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Story One

Hot for the Futa MILF

Megan’s Cheating Neighbor is a Sweet Treat


One of the few perks of owning my own online business meant that I got to take time off when I wanted it. While I never spent an entire day doing nothing, I did have the tendency of being lenient with when I needed to start working. Unless I had a meeting scheduled, I was free to start work at one in the morning, or six in the afternoon.

I cherished that freedom. The other freedom I got to enjoy was not having to answer to anyone but myself when things came up that pulled me away from work.

As soon as I got out of the shower, I heard a knock on my door. With nothing but a towel on to cover my breasts and my cock, I nervously approached the door and glanced out of the peephole. Anna stood there, patiently waiting with a small wicker basket filled with fruits and desserts.

Her baby blue eyes were as inviting as could be. But that wasn’t quite what held my attention. The tight white tank top she wore and silky pink shorts were a little too revealing for this to be just a casual visit.

That might just be my perverse mind hoping for the best. After two months of not having someone in my bed, I was ready to fantasize about damn near anything. I’d been living here for almost two years now, since my business finally started taking off. Never once had my neighbors come over to just talk to me, so I could only assume something was up.

I cracked open the door and peeked out at her, “I just got out of the shower. The living room is off to your right if you don’t mind waiting for me to change.”

“Of course not, Ms. Miller,” she called out. Her sweet tone started waking my cock from its slumber. One of the downsides to running my own business was that I didn’t really get out all that much. At the nice age of thirty-eight, I still had a rampant sex drive that my poor toys couldn’t satiate.

I quickly turned away and headed into my room to put some real clothes on. If I was going to get hard, I could at least try to hide that from her.

Anna was my neighbor’s wife. George was a good man, but I didn’t quite know him all that well. He invited me over once or twice and I did go, even though I felt guilty for my reasons for being there. Seeing his wife dressed up in that cheerleader outfit while we watched football was a memory that would live on in my mind until I died.

After I pulled on some shorts and a long t-shirt that fell to my mid-thigh, I walked back into the living room and called out, “Want something to drink?”

“Please and thank you,” she said.

“Soda, water, tea, milk, or something else?” I asked.

Anna paused for a moment and giggled, “Milk please, Ms. Miller.”

I stepped into the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of water for myself and poured her a glass of milk. While I didn’t think she was too strange, most people didn’t ask for milk as a beverage around here. Then again, maybe I just didn’t know that many people. Either way, I stepped back into the living room and sat beside her on my sofa, “So what do I owe the pleasure of having you here?”

“I was getting a little lonely at home. George is back on the road. I hate his trucking job so much, but it pays the bills,” she said. Anna leaned forward and the silky shorts she had on pulled down enough for me to see the top of her panties. She grabbed the basket and leaned back up, just as I was trying to make out if the designs on those panties were cherries or roses.

“I brought some treats over, I was hoping you would share them with me?” she asked. Her damn voice was so innocent and sweet, but all I could think about was what she was even doing over here. She had to have seen me gawking at her a time or two and the little waif was only twenty. There was no real reason for her to be here. Maybe she really did cherish the companionship, but I figured that something was up. Maybe they needed money from me and George was too prideful to ask directly?

My lips curled into a smile and I nodded, “That sounds great. I haven’t had anything sweet in a while. I just pass it right by in the store without thinking about it, then I bitch at myself for not getting something once I’m home.”

“Mm, well Ms. Miller—”

“Megan, sweetie. You don’t have to be so polite,” I said.

She smiled, “Yes, ma’am. So, Megan, did you have anything planned for the day?”

I shook my head and took the strawberry she offered me and bit into it. The sweet rush of juices filled my mouth and I couldn’t help but wish those juices were from her instead. As fucked up as it was, I didn’t care that she was married. Her sexy ass was in my house and her husband wasn’t around, if the little thing didn’t leave soon, I’d probably end up doing something stupid.

“I don’t have anything planned, but I will have to get some work done eventually. It can wait though, why? Did you want to do something, sweetie?” I asked.

She reached up and pulled her pigtails over her shoulder to rest on her chest. Those tiny breasts were barely noticeable, but that only added to the appeal for me. Something about having a small woman wrapped around my not-so-small package just got my heart racing.

“Well, I was hoping that I could stay over for a while. Our house is so lonely without George and he’s going to be gone for two weeks this time,” she pouted.

“Of course you can stay over. I have a guest bedroom that should work just fine for you,” I said.

She looked down at her feet for a second and if I didn’t know any better, she looked disappointed. The thing was, I did know better. This wasn’t my first time around the block and I wasn’t going to pretend that she wasn’t trying to get me to offer something more to her. Hell, maybe I was wrong. But at my age, I’ve been around long enough to know that I’d regret the things I didn’t do far more than the things I did.

“Unless you wanted to sleep in my bed with me?” I asked. “Just between us girls, I know how nice it feels to have an arm wrapped around you when you sleep.”

Anna looked back at me and smiled faintly, “You wouldn’t tell George that I slept with you, would you?”

I chuckled at the double meaning of that sentence. “The only people that would know would be us. Do you think you could keep a secret?”

She nodded, “I do. But how could I repay you for such kindness?”

Anna’s hands slid down to her lap and she put the basket back on the table, “Would you say no to a massage?”

“Depends on what kind of massage, Anna.”

“Full body,” she said without hesitation.

I felt like now was as good of a time as any to let her know that she might be getting in over her head. For all I cared, Anna could tell George that she was done with him and live with me. Sure, that was only based on how damn sexy she was, but that was still something I could live with.

“Well, Anna, you might end up finding something a little surprising if you did a full body massage.”

She smirked and slid her hand to her crotch, “You mean I wouldn’t find the smooth lips of a woman? I guess I’d have to settle for something a lot bigger and longer.”

“So you know?” I asked.

Anna nodded, “Why do you think you were my first choice, Megan?”

She grabbed the glass of milk and took a sip before letting a small bit dribble from her lips. The milk fell down her chin and got on her white tank top. “Oops.”

Her hands slid down her sides and she pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it away. Anna’s bra matched her panties and I smiled. Cherries.

“Okay, enough of the games, Anna. I’m not going to act like I don’t want to fuck you until you scream my name. If we do this and George finds out, you’re going to end up being the one that loses,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders, “If he found out, it would be because I kept coming back over here after he got home. He’s not the same man I married when I was eighteen. So why don’t you make it worth my time today and we’ll see how things go from there, Ms. Miller.”

“Sounds like you’re just a proper little girl,” I teased. “But I think you’re going to wait to get in my bed. For now, I’d love to see that tight ass of yours bent over my couch.”

Anna didn’t make me wait long. She stood up and slid her shorts down her thighs and sauntered around the side of the couch. I stood and walked behind her and enjoyed the little show she put on. Her ass shook as best it could as she leaned forward and put her hands on the armrest. Her panties were wedged between her cheeks and I smiled as I took a step closer to her.

I let a finger slide under the cloth of her panties and ran it lower down her ass until I could feel her hot, wet pussy. “Someone is a little excited.”

“I don’t think I’m the only one,” she purred.

“Well, you’re not wrong,” I said as I slid my finger into her tight folds. Her walls gripped my finger and I let out a deep groan as I imagined just how tight she would feel around my cock. I wasn’t one to brag about it, but I wasn’t exactly average in size. That’s half the reason I never bothered getting bottom surgery. The other half was just how amazing it felt to have shoot my cum deep into a woman’s depths.

Her hips gyrated slowly on my finger and she moaned quietly. From the looks of it, Anna wasn’t the kind of woman that would just lay down and take a pounding. I liked a little energy from my women!

I pushed a second finger into her pussy and she gasped. “G-God, I need you so bad right now.”

“All the more reason to make you wait. A cheating wife doesn’t have all that much say in what’s done to her. I’m the one that’s being manipulated right now. So should I be the one that gets to decide how this plays out?” I asked.

She looked back at me and rolled her eyes, “You want me just as bad as I want you.”

“I didn’t say I didn’t. I just said that I get to decide how we do this. And for now, that means you soaking your panties until I think you deserve my cock,” I said.

“W-What about the massage?” she asked.

I slid a third finger inside her and started rocking them slowly into her. Three should be enough to get her stretched enough to take my cock, but not stretched too far for me to not make her squeal with delight.

“The massage can wait until we’re about to go to bed, Anna. You didn’t think I’d only fuck you once, did you?” I teased.

She moaned and continued backing herself into my fingers, “I hoped not.”

“That’s my girl. So let me worry about what we’re doing and when we’re doing it,” I said as I pulled my fingers from her soaked pussy. The white parts of her panties almost immediately became transparent when they touched that sopping mess.

Anna’s hips continued to gyrate for a moment even after I’d stopped playing with her. I don’t know how George could have possibly accepted his job, leaving this little beauty behind was a mistake. Now, he would pay for it. Whatever he had between his wife would probably crumble, cheating didn’t usually strengthen a relationship…

I pushed my shorts down to my ankles and kicked them away. She glanced back at my cock and gasped again. “F-Fuck that thing is huge.”

“You wanted it, don’t tell me you’re scared of having it,” I taunted.

“N-No, I still want it. I just didn’t know you were that big,” she said.

I pressed the head of my cock against her wet panties and rubbed up and down her covered pussy, “It’s something you’ll get used to.”

She managed a weak giggle, “I hope so, Ms. Miller.”

“You know, the more you call me that, the nicer it sounds. Keep it up, sweetie,” I purred.

I pulled her panties to the side and let my thick crown push against her entrance. While I intended to tease her for a moment, she seemed to have no concept of patience at all. Her hips rocked back and she let out a loud cry as my cock stretched her cunt.

My hands fell to her ass and I rubbed softly as I spoke in a soothing tone, “I was going to ease you into it, baby.”

She looked back with wet eyes and shook her head, “N-No, I just wanted to get it over with before I asked you to stop.”

“I understand, sweetie. Just let me know when you’re ready to keep going,” I said softly. As horny as I was, I still wanted to make sure that my little Anna enjoyed this. If she did, that meant I was much more likely to have a new assistant around my house. Maybe my business could use with a second employee…

After a few moments, Anna started working her pussy up and down my shaft a few inches at a time, “I think I’m ready, Ms. Miller.”

Hearing my surname so many times in such a short period of time was getting old. She seemed to like it, but we’d have to have a talk after we finished what we were doing. I slid my hands around her ass to hold onto her hips.

As I thrust forward, I pulled her against me and she let out a long, deep groan as my cock filled her. Just when I thought she would scream for me to stop, she let her head hang between her shoulders and called out, “It’s so fucking deep.”

“You’re not hurting?” I asked.

“A little, but it’s dull and I’m sure it will go away. It’s like a pressure in my stomach, does that make sense?” she asked.

I chuckled and slid my right hand to around to her stomach. Sure as the sky was blue, I could feel the outline of my massive cock bulging her stomach. She reached down and slid her hand under mine, “H-Holy fuck, is it going to hurt me?!”

“No, of course not, sweetie. You’re just a petite woman. Trust me, you’ll be fine. But be a good girl for me and keep your hand there? It makes your pussy feel even tighter,” I said.

I wasn’t lying. As I started pumping into her, having her hand press against the underside of my cock did indeed feel great. After a few strokes, she relaxed and let out a deep breath before leaning further onto the couch.

The angle of her hips only made my cock more pronounced through her stomach and I couldn’t help but slam into her harder. I’d fucked my fair share of women when I was younger, but Anna had them all beat by a mile. The stream of moans that she let out and how amazing her pussy felt as I slammed into her was beyond anything I’d ever experienced.

My previous friendship with George fell apart as I worked his wife over. How the fuck did he have the audacity to not spend as much time as he possibly could with her? He treated her like a trophy when she deserved to be treated like his entire world.

I would do better for her. If it meant that she would keep sharing this bliss with me, I would give her the world.

Anna’s hands gripped the couch cushion hard and she started crying out my name as I fucked her as hard as I could. Each time my hips pounded into hers, she rocked forward and let out a loud moan that sounded something like, “M-Megan!”

She whimpered and writhed under me and finally, her screams faded into near silence as her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vice. Poor girl, all she would probably want right now was to cum and take a second to catch her breath. That wasn’t going to happen.

Even as her walls convulsed around my cock and she let out a stream of juices onto my couch, I continued to hammer into her. Her orgasm had only served to make her cunt even more of a dream for me.

While her hand wasn’t pushing against my cock anymore, I didn’t need that added pleasure to finally finish. After what felt like an eternity in paradise, I felt my balls drawing up and I knew that I wasn’t going to be able to hold back any longer. I would have loved to draw this out even longer, but her orgasm wasn’t the only one I wanted to have happen.

I thrust into her a few final times before holding her tight against my hips. The heated ecstasy that tore through me culminated in my hips before finally shooting into her body. My hot, thick cum shot deep into her core and for a moment, I wondered if she might just end up pregnant. I didn’t care anymore. If George found out, so be it. I wanted his wife more than I wanted his friendship.

She looked back to me with glossy eyes and mumbled, “S-So deep.”

I chuckled and slowly pulled out of her and stumbled back to the front of the couch and sat down beside her. My hand gathered both of her pigtails and I pulled her gently towards my cock and spoke softly, “Don’t be wasteful, sweetie. You wouldn’t want to be a rude guest, would you?”

As her mouth wrapped around my softening shaft, I knew that I was going to have a few good weeks. Even if George came back and things returned to normal, I still had thirteen more full days with my sweet treat.


Story Two

Hot for the Futa MILF

Aubrey Catches an Emo Trespasser


The noise I heard coming from downstairs caught me off guard. My pants were already tossed across the room and my cock was hard as it could be. This was my one day off. Why the hell was someone interrupting my one day to truly enjoy myself?!

I shot out of bed and pulled my panties back up and grabbed my pistol out of my nightstand. On the way out of my room, I grabbed the pistol’s clip and loaded it. I chambered a round and continued downstairs slowly to not make any sound. Whoever was in my house most likely didn’t think I was home, otherwise, why would they have broken into a cop’s house?

As I reached the bottom of the stairs, I quickly cut around the corner and started making my way into the living room where I heard the last sound. I expected a lot of things to possibly be in my living room, but what I saw made me chuckle.

A petite woman with black hair sat on my couch with her legs crossed holding onto a bag of my chips as she flipped through the channels of my TV. With the gun still leveled at her, I cleared my throat, “Excuse the fuck out of me?”

She looked at me and sighed heavily, “Pull the trigger or put that thing down. I’m not cool with guns.”

The balls on this chick! If her jeans weren’t so damn tight, I would have been sure that she was hiding a bulge. “But you’re fine with breaking into my house?”

“The door was unlocked,” she said.

“That doesn’t make it any less illegal. Now, get off my couch and get on your knees.”

She chuckled, “So you can put that cock down my throat? Seriously, I don’t know what’s more uncomfortable, having a gun pointed at me or seeing your cock poking out of your panties.”

Still, she slowly slid onto her knees and looked over at me, “Better?”

“A little. I’ve got to figure out how I’m going to get you to the station though. I left my phone upstairs. If you have yours, I recommend you put it on the table now.”

Her eyes widened at the mention of being taken to the station, “W-Wait, what?”

“What did you think would happen? You break into my house on the one day I’m off work. My fucking birthday,” I said. For the briefest of moments, I saw her hands start quivering. “Don’t worry. I’m sure they’ll just call it a misdemeanor.”

She slowly pulled her phone out of her back pocket and put it on the table. I expected her to say something sassy, but her soft sobs tore my heart apart.

“Now what?” I asked, trying to keep up my tough front. She didn’t deserve my sympathy. But I couldn’t deny that I was starting to feel pretty shitty about this ordeal. It’s not like she was trying to be a pain in my ass, she just grabbed a bag of chips and started watching TV.

“I-I’m going to get a record… That’s going to ruin my life,” she said through the tears.

I sighed and lowered my gun. “You really shouldn’t have decided to sneak into someone’s home.”

The crying got more intense and I could see her black eyeliner running down her pale cheeks. I couldn’t deny that she was a beautiful woman, but damn, what was I supposed to do? Slap her on the wrist and tell her not to do it again?

Maybe that tight ass of hers, but not the wrist.

That perverse helped cut through my tension a little. She continued to weep while I thought about what she said a few moments ago. She wasn’t afraid or even surprised to see my cock. Most men and women that found out I was trans flipped their shit.

Maybe I could let her find a way to make me turn a blind eye to this crime.

“What’s your name,” I asked.

“Ella.”

“Ella, I’m going to put my gun down. If you move, I’m going to take you down and probably hurt you a little doing so. Is that clear?” I asked.

“Y-Yes, ma’am.”

Funny how respectful someone could get when they realized it wasn’t a game. I released the clip and cocked the slide back to send the round flying from the chamber. If she did try to get feisty, I wasn’t going to leave a loaded gun just sitting around for her to kill me with.

I put the gun down on my bookshelf and walked towards her. Sitting on the couch behind her, I put my hands on her shoulders and gently rubbed them to try and soothe her, “Why did you break in?”

She took a second as a wave of tears flooded from her. “I was hungry, ma’am. I’ve been trying to find a job and a place to sleep, b-but no one wants a high school dropout.”

“And how old are you?” I asked. She looked to be in her early twenties, but I couldn’t be sure.

“N-Nineteen,” she called out.

I sighed and pulled her gently back against my legs, “So then, Ella. I need to know something. If I were to make you something to eat, what insurance do I have that you wouldn’t try to do something stupid?”

She looked back at me and her light green eyes melted my heart. Ella didn’t seem like the kind of woman that really wanted to throw her life away, but hard times did horrible things to people. Why the fuck was I letting myself feel sorry for her? Maybe the guys on the force were right, I was too damn soft for this job.

“W-Why would you help me?” she asked.

“Because you might be able to help me. Look, I’m not here to offer you charity. If I help you, I expect you to help me. So before any of that, I need to know your living arrangements, if you have any prior history of crime, and what you’re interested in doing for work,” I said.

Ella sighed and shook her head, “I don’t have a home. My parents kicked me out when I failed out of high school. Overstayed my welcome at a few friends houses. As far as crime, this is the first time I’ve done something like this. I guess you can see how good I am at it.” She let out a deep breath and I felt her weight pressing against my knees. Hopefully, she was relaxing. “I don’t have a skill set. But I’m not picky.”

“Would you pass a background check if I ran one on you?” I asked.

She didn’t hesitate to respond, “Yeah. I really haven’t run into trouble with the law.”

“Well, you did today. So you’re going to have to understand that I’m a little thorough. Now, there are twelve cameras in my house. Four on the outside. Do you know why I’m telling you this?” I asked.

“To scare me?”

“Sort of. It’s to make sure that you know that if you did something, I would know. Now, I’m going to ask you once, really nicely to stand up so I can take you upstairs,” I said.

She stood and I put my hand on the small of her back and got off the couch. “Why are we going upstairs?”

“So I can get dressed. Do you really want to see my cock again? Trust me, I’m fine with being naked in my own house,” I said teasingly. Ella wasn’t a bad woman. I could judge character pretty well, she was down on her luck, that’s all.

She shrugged her shoulders, “It’s a nice one, so I don’t mind.”

I chuckled and gently pushed her towards the kitchen, “Nearly naked it is. Do I need to go get a pair of handcuffs or can I trust you to sit at the table and wait for me to make us something to eat for lunch?”

“I won’t do anything stupid. You’re making food, that’s kind of all I really wanted,” she said and then paused for a second. “A-Am I still going to jail?”

“That depends on you. If you don’t turn into a problem for me, then I might be willing to help you. I’m not the enemy, believe it or not, most cops aren’t out to make people hate them. I want to make the world a better place and right now, that means getting some food in your stomach and figuring out what to do to keep you off the streets,” I said.

I opened the freezer and pulled out a bag of pizza snacks, not the healthiest thing around, but quick to make. She reminded me of some of the younger women on the force. Then again, maybe I was just jealous of her youth. I’d just turned forty a month ago and I already felt like I was rolling downhill.

She smiled at the bag and called out quietly, “Could you go put your gun up while those are warming up?”

I tapped my fingernails on the countertop for a few moments. “Please don’t make me regret this, Ella.”

After I put my gun away upstairs, I came back down to the kitchen. She still sat in her seat and at a glance, it didn’t look like she got up and got a knife or anything.

The microwave beeped and I split the pizza snacks up onto two plates and put them down on the table. Before I sat down, I grabbed us both a bottle of water. I smiled at her, “So what do you think you should do to make up for breaking in?”

She smiled back and shrugged one shoulder, “Finish that bag of chips and be the small spoon for you tonight?”

At least her attitude was coming back. That was a good sign, even if she was being a little angst ball. “I don’t like those chips anyway, but you probably shouldn’t make an offer like that. I’m not exactly out of my prime.”

“That’s one way to say that you’d end up rubbing your hard-on against my ass,” she said and then popped a pizza snack into her mouth.

I chuckled, “Well, I was trying to be a little less obvious about it. Sometimes a little tact can go a very long way.”

She swallowed and picked up another, “Don’t. I think women that know what they want are sexier by far.”

“I love how you go from being terrified to being a bit of a tease in the span of a few minutes,” I grumbled.

“Food is the way to a girl’s panties, don’t you know?”

We finished our food and I tapped my fingernails against the hardwood table. “On a more serious note, Ella, I don’t know what to do with you. I don’t want to take you to the station, but I don’t know how I’m supposed to trust you while you’re here.”

“Baby steps? I promise that I’m not going to do anything. As long as you keep me fed, I’ll be a good housewife, I promise,” she said with a coy grin. “Besides, I don’t mind sleeping with cuffs on.”

“You’re joking, but I’m not. If I had to cuff you to the bed with me until I woke up, I would,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders again, “Who said I was joking? If you’re really thinking about letting me stay the night, why the hell would I complain about cuffs? Besides, how many chicks can say they’ve been cuffed at a policewoman’s house for fun?”

I chuckled at the comment and crossed my arms under my breasts, “Who said it would be for fun?”

“Aw, so you wouldn’t make me do some community service for you?” she teased.

“Depends on what kind of community service,” I said.

She wasn’t exactly the type of woman I pictured myself with, but then again, I didn’t get the chance to date much at all. Most people I found to be appealing were too worried about my line of work to devote to a relationship. I could understand it, but that didn’t make it any easier to deal with the loneliness.

“How about letting you rub that hard-on against me with no complaints?” she asked.

The bluntness of her statement caught me off guard. I should have expected it from Ella by now, in the half hour I’d known her, she was already showing her colors.

If she was going to tease me, I might as well have a little fun in return. “So what happens if you’re cuffed and I do that? Would I have to stop?”

“Then you pull my panties to the side and do what feels right,” Ella said without missing a beat.

“And how do I know that you’re not just saying that right now because you’ve got a stomach full of food?” I asked.

She stood up slowly and unbuttoned her pants. Ella slid them down her thighs and then pulled her panties down a far enough to show me her glistening slit and wet panties, “Trust me, when it comes to sex, I don’t joke. You’re offering me a place to sleep and you’ve got no reason to. Don’t think I’m stupid. If you like what you see, you might as well enjoy it, right? If you don’t, someone else probably would when I sleep in an alleyway.”

The cold reality that she presented me took away the excitement of seeing her trimmed pussy. The light patch of blonde hair did make bring a faint smile to my lips. She had her hair dyed black. That shouldn’t have meant anything to me, but it just proved to me that she was having an identity crisis.

With a nurturing hand and some understanding, she would probably end up being a very sweet woman. I stood from the chair and walked towards her. The bulge in my panties grew as I got closer. My eyes didn’t tear away from that delicious looking pussy until I finally got within inches of her. I pressed my hips against her and felt my cock rubbing against her shirt, “How do you feel about cooking and cleaning?”

She cocked her head to the side, “I show you my snatch and you ask me about cooking and cleaning?”

“Answer the question.”

Ella huffed and rolled her eyes before saying, “I’m a pretty decent cook if you’re not looking for something fancy. Cleaning is easy, but I’m not doing it without gloves.”

“So how does one fifty a week sound?”

“For what?”

“To cook and clean for me. It’s only six hundred a month, but I’m a cop, not a rich CEO. I can offer you a place to sleep and food, but don’t expect me to buy you a car or anything,” I said.

Her eyes lit up for a moment and before I realized what happened, she had her arms wrapped around my shoulders and her lips pressed against mine. I tensed up for a moment before putting my hands around her lower back. I kissed her softly, unsure as to what I should feel right now.

She broke away and a warm blush lit up her cheeks. The mess of makeup she had staining her face barely detracted from how cute she looked right now. Ella kicked her jeans the rest of the way off and whispered, “And what happens if I ask you to fuck me right now?”

The sweet little girl had teased me enough. If she wanted to know what I’d do, she was going to find out. My right hand slid further up her back and I stepped to the side and forced her to bend over my heavy kitchen table. As soon as her torso laid flat, I pulled my cock out of my panties and pressed it against her entrance.

“Don’t tempt me, Ella. I’m trying to do the right thing, but you’re a sexy woman. If I fuck you, it’s not going to be soft. It’s not going to be because I love you. It’s only going to be me fucking you raw until I’m coating your ass with my cum. Are we clear?” I growled.

She turned her head to the side and called out, “Do it, pussy. You won’t.”

I could tell from her tone that she was being playful, but I’d had enough. While I wasn’t angry, I certainly needed to show her that I wasn’t playing games.

My hips surged forward and she let out a loud gasp as my thick crown pushed into her wet folds. I slowly pushed the rest of my cock into that warm, tight snatch of hers. Each inch that disappeared into her was met with a soft groan from her and when my hips finally met with hers, I let out a deep sigh of relief. It felt too damn good to put this girl in her place.

I gave her a moment to adjust to my size. She opened her mouth to say something that would probably get her spanked, I pulled out and roughly slammed back into her, “Shh. You can talk when I’m done. Not a second sooner.”

She nodded her head and planted her hands on the table. Ella got on her tiptoes and started pushing against the table to try and take more of my cock. Poor thing, I wish I had more to give her, but I’d break her if I was much bigger.

Instead, I started hammering into her core. She was too wet for me to worry about hurting her. Each time my balls slapped against her, I was reminded of just how soaked she was. Her thighs were already starting to glisten from her juices trickling down them. The panties that were still taut between her thighs occasionally slid a few inches down.

When they finally did reach her knees, one of the sides ripped and they fell down to her ankle. Her nails clawed at the table as she let out loud moans. I almost expected her to be mad about the panties, but hell, I didn’t think she even noticed.

As comfortable as she had been when it came to bending over this table, I had to assume she liked to get fucked. My hands fell to her ass and I spread her wide as I continued to use her pussy like a toy. For the first time while fucking someone, I didn’t care about her pleasure. All I wanted right now was to coat her tight little ass with a load of my cum.

While her pleasure wasn’t a concern of mine, I wasn’t all that shocked when I felt her pussy grip my cock. She let out a high-pitched whine and started crying out, “Oh my god! Oh my god!”

I groaned as I leaned over the table so I could work my cock into her even harder. The leverage with the added tightness from her convulsing pussy was all that I needed. A few final hard strokes into her was all it took to finish me.

My balls tightened up and I let myself enjoy one last painfully hard slam into her before I pulled out and used my hand to stroke my cock while my orgasm rippled through me. Her already pale ass was made even whiter as my hot cum rained down on her. By the time I finished, I’d impressed myself with just how much I came. Then again, she’d unintentionally edged me when she broke into my house.

If this all worked out, I wouldn’t have to worry about jerking off again. My little emo trespasser might just end up being my live-in housemaid. If her sex drive kept up… Oh, the fun we could have together…

Story Three

Hot for the Futa MILF

Ruby Spanks her Slacking Maid


“So what is this part about?” Madison asked.

Her finger was pointed over the clause in the contract about sexual punishments. I smiled warmly and spoke in a soft tone, “I’ve found in my years of dealing with maids that the best way to ensure that they don’t get too comfortable is to punish them in ways that they can’t ignore. Having your pay cut for a few days works for a little while. Threatening to fire you would only end up with me following through with it. But if I were to make you clean my house entirely naked, that would certainly be something you wouldn’t forget.”

She hesitated for a few moments, “What are the limits of that?”

“There are none. Don’t worry, I wouldn’t do anything that would end up with people knowing about what happened. You wouldn’t be forced to stand in front of a window naked or anything of the sort. If this is a deal breaker, I understand,” I said as I started tugging the clipboard away from her.

Madison looked up at me with fear in her eyes. I knew that she needed this job. Not many people in our town would turn down the opportunity to work for me. After all, Ruby Price wasn’t a name that could be ignored.

I owned half the town and was working on getting the other half.

“No ma’am, it’s not a deal breaker. I’ll just make sure that I work hard to avoid making you use this,” she said quickly.

A smile crossed my lips and I reached a hand across the table, “Very well. You know what I would like to see you in tomorrow. Maid or not, I do expect you to dress to impress.”

Her hand shook mine and she stood up and walked out of my office. I hated doing interviews outside of my house, but if I brought her there, I knew that I would end up making her try on an outfit or two. Madison was selected for a reason and I wasn’t ashamed to admit that her tight, round ass was most of it.

I headed home a few hours later after finalizing some paperwork to get her officially hired. With her taking care of my housework, I could finally focus on relaxing and enjoying the empire I built. My managers could run the businesses I owned and all I really had to do was make the big decisions at this point. Life was finally starting to fall into place, I just hated that I was forty-two now. I had always dreamed of retiring in my early thirties, but I busted my ass and now, I was set up for life.

The following morning came around and Madison showed up wearing a typical black and white maid’s outfit. As cute as it looked on her, I didn’t much care for the billowing skirt. I hired her to be eye candy and that damn skirt was too close to her knees to see anything.

I spent most of my morning online, catching up on some series that I’d been neglecting. Around lunchtime, Madison knocked on my bedroom door and spoke softly, “Miss Price?”

“What is it, darling?”

“Lunch is ready, would you like me to bring it to you or are you eating downstairs?” she asked.

I got out of bed and pulled on a pair of shorts to make the bulge in my panties a little less obvious. I didn’t care if she saw my cleavage, but for now, she didn’t need to know about my secret. “I’ll eat with you. One second,” I called back.

After tucking my cock between my legs as best I could, I opened the bedroom door and walked with her downstairs. She had a nice lunch prepared, sandwiches, a small side salad, and chips on the side.

“I’m not the best cook—”

“You’ll need a cookbook then. I’m not going to be reduced to eating the same kind of meals often. I’ll send you to the store with some money after I eat. Also, I don’t mean to sound too brash here, but would you mind wearing something a little more revealing tomorrow?” I asked.

She looked at me curiously and nodded, “Of course, Miss Price.”

I didn’t think she would argue with me. I was paying her a thousand a week to do what I asked. For a twenty-year-old woman without a high school diploma, she wouldn’t find better around here.

“Thank you, darling,” I said. We ate our lunch in silence, she probably didn’t know how to respond to me at this point. I had to give her credit, she wasn’t as easily embarrassed as my last maid. Then again, my last maid was let go once she found out how serious I could get about those sexual punishments.

Some women weren’t as resilient as others, the poor girl barely got her panties down to her knees before she started crying and begged for me to stop. She was fired.

If I wasn’t going to get a dedicated, hard working woman, I would make them bend to my own personal desires. Sure, I could have just found someone to be my submissive online, that would have filled those physical needs. But then, where would my emotional needs be taken care of?

The fantasy of taking a normal woman and slowly molding them into my plaything was one that had been with me since I was about Madison’s age. Now that I had time, I intended to see that fantasy through.

After our meal, I walked to my bedroom and took out a few bills from my wallet, “Please bring back the receipts.”

“I will, ma’am. Thank you,” she said.

I don’t know why she was thanking me, but I wasn’t going to argue with her.

The rest of our day was rather dull. She didn’t seem to have any problems at the store and she brought back the leftover funds with the receipts. The following morning, she came back wearing a short black dress that clung to her frame. Sadly, she didn’t seem to grasp the concept of what revealing clothing meant.

It was still a step in the right direction and I didn’t scold her for her choice in clothing. Throughout the rest of the week, she continued to wear clothes similar to the dress, but I noticed her sliding on stockings on the fourth day. By the sixth, she had on heels. It wasn’t until the seventh day that I finally got what I wanted.

She came in wearing a short black skirt with black leggings and a beautiful pair of black open toe heels. The short crop top she had on barely covered her perky chest and I could see the black bra she had on under the white shirt.

I smiled at her as she walked inside and gave a quiet whistle, “That’s much better than yesterday, Madison.”

“Well, it’s the start of a new week. Felt like trying something a little different. It sounds like you like it, Miss Price,” she said sweetly.

“I’d be lying if I pretended I didn’t. Just try not to bend over too far, darling. I would absolutely hate to see what you have on under that skirt,” I said teasingly. She smiled at me and went to retrieve her cleaning supplies.

After about thirty minutes of not hearing her moving around, I got a little concerned. If she slipped and fell somewhere, I would have heard that, wouldn’t I?

As I walked into the kitchen, I saw her leaning against the counter with her phone in her hand. Her eyes lifted from the screen and she quickly locked her phone and put it on the counter.

“What do you think you’re doing?” I asked.

“I was just checking my phone, I had a message from a friend I haven’t heard from in a while,” she explained.

I chuckled and shook my head slowly. “So now I pay you to talk to your friends while you’re working?”

She ducked her head, “No ma’am.”

“And what exactly do you think I should do about this?” I asked, I already had a damn good idea of what I was going to do.

“Give me a warning?” she asked. “It’s the first time this has happened, Miss Price.”

“No, this is the first time I’ve caught you doing it. Heaven knows I don’t have eyes on you all the time. So I don’t think a warning is going to suffice. I think you need to be punished, darling,” I said.

For a split second, I could have sworn I saw a smirk on her lips. Madison sighed and nodded, “Yes ma’am. I understand.”

I smiled and rubbed my hands together, “Pull up a chair, Madison.”

She cocked her head to the side for a moment before grabbing a chair and putting it in front of me. “Now put your hands on the seat.”

Madison obeyed and bent over for me. I walked behind her and smiled as I looked at her sexy panties, “Lingerie. Curious choice for going to work, isn’t it?”

“Y-You said you wanted me to be revealing… I thought you would enjoy them if I did,” she murmured.

I let my hand fall to her ass and rubbed over the smooth satin panties. Her back arched slightly and I could tell that she was enjoying the play. Sadly, I couldn’t tell if she was wet just yet, the material of her panties wouldn’t exactly show me that… Not yet.

“Well, I do like your taste. But what I don’t like is that you’re making me do this to you, darling,” I said. Of course, I was lying, all I wanted right now was to make her whimper and whine as I punished her.

“S-Sorry, Miss Pri—”

My hand pulled away from her ass and crashed back down. The loud smack was followed by a gasp from her and I chuckled, “You’re going to be, Madison. Now, be a good girl and count for me, okay?”

“Y-Yes ma’am!” she cried.

I rubbed her left cheek for a second and pulled my hand back. The muscles in her lower back tensed and I could tell that she was trying to brace for the impact. So I waited. And waited. Just as she started to turn her head to see if I was still there, I slammed my open hand down on her ass.

The impact caused her butt to jiggle and she cried out, “Two!”

“Good girl. Now, keep your head forward and don’t stop counting,” I said in a soft, disarming tone.

She wanted to see how far I would go, but I didn’t think that she was exactly innocent either. Each time my hand crashed down on her ass, she let out a quiet cry. After the tenth strike, I stopped using near the amount of force I had been, and each subsequent spank on her red ass brought for a soft moan from her.

I could have said something about those moans, but that would take away from my fun. Madison could act like she didn’t want this, but it was impossible for her to say she wasn’t enjoying it.

“T-Twenty!” she cried out as my hand slapped her ass one final time.

“Now, unless you want that number to be forty-two, pull your panties down.”

She hesitated for a moment before she straightened up and hooked her thumbs into her panties and pushed them slowly down her thighs. A wet string connected the crotch of her panties to her hairless pussy for a few moments before it finally snapped free.

“Unlock your phone,” I ordered.

Madison looked at me with wide eyes. She paused for a second before shuffling over to the counter with her panties still around her ankles. When she came back, she unlocked it and handed it to me. I opened her message and smiled wide. “The last message you received was from last night. When you asked me what time you were supposed to come over.”

Her face lit up a bright shade of red, almost the same as her other cheeks.

“So you lied to me to see what kind of punishment you would get?” I asked.

She nodded. The ruse was pretty clever, I wasn’t going to deny that. But as tears filled her eyes, I realized that she must have imagined that I was about to fire her. Surely, that wasn’t the case. While I didn’t like that she wasted thirty minutes of a working day, I wasn’t going to act like she hadn’t been working her ass off to surpass my expectations.

Hell, if she would have asked, I would have probably let her watch an episode or two of TV with me. But… If she was scared of being fired, I might just get to take advantage of that.

“Madison, I can handle a lot of things, but liars aren’t one of them. I’ve been trying to work with you, haven’t I?” I asked.

She nodded and I saw a tear spill down her cheek, “Y-You have.”

I handed her the phone and sighed, “Well, I guess that all good things have to come to an end. I would have loved to be able to tell you my secret some day. I guess that won’t happen now.”

Madison’s tears started pouring, “M-Miss P-Price! P-Please, I just w-wanted you to s-see what I wore for y-you!”

“Oh, darling, I would love to believe you. But if that were the case, wouldn’t you have just been able to bend over while you were picking something up?” I asked.

The sobbing only got worse and I sighed heavily. As much as I wanted to tease her and let her bask in the fear for a few moments, she was becoming overwhelmed.

“Get on your knees, Madison.”

She didn’t question me as she got down on her knees and looked up at me. I reached down to wipe her tears away and sighed, “Lift my shirt up and pull my shorts down.”

Madison gave me a curious look and wiped her eyes before nodding. Her hand lifted my large shirt up and then tugged at my shorts with her other hand. My hard cock sprung free as soon as the shorts passed my mid-thigh and I let out a quiet groan, “You know, if you weren’t so damn cute, I would have fired you. But I guess that both of us were keeping something from the other.”

Her eyes couldn’t pull away from my cock. I knew it was impressive, but I expected her to be a little more surprised than impressed. “Y-You’re trans?”

“A secret that I intend to keep just between us. But if that’s going to happen, I need to be sure that you’re going to be around for the long haul. As sweet as you are, I wouldn’t be able to pay you four thousand a month just to have me spank you when you feel like it. If you want to stick around, you’re going to have to give me a reason to see that you’re worth it, darling,” I said.

Before I even finished the last word of my sentence, she leaned forward and took the head of my cock into her mouth. For all of my teasing, I didn’t expect her to be so willing to jump into this. That didn’t mean I was going to stop her.

Madison’s tongue swirled around my sensitive crown and then she took me deeper into her mouth. She paused for a second as my head reached the back of her throat. As enthusiastic as she was, I could tell that she wasn’t all too familiar with having a cock in her mouth. The second she took my cock into her throat, she choked and started gagging.

I reached down and pushed her head back, “Hey, don’t hurt yourself! I’m glad that you’re devoting so quickly, darling, but you don’t have to act like your life depends on it.”

She pulled away until only the head of my cock remained in her mouth. Her tongue flicked a few times against my slit and then she broke away, “It does. Who else is going to hire me? I can’t afford to pay rent without this job. Just tell me what I have to do.”

I ran my hand through her blonde hair and smiled, “How many times have you had a cock inside you, Madison?”

“Do toys count?” she asked.

“No, they’re not the same,” I said.

“Then never, Miss Price.”

My brow arched, “You mean to tell me that as beautiful as you are, you’ve never had a guy try to go all the way?”

“Uh, if you want me to be honest, I’m not into guys. I like dick, but not guys. I know that’s a little weird,” she mumbled.

I smiled and gestured to the chair, “It’s just your preference, but this sounds like my lucky day, Madison. Why don’t you put your hands on the chair again?”

Madison smiled as she slowly stood up and bent over the chair again. If it wasn’t her first time, I would have happily gone for her pucker instead of that soaked pussy, but she needed to be worked up to that. For now, I had to count my lucky stars as I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it aside.

My fantasy hadn’t played out this quickly in my mind, but then again, I didn’t expect to find someone as unique as Madison. I pushed my shorts down to my ankles and stepped out of them. She looked back at me and I rested my hands on her ass, “Don’t tense up, darling.”

I gave her ass a squeeze before grasping my cock with one hand and guided it to her entrance. Her pussy was burning hot and I couldn’t deny that I was more turned on than I should have been. The control I had over her life right now was a little overwhelming, but it wasn’t something I couldn’t handle. Madison needed me in her life, and I wanted her in mine. Hiring a sexy little maid might just have been one of the best decisions I’d ever made, especially when I was looking down the barrel of retirement.

I pushed the head of my cock inside her and let out a deep groan as her tight walls squeezed my cock like a vice. Madison let out a shocked gasp and I could hear her nails digging into the seat’s cushion. “Y-You’re right… Toys don’t count.”

“Don’t worry, Madison. You’re going to enjoy this, I’m going to give you time to adjust. Don’t move,” I said.

She nodded her head and I slowly pushed deeper into her. Her juices lubricated my cock as I slid further into her. I finally pressed my hips against her ass and let out a deep sigh, “You’re so damn tight, baby.”

Madison’s soft moans and deep breaths were all I heard for a few moments. She looked back at me and smiled weakly, “I think I’m ready.”

I ran my hands up her lower back and gently massaged her as I started slowly pumping a few inches of my cock into her at a time. Even though I wanted to slam into her with all the force I could muster, I needed to give her time to get used to this. My needs were my priority, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t treat her with respect and compassion.

When her pussy no longer felt like it was trying to cut off my circulation, I pulled further back with each stroke and pumped into her. She didn’t seem to mind the slightly more aggressive thrusting and I wasn’t going to ask for permission to pick up the pace. After months of just using my hand, I wanted to finally be able to unleash my hot seed into a tight, young pussy.

Living in a small town did have downsides and I was sure that not every woman down here would be as accepting as Madison was. Besides, the few women I did know that might be interested were around my age. That wasn’t nearly as exciting as going balls deep in someone half my age!

Each time my cock pounded deep into her cunt, she let out a loud cry and pushed her hips back against me. She wasn’t playing around, as inexperienced as my little maid was, she knew how to put forth effort. If only she’d have just told me that she wanted me to fuck her sooner.

Then again, maybe it was better this way. I’d learned that she got wet from being spanked and that was pretty damn valuable information. It wasn’t until I heard a loud slam that I realized just how hard I was slamming into Madison’s pussy. The chair she had been holding onto toppled over and she nearly went with it.

My cock slipped free of her pussy and she took a few stumbling steps forward before catching her balance. Before she could even straighten up, I closed the distance between us and put my hand against her back and pushed her against the wall. I used my free hand to guide my cock into her again and growled, “Where do you think you’re going, baby? I wasn’t done with you.”

“S-Sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

“Shut up and moan for me!” I barked. My hips surged forward and I kept her pinned against the wall. Each time I hammered into her, I heard the decorations on the shelves along this wall rattle and before long, a few of them started falling from the shelves and shattering on the ground.

She gasped each time that one fell to the ground but I didn’t care. The damn things weren’t nearly as important to me as she was right now. Each stroke brought me closer to my limit, but it wasn’t the sensation of her tight snatch that pushed me over the edge.

“F-Fuck! R-Ruby!” she cried out. Her walls clamped around my cock and I could feel them convulsing around me as I continued to pound her tight slit.

I could feel the warmth of her juices running down my cock and dripping from my balls and that drove me wild. Knowing that she came from just being fucked was all I needed to send me down into the blissful abyss of my orgasm.

My eyes snapped shut as I let out a deep groan and pushed myself as far into her as I possibly could. She let out a few moaning gasps as my cock throbbed deep within her. My hot, thick cum pumped into her and I let breasts press against her back as I leaned further into her. I should have probably pulled out, a woman her age was probably at risk of getting pregnant, but I didn’t care right now.

As my cock started softening inside her, I gave her a kiss on the neck and pulled out of her pussy. “Be a good girl and clean up the kitchen. When you’re ready for lunch, come get me. I’ll make sure you get a nice dessert too, okay?”

“Y-Yes, Miss Price,” she purred. “T-Thank you for letting me work for you.”

“You’re welcome, darling.”


Story Four

Hot for the Futa MILF

Laura Trains a Shy Client


“Hey, Laura,” Amber called out as I walked into our small gym.

“Yeah?”

She slid a few papers around on the desk behind the counter and finally held one up, “I scheduled you an eight o’clock appointment. A sweet girl came in asking about a personal trainer that wouldn’t make her feel too horrible. I figured you could use any excuse to get your hands on her.”

I rolled my eyes and took the paper from her, “Look, one client came onto me and I trusted you with that. If you’re going to keep giving me grief about it, I’ll just have to show you why she still shows up every Friday at three.”

Amber smiled and lifted her hand to show me her wedding ring, “I’m off the table. Then again, maybe Paul would like to watch us some time. It’s not every day you get to spread your legs for a MILF as hot as you.”

I chuckled and patted my crotch, my thick bulge was impossible to hide in workout clothes, but most people knew that about me when they came to the gym. It wasn’t a secret that we had a BDSM room in the back. When Amber and I went in on this gym together, we both had a similar mindset. Pleasure and fitness could go hand in hand as long as neither were forced on someone.

Up to this point, the small room in the back wasn’t used by anyone other than Paul and his wife. Still, we attracted quite an interesting set of clients. I took the paper into my office, which was just an open space with mats, and shut the door behind me. The paper was the form I had prospective clients fill out.

After a few moments, I got a pretty good idea as to what Nicole wanted. She was tall and skinny and that made her feel like she was easily ignored. Her butt was her primary concern with her core and arms being something she would like to work on.

In short, she was my favorite kind of client. Who didn’t want to watch a chick do squats and other exercises that worked the glutes?

I spent my morning going over the files on my laptop, updating other client’s workout plans. After checking my emails, I heard a soft knock on my door. Glancing down at the clock on my computer, it was seven fifty-eight.

I walked over to the door and opened it. Amber stood beside what had to be the most nervous woman I’d ever seen. Her brunette hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she wore a very revealing outfit, but it was practical for what we would be doing.

“Hey, Nicole, this is Laura. She’s going to be your trainer. Remember, this is just the first day. You can definitely change trainers if you don’t like her, but I think you’ll love her,” Amber said.

Nicole nodded and stepped inside, “C-Can we shut the door now?”

Amber backed away and when she was out of sight, she mouthed the words, “Dick her down.”

I rolled my eyes at Amber’s antics. After shut and locked the door, I turned to Nicole, “Of course. I want you to feel comfortable, Nicole. That’s the primary goal, isn’t it? You want to be comfortable. And forgive me for making the assumption, but you’re hoping to get noticed more?”

She nodded her head. I walked around her and asked quietly, “Is it okay if I touch you? I need to get an idea of what I’m working with.”

“W-Where?”

“Well, I want to feel how firm your rear is, then I’d like to check your stomach, legs, and arms. After that, I’ll run you through a few exercises to get a baseline of where you’re at,” I said.

She tensed up for a second but let out a deep breath to calm herself, “You won’t tell anyone I let you, would you?”

“The only people that are going to know are you and I,” I said.

Nicole smiled weakly at me and mumbled, “I’ll try not to pull away.”

“Good,” I said and stepped in front of her. I looked into her beautiful green eyes and smiled disarmingly as I reached around her waist and cupped each of her cheeks. She gasped and her cheeks flushed a deep shade of red as I gave her a gentle squeeze. “You don’t have a lot of muscle here, but you’ve got a good foundation to build from. I’m sure we can get you that nice, round butt that anyone would love.”

She nodded her head and I slowly slid my hands away from her ass, up to her core. I ran my thumbs over her exposed stomach and then gently held onto her sides, “Your obliques are going to need a little work as well, but that is easy to add to a routine.”

Nicole’s breathing had become shaky and I knew that I was skating on thin ice at this point. She wasn’t comfortable yet. While she was putting on a brave face for me, her hands quivered and I could see how embarrassed she was. I moved my hands to her arm and spoke quietly, “Can you flex for me?”

“I-I am,” she mumbled.

Dear god, those arms needed some work, “I take it pickle jars are your worst enemy?”

She let out a nervous giggle and nodded. I crouched down and gave her legs a quick feel. While absolutely none of this was necessary from a trainer’s perspective, she wanted to be noticed. It might not be standard practice, but she needed to feel like she had a good enough body as it was.

I stood and smiled at her, “Well, the good news is that I’m sure we can work towards your goals and get you there with a little dedication. You’re going to need to change your diet a little, you really need some more protein in your life.”

My eyes caught hers, but she wasn’t looking at my face. Nicole’s eyes had found their way down to my crotch and her mouth was slightly open.

“Sweetie? I’m not trying to make you feel bad, but if you want to stare at my crotch, you can do that from the plank position,” I said.

No sooner than her cheeks had finally returned to their naturally pale coloration, they lit up again. “I’m so s-sorry!”

“Don’t be, trust me, I’d find a way to hide it if I was ashamed of it. But I think that you can learn something from this,” I said.

She looked into my eyes for a second before cutting away to stare at a wall, “What’s that?”

I giggled and put my hand back on her ass, “Having some confidence in what you’ve already got is a wonderful thing. Trust me, you’re not someone that isn’t going to get noticed as it is.”

Nicole seemed like she might pull away from me for a moment, but then she relaxed and actually pressed herself against my hand. “C-Confidence.”

“Exactly, but that’s only part of what you’re going to be getting a hold of while you’re here. Apparently, you need a little obedience training as well,” I said with a chuckle. She cocked her head to the side. I smiled and pointed to the mats beneath us, “I told you to get into the plank position.”

“Oh!” she exclaimed and got down. Not even five full seconds into the plank, her hips started lifting into the air to make the exercise easier on herself.

I gave her raised ass a gentle swat and called out, “Keep that ass down, sweetie. You keep tempting me and I’m going to keep touching it. Trust me when I tell you that I don’t mind having my hands on that little tush of yours at all times.”

She lowered her hips and retained good form for all of five more seconds before her weak arms gave out on her.

“Good, so that’s going to be something we work on. Planks are great for the core, arms, shoulders, back, glutes, and legs. I bet you can’t guess what you said you would like to work on,” I said.

She looked up to me and mumbled, “Are you going to keep touching my butt?”

“Are you going to keep trying to slack on your workout?” I asked.

“No?”

“Then I’ll stop touching your butt. Trust me, Nicole, if all I wanted was to touch you, I would have asked you out on a date already. I’m here to motivate you and give you a little self-confidence. I’m sure you’ve heard of exposure therapy, right?”

“I have,” she said. “What’s that got to do with this though?”

I smiled and called out, “Start doing squats. I want your hips legs parallel to the floor before you come up.”

Nicole got into position and started doing what I asked. “Exposure therapy and what we’re doing are really similar. You want to be noticed. I’m noticing you. It’s uncomfortable at first, but I promise, if you don’t feel like you’re getting results, I’ll work with you to find another trainer.”

She managed fifteen squats before her legs started wobbling. I put a hand on her shoulder to stop her, “Good job. Next, you’re going to get on all fours and alternate kicking your legs up as high as you can.”

Nicole nodded and I saw a slight shimmer of sweat forming on her brow, “Can I take a second to rest?”

“Not yet. This isn’t even the start of your workout, sweetie,” I said.

She groaned and got down and started doing her leg raises. I wasn’t going to pretend I wasn’t enjoying myself. Even with the self-discipline I’d learned over the years of watching beautiful women in skimpy clothes, I could feel my cock starting to grow in my panties. These damn shorts I had on weren’t going to do much to hide my cock if I got hard…

By the time she started struggling to get her legs high anymore, I was fully hard. I wasn’t going to pretend that this little flower wasn’t my type. So sweet, shy, and insecure. It might be a little wrong to take this approach with her, but she was working out and hadn’t run away yet.

She looked up and let out a soft gasp. I glanced down and sighed heavily, “Shit, sorry about this. Ah, well we can’t pretend I didn’t notice the hell out of you.” My thick cock had escaped through the leg hole of my shorts and her eyes were glued to it.

Instead of freaking out, Nicole got back into the plank position and stared at my cock as her body quivered and strained to stay upright.

“Er, what are you doing, Nicole?” I asked.

“Y-You said I could s-stare if I was p-planking,” she said. Just when I thought she was the most innocent woman I’d met in my life, her hips slowly raised high into the air.

I chuckled and stepped behind her and put my hands on her hips. Without so much as a polite request, I pressed my cock against her ass and spoke softly, “Now you’re just begging for me to get a little hands-on with you, Nicole. If you don’t tell me to stop, I’m not going to.”

She kept her eyes on the floor beneath her, but the little brat had the nerve to push off the floor with her toes to grind her ass against me. Nicole barely had any meat on her bones, but that was most of the reason I could work at a place like this. Some people liked their women a little heftier and more filled out. I wouldn’t pretend that having a skinny woman wrapped around my cock wasn’t the best feeling in the world.

I slid my left arm under her waist to support her weight as my right hand pulled her shorts down. Her cute green panties made me smile, but as I slid them lower, I was met with the most beautiful pair of tight lips I’d ever seen.

She let out a whimpering moan as the cold air assaulted her wet pussy. I called out, “Too far?”

Nicole shook her head. I wished she would either tell me to either stop or keep going. Not knowing if I was pushing her too far was getting to be a little frustrating. I still wanted to help her with her workout goals, but god damn, how could I ignore my own desires when she was practically begging for me to ‘notice’ her?

I slid down onto my knees and spread her legs out wider. That would help her balance a little easier and make this strange position more comfortable. I leaned in close and paused for just a second before I threw caution to the wind.

My tongue slid between those tight lips and I tasted her sweet juices. Nicole might have come here because she felt ignored, but I knew that if she came back, she would get every bit of attention she wanted. This new client of mine might just become my personal pet project.

She let out a soft cry and her hips writhed as I continued to probe into her pussy with my tongue. Not once did she try to actually pull away. I would have let her, even if it meant giving up the source of her delicious nectar. I wanted her, but I wasn’t going to take her against her will.

I slid my hand down to my own thighs and took hold of my cock and started stroking it as I ate her out. She called out quietly, “I-I can s-suck you if you want.”

I took one of her lips gently in my teeth and gave it a soft nibble before pulling away from her pussy, “If you want this, I’m not going to stop at a blowjob. Nicole, I’m a woman that has specific desires. Right now, those include having your beautiful little pussy squeezing my cock while your legs are over my shoulders.”

She rolled onto her back and pushed her shorts and panties down her smooth legs and tossed them aside. Nicole lifted her legs into the air and her lower lips parted enough for me to see that soaked entrance begging to be filled. “T-That’s okay. A-Are you going to t-tell anyone?”

I pushed my own shorts and panties away and smiled at her as I got onto my knees between her open thighs. She rested her heels on my shoulders and I pushed forward until her hips were angled just how I wanted them. I pressed my cock against her entrance and whispered, “How we choose to workout is between us and us alone, Nicole. Next time, I think you might want to be on top though, cowgirl isn’t all that bad for your thighs.”

She nodded her head furiously, “W-Wait!”

I stopped applying pressure against her tight entrance and looked into her eyes, “What’s wrong?”

“N-Nothing, I just w-want to know if you’re g-going to kick me out after t-this,” she stammered. I wasn’t super fond of women that were unable to keep their composure, but she was just too damn sweet to judge for it.

A chuckle escaped me and I leaned down further and pressed my lips against hers. She hesitated to kiss me back for a second, but eventually gave in. As her mouth opened to accept my tongue, I pushed my cock inside her drenched lips.

She let out a deep moan into the kiss and I retracted my tongue and nibbled on her lip for a second before breaking the kiss completely. “Nicole, you’ve got nothing to worry about. Don’t get a boyfriend and you can come back as often as you like. Hell, if you tell Amber that I said you can get two free sessions a week, I’m sure she’ll give you a schedule.”

“Y-You’d do that for me?” she asked.

“Sweetie,” I said and gave her a quick peck on the lips. “You realize that I’m halfway into your cookie right now, don’t you? This isn’t just for you. Be a good girl for me and I’ll make sure that you’re taken care of.”

Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of red once again. I smiled and took her wrists with my hands and pinned them above her head. With her arms keeping her from turning her head away, all she could do was look at me or close her eyes as I fucked her.

She came in here with confidence issues, there was no way in hell I wasn’t going to let her know for a fact that I wanted to see her while I was inside her.

Those soft green eyes stayed open as I slowly thrust into her. As I worked myself into a faster pace, her mouth remained slightly open as streams of moans escaped her. Before I’d even managed to get to a hard and fast rhythm, I felt her walls convulsing around my cock. She let out soft, whimpering cries as her core tightened and her arms fought to break free. I kept her held under my much more powerful arms and smiled down at her, “It’s okay, baby. You don’t have to fight it.”

Her back arched off the mat and she went silent as her juices sprayed onto my cock and her thighs. I didn’t bother slowing down for her. She had all the time in the world to get used to how my cock felt inside her, but that didn’t mean I had more than twenty minutes to spend with her right now. As pleasant as it was, I still had another client to help at nine o’clock.

Once her orgasm passed, her cheeks flushed a light shade of pink and her eyes remained closed. There was that embarrassed cupcake I’d come to adore!

I plunged into her harder and harder, each thrust bringing me closer to my orgasm than the last. I needed to cum desperately, but I knew I shouldn’t finish inside her. She was only nineteen, the sheet she filled out said so. Even as the thought ran through my mind, I couldn’t help but hammer harder into her. Knowing how wrong all of this was made it so much more exciting for me.

My balls tightened up as I continued to pound her tight, young pussy and I let out a deep groan as her walls once again tightened around my cock. She was a sensitive one, to say the least!

That added tightness was all I needed to help me reach my climax. I slammed my cock into her one final time and let out a deep breath as her juices warmed my thighs. Her eyes opened once she felt my hot, thick cum start shooting deep inside her. For a moment, I thought she might scream, but then she offered me a faint smile and let her head relax on the mat.

Once I finally finished pumping her full of my seed, I realized that I might just have made this woman’s life infinitely more complicated. But that wasn’t something I was worried about. As long as she stayed dedicated to me, I could help her through her problems. Hell, it might be time for me to start canceling those Friday appointments with my other hands-on client.

As her soft green eyes blinked up at me, I leaned in and gave her another kiss. She’d found a way into my heart and that’s all I could want from life. I was a little too old to think about getting married again, but she was certainly making me rethink that. Especially if she ended up pregnant with my child.


Story Five

Hot for the Futa MILF

Vanessa Cheats on her Wife with another MILF


“Are you excited for the bake sale tomorrow?” Cindy asked over the phone.

I sighed and mumbled, “I’ve been baking for two days now to get this done. I want to support the fire department, but I swear, I’m going to bash some heads together if they don’t work their butts off to sell our stuff.”

Cindy laughed. “Don’t worry, if all else fails, I’m sure you could get your wife to agree to let us do a car wash together. I’m sure we’d have all the guys in town flocking to spend their money on us.”

I looked at the front door and hoped that my wife wouldn’t step outside and overhear what I was about to say. “I’m not so sure that what I’ve got would look great in a bikini.”

“I wouldn’t complain about seeing it again,” Cindy purred.

“Careful, I wouldn’t want your husband to hear.”

“Vanessa, he’s out of town. Come on over so we can relax after all that baking,” she said.

As tempting as the offer was, I couldn’t bring myself to go through with it. My wife had started asking questions about why we were spending so much time together. I wasn’t going to deny that she was a beautiful woman. Hell, she had my wife beat by a few leagues and that was hard to do.

Then again, maybe it was the allure of getting caught that made me want to keep playing with fire. “You know I would if my wife would want to come with me.”

“Then come over after the bake sale. I’m sure you can think of an excuse to take an extra hour before you can go home. Say you’re volunteering or something. I don’t know, just find a way to come over,” she begged.

“Look, I’ll try, but I can’t promise anything,” I mumbled.

The front door opened and I smiled at my wife, “Sorry, baby. We were just saying goodbye.”

“It’s late, hon. I want to get some sleep, please come to bed,” she said and shut the door as she went back inside.

“Party pooper,” Cindy mumbled.

I sighed, “She’s still my wife. Whatever we have together is nice, Cindy, but I’ve got to try to with her.”

“I know, baby. But I want to spend some time with you too, especially while my husband is gone on deployment,” she said.

“We will, just try to be patient. I’ve got to go, I’ll talk to you tomorrow,” I said.

She said goodbye and I hung up the phone. As desperately as I wanted to play with her, to run my hands through her hair while she choked on my cock, I still had obligations. Since Cindy’s husband got stationed here, we became really close friends. It wasn’t until I accidentally flashed her that things really got intense.

Cindy was a bit of a size slut, but her husband took good enough care of her while he was around. The problem was, his size couldn’t compare to mine and that was a very rewarding feeling.

Besides, knowing that my wife would probably flip her shit if she found out made things so much more appealing. It was unfair to my wife, but hell, we’d been married for twenty-three years. At the mature age of forty-five, I needed a little variance in my life. As much as I loved Miranda, she didn’t want to have sex nearly as often as I felt I needed it.

Still, I walked into our bedroom and pulled her close against me. Miranda pressed her hips against mine and she called out softly, “I love you, baby.”

“I love you too,” I whispered.

We fell asleep together and when I awoke, she was still resting peacefully in front of me. I untangled my legs from hers and headed into the bathroom to relieve myself, shower, and put on my makeup. Once I was presentable, I packed up my baked goods and hopped in my SUV and headed to our massive church’s parking lot.

The entire way there, I had to fight with my lingerie to stop my panties from disappearing up my ass. The bra I wore was itchy, but if I did decide to head over to Cindy’s house, I wanted to make her mouth water before I let her have what she wanted.

The turnout for our bake sale was rather impressive. After a few minutes of teasing banter, Cindy and I had to separate and start counting out bills and handing out cookies.

When we finally had a slight lull in business, she hurried over to my table and got on her tiptoes to whisper, “I’m not wearing any panties.”

“Well, that makes one of us. I wore special ones, just for you,” I whispered in response.

“Maybe I’ll put them on before you fuck me so I can have something to remember today by?”

I could feel my cock stiffening under my pants, “You’re a naughty little bitch, aren’t you?”

“As naughty as a military wife can get. You should have seen how many cocks I had at my husband’s last command. I think you’re lucky that you’re the only person I’ve got my eyes on,” she purred.

“And why is that?” I asked.

She giggled and whispered, “Because my pussy is so tight right now that I can barely fit two fingers in.”

“Sounds like you’re going to be a screamer,” I said. Another group of individuals started heading over from another booth that had a raffle going on. “We’ve got business, sweetie.”

Cindy groaned and hurried back to her table and put on that adorable smile of hers. For a woman that was just shy of forty, she looked like she could still be in her mid-twenties. That was something I envied. I didn’t look bad for my age, but I still had to dye my hair to keep the gray from coming through. Some people believed in aging gracefully, I wasn’t one of them.

I was going to cling to my youth as long as I possibly could!

When we finally finished with the bake sale, we helped the firefighters and law enforcement break down the tables and put them up. Once everything was taken care of, the chief of police approached us and smiled warmly, “Thanks to you two, we raised an extra eight hundred and sixty-two dollars.”

He offered each of us five twenty dollar bills, “For your troubles.”

I lifted a hand and gently pushed his extended hand down to his side, “Oh, really sir, we did it to help the community. You all chipped in to get us the materials we needed and that’s all the payment we needed. I’m sure Cindy ate just as many cookies as I did when we were baking our treats.”

She glanced at me and I could see the slight frustration in her eyes before it dissipated. “She’s right, sir. Thank you for the offer, but put it towards getting Mrs. Adam’s house rebuilt. That fire was awful and I just hope we can help this community pull together in this time of need.”

He smiled warmly at us, his gray beard and mustache separated only by those bright teeth, “You two are the exact kind of people we need in this town. Well, I’ll see you two around, and you just let me know if one of my officers gives you a ticket. I’ll make sure to take care of that. Around here, we don’t forget when people do right by us.”

As he started walking away, Cindy looked at me with her mouth slightly agape, “What the fuck?”

“Sweetie, you’re coming from San Diego. Around here, it’s not about how much money you have, it’s who owes who a favor. Trust me, I’ve gotten out of six tickets already and I’m sure that Oliver would let me get away with murder,” I said.

She let out a deep sigh, “You’re amazing.”

“I know, baby. Now, how about we head over to your place so we can finally get me out of these panties?” I cooed.

I knew that I’d impressed her with my little stunt, but seeing her so stricken with awe was still gratifying. Cindy nodded her head and headed to her car. I got in my SUV and drove over to her house and pulled into the driveway. She drove around me and parked in the garage.

As soon as she unlocked the door, I pulled her inside and locked it back. My hands slid down her waist and I pushed her against the door as my lips pressed against hers.

Cindy let out a quiet moan and her hands groped my ass. My hips ground into her and I knew that she had to be able to feel my thick cock’s head pressing against her thigh. I loved feeling her stomach as it rubbed against my base, but that was probably the reason she was so desperate for me to fuck her. My package was the largest in town unless someone else could make a ruler disappear when measuring.

Her hands slid into the waist of my jeans and she yanked until they finally pulled down over my ass. I broke the kiss and chuckled, “Someone’s a horny little slut.”

“I never pretended that I wasn’t, baby. God, I want you so bad!” she groaned.

I stepped out of my shoes and pushed my jeans down to my ankles and kicked them off. She followed suit. The wet spot that dampened the crotch of her jeans made me smile. I tugged my shirt over my head and the faint outline of my abs came into view. “Mm, I love a woman that takes care of herself,” Cindy said.

“Yeah, I’m just waiting until my hips decide to stop working,” I said jokingly.

She pouted her lower lip out, “Don’t talk like that. How on earth would I be able to ride something that big?”

I chuckled and pulled my panties off and handed them to her, “Shut up and put these on. We don’t have all day to do this. Be a good girl for me.”

Cindy smiled and pulled them up her thighs and then pulled the fabric tightly between her lips. Her adorable pussy puffed out a little and she used the panties to floss her pussy teasingly, “You might want to taste me later.”

I rolled my eyes and started stroking my cock to get it hard. It always took a little bit of effort, but Cindy seemed more than willing to help me. She slid down to her knees and pulled her shirt off and tossed it aside. Her large breasts were cupped by her bra, but for some reason, she didn’t seem to want to take that off.

Cindy pulled my hand away from my cock and immediately took my thick cock into her mouth. After a few seconds of bobbing slowly around my crown, she looked up at me and winked before taking most of my length into her throat. I’d never had someone even attempt that, but I doubted that she would have even attempted it if I was fully hard.

As she started getting into a rhythm, I felt her hand cup my heavy balls. The harder my cock got, the slower she bobbed. After a few moments, she gagged loudly and started pulling away. I reached down and put my hand on the back of her head, “No, ma’am. You’re going to keep sucking until I say stop!”

She looked up at me with those lust-filled blue eyes. Her blonde hair pooled around her shoulders and I chuckled as I gathered it into a ponytail and held on tight, “You know what, I think you’re the type of whore that would rather just be face fucked.”

I felt her jaw relax and I chuckled, “Not your first time, I take it.”

Before she could anything to respond to me, I forced my cock fully into her throat. Her throat contracted around my cock and she gagged repeatedly but I didn’t relent. I slowly pulled out of her warm, tight throat only to push myself back in until her nose pressed against my crotch. If I didn’t have to get home to my wife, I would have kept her down there on her knees until I’d completely broken her in.

My hips pulled away and my cock finally popped out of her mouth. Cindy looked up at me with saliva dripping down her chin, “Why’d you stop?”

“Shut up and bend over, baby. We both know I can’t be here all night, you’ll just have to wait until my wife goes to visit her family or something along those lines for that. But don’t you worry, you’re going to get what you deserve,” I cooed.

She stood up and rubbed the sides of her jaw for a moment before turning around and leaning against the door. I pulled the panties aside and her tight lips already glistened from her arousal. I smiled as I stepped closer to her and guided the head of my cock to her entrance. She would have been a fun woman to make my needy submissive, but I didn’t have time to start training her.

A quick orgasm was all I had time for right now. I pushed forward and she yelped as my cock stretched her wide. Cindy’s head pressed against the door and I pushed more of my cock into her. Her tightness was hard to delve into, but I wasn’t going to give up. I didn’t care if it took fifteen minutes just to get her stretched far enough to take my full size.

I continued to use short strokes to work my cock deeper inside her, and luckily for both of us, it didn’t take nearly that long. My crown kissed her cervix but I still had more to go. I let out a deep groan and muttered, “I’m going to destroy your little cunt, baby.”

“F-fucking do it, oh my god, do it!” she cried.

The desperation oozed off her and I couldn’t help but chuckle as I pulled my cock slowly out of her before slamming back inside her. She might have wanted me to go deeper, but that would wait until it was time to fill her with my cum. After all, if she was one of the women that didn’t enjoy her cervix being penetrated, it would be much easier to console her if I was only inside her long enough to fill her up with my seed.

Even as I started hammering into her wetness, I knew that I was playing a dangerous game. We were both still capable of having children, I never bothered with a vasectomy and she didn’t get her tubes tied. If she did end up getting pregnant, it wouldn’t take a detective to find out who got who pregnant. In a town as small as ours, we would be figured out immediately. My wife was already curious, even if she didn’t know why.

Cindy’s loud cries weren’t getting any quieter. For all I knew, someone could be outside listening to us right now. The thought was a little sobering, but I didn’t stop thrusting into her. I’d already devoted to this and if I was going to get caught, I might as well enjoy myself.

Her tight, warm pussy gripped my cock with each motion and I couldn’t believe just how amazing she felt. My wife wasn’t nearly this pleasant, but then again, it might have just been the taboo aspect of what we were doing. Betraying the trust of our partners just to have a moment of ecstasy? Maybe it wasn’t worth it, but why would I stop now?

I’d already committed to this. Cindy’s screams of pleasure were already rewarding me and making me feel like I wasn’t doing such a bad thing. Surely, something that felt so good wouldn’t be something that ended up causing either of us any trouble.

My hands slid up her back and I unclasped her bra as I continued pounding into her depths. She let her arms drop for a second so that her bra could fall to the floor. Once it was out of the way, I put my arms under her and cupped her breasts with my hands. Her large breasts were perfect for squeezing and teasing while I worked my cock into her.

Her cries slowly became quieter and for a moment, I questioned if she was just putting on a show for me before. That thought went out the window as she got on her tiptoes and let out a high-pitched whine. Cindy’s already tight pussy clenched around my cock and she put her hands on top of mine and roughly squeezed them.

A rush of her juices sprayed down onto her thighs and the floor below. I didn’t bother to stop fucking her and her orgasm seemed to never end. Just when I thought she was finally coming back down, another wave of juices burst forth from her. By the time she finally sucked in a deep breath, my feet were in a small puddle of her warm, slick juices.

Cindy’s hands moved back to the door and she slowly got louder as I continued to slam into her. She was a curious one, hell, she was the only woman I’d ever fucked that actually got louder when she wasn’t cumming!

I loved it though, her screams only served to bring me closer to my own orgasm. Knowing what I could do to her when we were having a quickie made me pray that our naughty adventures would only be more fun in the future. When I actually had time to make her toes curl and her pussy squirt until it couldn’t anymore.

She was the exact woman I wished my wife would be. That thought made my balls tighten up and I let out a deep groan as I put my hands on her hips. With each thrust, I pulled her against me until I finally felt my heated rush of bliss start coursing through me. It was time to breed my naughty slut.

I slammed into her one final time with enough force to send her hips crashing into the door in front of us. My cock forced itself inside her cervix and she let out a soft whine before moaning quietly. My cock throbbed within her depths and my thick, hot cum flooded her in ways that I was sure her husband never could have.

When my cock finally stopped pumping her full of my seed, I slowly pulled out of her and kept the panties from covering her. I slid two fingers between her thighs and ran them through her soaked folds and then reached around and poked them into her mouth, “See how wet I can make you, baby? Just remember that your husband will never be able to compare to me. All the men in the world can’t make you into their little whore like I can.”

It had been quite some time since I’d talked to a partner like this. God, how I missed it. Cindy sucked my fingers clean and then pulled away from me and sighed heavily, “C-Can’t you stay a little longer?”

“I would love to, but my wife is going to start getting more suspicious if I don’t get back to her.”

“Then let her, I don’t care what she thinks. I just want you,” she whined.

I gave her ass a rough spank and stepped away from her so that I could put my clothes back on. “When you’re ready to leave your husband and replace my wife, we can talk about that,” I said.

She chuckled and mumbled, “Well played, Vanessa.”

“Don’t worry. We’ve got another charity event for next weekend. I’m sure we could find a reason to get together after,” I purred.

Cindy smiled at me and let me out of the house. As guilty as I felt for cheating on my wife, I wasn’t going to pretend that I didn’t love every second of having that tight pussy around my cock.
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