.

“No, I meant Silvia specifically, John. Would you like to sleep with her? Or to be more blunt, would you like to fuck Silvia’s brains out?” Johns expands.

A little stunned at what I’m hearing I try to think of a reply but at the same time my cock immediately starts getting hard at this dirty talk.

“We saw you jerking off before, John,” Silvia says, standing behind me, “That’s why we waved, to let you know we didn’t mind.”

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry-” I begin but Alan puts his hand up to let me know not to stress.

“Don’t apologise John, look at Silvia. I’d be offended if you didn’t
 want to fuck her. She’s perfect.” He says, then, looking at my crotch he smiles at Silvia and adds, “He got hard the second I mentioned fucking you, Honey.”

“And he’s such a cutie, too,” Silvia says, stroking my hair from behind, making my cock beat harder in my pants. Walking around to be in front of me, Silvia cups my chin in her delicate hand and asks, “What do you say John, will you welcome me to the neighborhood the way I’d like to be welcomed? With your hard young dick?”

Looking over at Alan, who is nodding his head, encouraging me to accept his wife’s proposal, the last bits of shock and nervousness leave me as Silvia’s body, smile and scent seduce me fully and I realise I’ve never been as keen to fuck a woman as I am now. Smiling, I nod to her and she claps happily, jumping up and down on the spot, her perfect teardrop breasts hypnotising me as they jiggle with her bounces.

Silvia drops to her knees right there and starts unbuttoning my shorts, pulling down the zip and reaching in, grabbing my cock and making me exhale as she makes contact, my lower abdomen twitching involuntarily. She gets my manhood out and coo’s at it appreciatively, stroking my shaft. I’m pretty proud of my dick, it’s not a ridiculous monster or anything, but I’ve always had the biggest cock in my group of friends, as we discovered in the showers after sports and such.

Turning to Alan with a gleam in her eye, she speaks, “Look at it Alan, I told you he’d have a nice big cock for me.”

“Yes you did, Honey, now let the boy know how much you appreciate his nice big cock.” Alan answers, giving me a wink as his wife’s thick lips wrap around my shaft and start sucking my length, her tongue roving around my cock as she does so.

Immediately in heaven, I start groaning as I get the best blowjob I’ve ever had. Her technique is perfect, the thick slurps as she actually sucks on my cock, not just moving her mouth up and down it, one hand pumping my base into her mouth as the other fondles my balls. I watch mesmerised as she sucks it, her spit running down my shaft as she gives it everything she’s got.

“Don’t be afraid to grab her hair and give it a good pull, John,” Alan informs me, “Silvia doesn’t mind getting it rough.”

At this Silvia moans deep in her throat in agreeance and grabs one of my hands, guiding it to her head. A little gingerly at first but with growing passion, I hold her hair tight, close to the root and guide her head up and down on my cock, fucking her throat. Soon, I have both hands on her head and I’m pushing her down, making her gag a little on my cock, feeling bad as I’m doing it but feeling so good as well.

Alan has come a little closer and is watching happily as I fuck his wife’s mouth, smiling at the sounds of her gagging and encouraging me to go even harder. Pushing deeper, I get my cock all the way into her throat, my balls hard against her chin as I hold it in, Silvia’s hands frantically playing with her pussy down the front of her shorts. I let her mouth slide a little off my cock and she sucks in a deep breath around it, her moans letting me know she’s loving this treatment. I fuck her mouth again and feel my balls tighten. Deeper, deeper I fuck her throat until I feel my come building. Pushing her head back down all the way, I fully embed my cock inside her and listen to her gag as I come deep down her throat, bubbles of spit coming from her nose as she fights for air, my grip iron tight as I shoot several times down her throat, my cock pulsing inside her, emptying itself. Holding her there as she tries to get off my dick, waiting until every last twitch has left my cock, I finally release her and she disengages from my cock, drawing in deep breaths and smiling widely. Her eyes are watery and she has spit all over her face but she’s never looked happier.

“Oh wow, I like this one Alan!” She finally says, wiping her face on her tank top.

“Yes, that was great, John, well done.” Alan tells me with an equally big grin.

Standing up, Silvia offers me her hand, I take it as I stand also, my cock still out, and she leads me into the cool indoors, down the hallway and into their bedroom, Alan close behind, an erection apparent in his shorts.

Their room is all boxes and an unassembled bed, the frame still in pieces and standing against the wall, but the mattress is already in center stage, a large comfortable looking king size, the sheets and blankets already made.

Silvia stands before me and peels off my top, running her hands over my chest. Then she takes off her top, her perfect boobs bouncing as the fabric lets go of them. I drop my shorts and underwear as Silvia does the same, a small strip of black hair crowning her pussy, the lips small and cherry looking. Stroking my dick she tells me to lie down on the bed while Alan sits a box, his own cock out now, not as big as mine but a good size, his hand pumping it slowly as he watches his wife straddle my face.

On my back on the bed, I feel the weight of Silvia as she sits on my face, her pussy covering my mouth. Hungrily, I lap at it, tasting her and smelling her erotic musk as she starts to slide her pussy back and forth over my face, grabbing my hair to guide her back and forth motion as she does so. Reaching up, I play with her boobs as she fucks my face, face sitting me.

My face completely coated in her slippery liquid, she slides over me, my tongue slipping inside as she passes, her grip on my hair as tight as mine was on hers, before she spins around, putting herself in more of a 69 position, and starts fucking my face again, grinding her clit agains me, her moans getting louder as she coats my face in her sex’s heat. Her hands grasp my cock and she starts sucking me off again, making him grow in her mouth as she coerces my shaft to fill with blood and lust again.

Grabbing her ass with both hands, I eat her pussy as best I can, feeling her tremble and wanting to taste her orgasm on my tongue, bucking my hard manhood into her eager mouth as I do so.

Pushing really hard against my face I feel as Silvia comes, her pussy drenching me in her juices as she lets go, a loud moan escaping her as she climaxes on my tongue, muffled with my cock inside her mouth. I hear Alan grunting as he comes too, obviously turned on by watching his wife come on another man’s face, her throat filled with this stranger's cock.

Her pussy still dribbling her tasty juices onto my face, she kisses and licks my dick, enjoying her post climax sensations. I kiss her lips and she trembles against me, jumping a little when I suck on her clit, her sensitive little nub making her jolt.

Crawling off me, but staying on all fours, she wiggles her ass at me invitingly.

“You’re all hard, John. You gonna put that cock to good use?” She asks me.

Needing no further encouragement I get behind her and press my fat girth into her, making her gasp as her slick cunt takes my dick in full on the first shove. My balls against her pubes I hold her tight by the hips and hold her there, enjoying the warmth of her pussy as it soaks into my aching rod. After a few moments of enjoying how good it feels inside her, I start to fuck her, slamming into her ass with each thrust, making her small Asian fram shake with my powerful pumps. Gasping as I bottom out in her with each thrust, I grab her hair and pull it back, hard, fucking her like she wants to be fucked. Slamming into her as hard as I can I start slapping her ass, making her cry out in pleasure, her wails turning on Alan as I watch his cock start to stand to attention once again.

Fucking Silvia hard, pounding her as deep as I can. Alan stands up and takes off his clothes before kneeling in front of his wife and guiding his cock into her waiting mouth. Her moans of pleasure becoming garbled as Alan’s cock fills her throat. I let go of her hair and focus on holding her hips and slapping her ass, making it red raw as she begs for more around Alan’s length. Slipping a hand between her legs Silvia plays with herself as she takes it from both ends at the same time, her moans getting louder and more urgent as another orgasm threatens to roll through her.

“That’s it Honey, come on this young man’s cock.” Alan encourages her, his own hands now holding her hair tight as he pounds into her throat without mercy, giving her exactly what she loves.

“Mmmh!” Silvia grunts as she starts shaking again, her orgasm making her pussy clench around my cock as she bucks and struggles to hold on while her climax ravages her.

“That’s it Honey! That’s it!” Alan says, fucking her mouth hard as she comes on my cock.

Unable to hold my own orgasm in any longer I tell them I’m gonna come and Alan nods eagerly, telling me to fill his wife’s pussy with my seed, Silvia groaning in agreement around Alan’s cock. Pushing myself as deep into Silvia as I can, I hold her hips painfully tight as I start coming inside her, my cock spasming as it pumps out its load into her hot cunt, filling her. Feeling my seed fill her Silvia grunts rapidly in time with my spurts, mewling in pleasure. Watching another man come inside his wife taking him past the point of no return, Alan grips Silvia’s face hard against his crotch as he pumps her throat full of his hot jizz, his cock pulsating in her mouth with each rope of come.

Both of us kneeling there, at either end of Silvia, we take deep breaths as we recover from our orgasms. Silvia still slurping delicately on Alan’s cock, her pussy clenching and unclenching around my girth as she lets my come dribble out of her and run down her thighs. Finally I sit back on my heels, my slick cock sliding out of Silvia’s spent pussy. Alan takes his dick from Silvia’s mouth and sits on the bed, Sivia rolling onto her side and purring contentedly, looking from my cock to Alan’s and grinning.

The buzz in my balls from the two loads I’ve pumped into Silvia and the buzz in my head from the wine making me lightheaded, I sit back against their bedroom wall and let out a happy sigh. Silvia comes and sits next to me in the middle and Alan joins us on the other side of Silvia.

“So yeah,” I say, “Welcome to the neighborhood.”

Laughing, Silvia puts a delicate hand on my cock and plays with it, her other hand idly toying with Alan’s. “Welcome indeed.” She says.

Talking for a while, I fill them in a what’s what on this street and nearby, having lived here all my life. Silvia’s soft hand never stopping its gentle playing of my cock and balls. I reach over and grab her breast closest to me, feeling it’s supple weight, enjoying the freedom of all three of us being naked and not caring. I feel my cock start to harden at the same time Silvia does, her hand grabbing my manhood a little harder as she exclaims in happiness.

“Oh! Looks like someone might be ready for another round!” She says, her hand starting to pump my cock with a regular stroking action, encouraging it to grow harder in her hands, “Alan, do you know which box has the lube in it?”

“Hmm, gimme a second, Honey.” Alan says as he gets up and opens a smaller box, filled with toiletries. Turning back to us with a smile, he holds a small tube of lubricant in his hand, offering it to me, “There you go John, you’re in for a real treat now!” He tells me happily.

Moving onto her back and lifting her legs wide, Silvia tells me to give her asshole a good smear of lube. I squeeze out a large dollop onto my fingers and starts rubbing in onto her asshole, a tiny little date that puckers as I rub it with lube.

“That’s it John, don’t forget to lube me inside a bit too.” Silvia tells me, and I wonder if she knows I’m an anal virgin. Probably, I guess.

Fingering her asshole I’m amazed at how tight it is, wrapping itself around my finger as I push the digit in and out of her, coating her asshole in the slippery goo.

“Mmm, that’s nice. Time for your cock now though, I think John.”

I get in front of her and open her legs wider, aiming my cock for her puckered little asshole. On top of her, she wraps her arms around me and looks into my eyes, smiling.

“You can come as quickly as you want, John, I just want to feel you shooting in my asshole, that’s all I need, ok?” She tells me.

Nodding, I push against her asshole and feel much more resistance than I normally do with a vagina. I push a bit harder, then harder still, feeling her open up to me bit by it when suddenly with a pop I’m inside her asshole, her hands grabbing my ass and quickly pulling me in deeper, taking me by surprise.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck my little asshole John, fuck it!” She begs me as she pulls me deeper into her.

Cupping her ass with both hands, I start fucking her ass, the pressure surrounding my dick beyond belief, her entire asshole is milking my cock, and I can feel myself wanting to come almost straight away, like the first time I had unprotected sex with a pussy. Nothing could have prepared me for the level of pleasure and intensity running through my shaft and I start bucking madly as I dump my load into her asshole, my cock twitching and pulsing, emptying itself for the third time inside this absolute babe of a woman.

“Yes! Oh yes! Good boy, gooood boy!” Silvia squeals as I come deep in her ass, her body squirming under me as she’s filled again.

Panting, feeling a bit sheepish for being a 3 pump chump when it comes to Silvia’s asshole, Alan seemingly reads my mind, commenting, “Haha, that’s about as long as I was able to last, the first time Silvia gave me her asshole. It’s a whole ‘nother level, eh John?”

Looking up from my position on top of his wife, her still planting kisses on my face and neck, I nod in agreement, still finding it hard to speak. I pull my cock slowly out of Silvia’s asshole, with her grinning at me as she clenches it, holding my fat knob inside her for a second before letting me leave her body and collapse on their bed. Totally spent and completely satisfied.

Silvia strokes my body gently as I regain my composure, before asking: “That was your first time in a woman’s ass, John?”

“Yeah, pretty obvious was it?” I ask, a dazed smile on my lips.

“No not really, more the look on your face now, like you’ve popped a cherry,” She answers with a grin, “I’m glad I could be the one to do it, I feel special now.”

“Your first time with the butt? This calls for a celebration, John!” Alan says with a beaming grin as he pulls on his shorts, “Join us for another drink!”

Slipping into our shorts but all three of us remaining topless, we go back to the patio outside and enjoy another bottle of wine, the conversation flowing with ease. Eventually I have to bid my farewells and head home, not wanting to still be at their house when mom gets home. A final kiss at the door from Silvia and a playful pawing at my crotch telling me to ‘not be a stranger’ and to ‘visit us again soon’, I make my way up my own driveway, smiling contentedly, knowing that this is going to be the best break from college ever.

END
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